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Chapter 1 


2002 


1.1 September 


1.1.1 First entry (2002-09-06 12:55) 


This is the very first entry of this journal. Hello world! 


earle (2002-09-05 23:19:15) 
SPONG!!1! Well Come :) 


carbonunit (2002-09-06 07:05:24) Hello Earle 

Hi mate, how are ya? Thanks for opening the door to this crazy new timewaster for me. I was sure getting tired 
of the endless car talk and repressed gayness on the venerable old Lyst. This system looks like a winner over the 
standard old mailing list. I mean, you can dump as much of your personal life or your inner madness as you wish 
on the net and if someone doesn't want to read it they can just sod off. 


oberon (2002-09-06 23:44:58) Re: Hello Earle 

and you can set up various security levels for viewing, etc, by building and assigning custom user groups to 
posts, control all your viewing privileges through access groups. Hi spong. And what's wrong with endless car 
talk? Besides, aren't you one of the repressed gay people? 


carbonunit (2002-09-07 08:43:45) Re: Hello Earle 
Hi Oberon, I have no interest in cars. Yes, my gayness is not repressed, it’s on display for everyone to see. After 
all, only poofs would publish a journal online and talk about their feelings all the time, wouldn't they? 


1.1.2 Testing testing (2002-09-06 13:07) 


Is this thing on? 


1.1.3 I live with 7 cats (2002-09-09 20:21) 
There are seven cats in the house with me. 


First is Mozart, my cat of 10 years, a black shortie. Mozart likes looking at things, sleeping, biting 
your hand, growling, eating red meat and exploring. Ten years ago in 1992 I was manufacturing quilts 
and selling them through various channels. One time I was carting a few around Glebe, seeing if any of 
the art galleries would sell on commision. A gallery called AD163 was interested in a square panel quilt 
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made from hawian shirts. While we did business a small black kitten ran out from behind the counter 
and started attacking my feet. The manager said that a stray had dumped her kittens behind the shop 
and they could only keep one. I thought about it, and decided to take him home, frankly in the hope 
that having a black cat would entice more young ladies to spend time in my studio and maybe end up 
sleeping with me. Which he did. 


Mozart is strong willed, intelligent and thoughtful. I believe that letting him reach sexual maturity 
before I had hom debolloxed is the key. He has a large head like a tom cat, and sometimes he likes to 
hump my girlfriends clothes. One time he was so in love with a blouse of hers that he chewed it full of 
holes like cheesecloth with his love bites. He also likes rancid socks. He is a catnip junkie. Not so much 
the catnip in those stuffed mice toys, but the real thing, fresh from the herb garden. It makes a nice tea 
for humans too. 


BTW I think I oughta try the LJ client, this form page lacks features. More on the other 6 cats shortly. 


earle (2002-09-13 09:16:45) 

Did you try http://www.livejournal.com/update.bml?mode=full ? (The ... after Update Journal in the navlinks at 
the left.) FWIW, I have three cats, which can be a bit of a handful at times. Then again, we live in a small place. 
The youngest male, despite being spayed, likes to hump my younger brother’s old teaddybear, which disturbs me 
deeply. 


1.1.4 Back from the dead (2002-09-19 15:33) 


I nearly killed my system last week with a cheap Red Hat linux distro I bought at the newsagent. 


There it was, Red hat 7.3 on 3 CDs taped to a little booklet for $15AU. How could I refuse? I was 
so tired of trying to get QT to work on my machine I thought, well, I could just upgrade and let the 
installer do it for me. Hah! 


The discs were damaged. Not that that was such a bad thing, but they left the machine in such a 
rotten state I couldn’t get it back to a properly working configuration. The main problem was that the 
anaconda, thingy didn’t recognise the third CD. Nothing else seemed to work. The logs were chewed up, 
it tried to migrate the filesystem to ext3 and botched it. In the end there was only one thing to do - pull 
everything I wanted to keep into the Windows partition, reformat and start again, with a $200 boxed 
copy of RH delux workstation. Sigh. 


I wish I was more elite, but I am a luser. I don’t have time, or the application, to acquire more than 
a working knowledge of this system. Giving in to the dark side seems so much more appealing now. I 
appreciate what linux is all about, but... 


For instance, I couldn’t remember how to configure my modem, how to get the system to detect the 
modem and connect /dev/modem to the right serial port. So I look at the HOWTO of modems. This 
is a 100K text file which tells me more than I want to know about fucking modems and how they work, 
but the meat, the program which actually plugs the damn thing in for you, is only mentioned in passing 
about halfway through. It’s *modemtool” BTW. 


But I will persevere. This distro has a better Gimp, and it claims to be able to mount USB filesys- 
tems, so I can read the card out of my camera without rebooting to Dos. But, now I have to get the 
sound card working again, which was a nightmare last time. 


Note to self - remember to back up the entire system, not just personal data. 
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earle (2002-09-19 19:15:45) 
Knackered discs? Wankers! You should kick somebody’s arse, and hard. 


1.1.5 Tilly (2002-09-23 22:48) 


Tilly is one of the Four Kittens of the Apocalypse. They were dropped under our neighbours house by 
Mama Cat, who is a stray. She's still a stray, despite the fact that we captured her and spayed her and 
had her microchipped. We own her, but she still lives under the Callahans house. They hate her and, 
we suspect, the times she goes missing they are responsible. A couple of times now she has dissapeared 
for weeks on end, but she always returns, thinner and more scared. I reckon the neighbours are catching 
her somehow and taking her for a long drive. 


In December 2000 she dropped a litter of 5 kittens. We had fun catching them in a cage trap baited with 
a lamb shank. Tilly is white with patchy markings in caramel and has kind of stripes across her back. 
Her name is based on ”tli” which is indonesian for cunt. 


The thing about Tilly is that she was the most feisty of the kittens, and the one we thought would 
be the hardest to tame, but she has become the most affectionate and the most personable of them all. 
Except maybe Chucky. 


Tilly likes to headbut people. She is the hardest to catch when it’s time to go in a cage. She likes 
to be on top of things and relates best to humans when she is either sitting on them or when she is 
perched on top of tall furniture and looking down on their heads. 


1.1.6 Musings at the end of the fast track (2002-09-28 09:09) 


I decided to do up my resume recently, as I am looking for work, and I decided to call some of the old 
referees, the people I worked for in the past, to see if they remember how good I was and if they were 
still willing to let strangers call them and grill them about my abilities. I emailed them, and amongst 
the replies were those from 2 who were pioneers in the local web design internet thingy, who I worked for 
back in the day. They both were moving up to Queensland. For those who don’t live in Aus, Queensland 
is a large tropical state where bananas are the main currency and people don’t tend to move much 
because of the 99 % humidity. 


This means that the industry here is totally shot to pieces, because if anyone can squeeze a 
client out of some development capital, these ladies can. They got names, they get quoted in the paper, 
when someone writes the history of the tech boom they will get a mention. 


I mean, we all knew the industry was sick. There were still a few jobs around, but there were 
also many stories about people not getting paid. Stories about what amounts to a scam, where 
companies have been getting people to do "demos” and continually asking them to make the demo more 
complete, until it is either a completed project or they give up in disgust, in which case the project is 
then passed to another hopeful to "see what you can do with this and we will decide whether we can 
employ you”. And these were the hopeful signs, because most places were getting in house staff to do 
what they could on a shoestring, or not doing anything at all. 


For this reason I spent most of the last year and a half either unemployed or working for a 
travel insurance company coordinating accommodation and medical treatment for tourists overseas. 


But the thing is this... we were sold on a concept. The concept was that a huge amount of 
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hard work and sacrifice would result in the creation of large, dynamic companies which would profit us 
with shares and high salaries for ever. And we worked hard, and sacrificed, and the companies grew. 
But the only people who really benefitted were the managers and CEOs of these companies, because 
when things got hard we had to work harder and sacrifice more of our own lives, and take home less 
pay, and get more vested shares, but the non-productive departments of the companies we built soon 
proliferated with a burden of extremely well paid marketers and salesmen and human resource managers, 
and glib techno talking people with fresh certificates got the remaining jobs, because the new HR drones 
wouldn't hire anyone without a piece of paper. Then the companies themselves started to cave in like 
hollow turnips because they were trying to grow too fast and increase share value too much, often by 
the simple expedient of firing the staff. And which staff did they fire? Guess. 


This is all old news, but the thing is, too many of my friends have been sustaining themselves 
with hope that things will sort themselves out and we can get back to business. I have seen the truth, 
that it is really fucked. Fucked forever. 


So what do we do, when things are fucked? We have to go sideways. I'm not sure what side- 
ways is, in this circumstance, but I have some concepts. 


Going to Queensland is one way of going sideways. These women I mentioned before have been 
at the forefront of making money from designing net things of various sorts for years now. They are the 
best, they should be doing the best even now. But, they are now going to live in jungle huts, sort of. I 
need to find out more about what they intend to do up there; one said she is studying jewelry design 
and manufacture. 


I can dig that. I used to make quilts for a living. I still do, sometimes, I have a big quilt I take 
out and work on sometimes. It has a digitised picture of Michelle’s face on it. The problem is, you can’t 
live on handicrafts when there are no rich people around to buy them. Of course there will always be 
rich people around, it’s just that the competition will soon get really fierce if we all start spinning and 
weaving and trying to sell our produce to them at once. 


Speaking of produce, I’ve been going to a local community garden recently. Its a quarter-acre 
block in the middle of a local open-plan mental hospital called Callan Park. Of course, the park is 
currently under threat by developers who want to build huge blocks of flats there. Meanwhile I spend a 
couple of days a week working in this big permaculture veggie patch, mainly weeding and planting out 
at this time of year, also mulching the paths with bark and the beds with hay. 


Produce... maybe that's the answer. It’s naive to think that some neo-agrarian revolution is the 
answer, with everyone bartering with each other to get the food around, but it could be part of the 
solution. For certain there has already been a great reduction in the luxury of my friends lives, and my 
own. I can’t just go and buy a new suit whenever I want one now, it’s just like before the boom started, 
when I was living the inner city punk lifestyle. 


Here’s what I think the new scene will be: 


-Frugal. Everyone saves their dosh all the time, major expenses are carefully considered, people 
work towards what once were minor frivolous expenses, valuable possessions are better cared for and 
maintained. 

-Agrarian. many small hobby farms are started in rings around the cities, growing produce. 
-Underground. The black market will expand greatly as people seek to avoid tax on their transactions 
(Australia has a goods and services tax). 

-Green. As a personal philosophy, environmentalism is a good bandaid to sooth the hurt of being poor. 
I believe in the principle myself for it’s aims, but I can see a lot of people who sit on the fence and don’t 
practice anything taking the concept on board to justify their poverty. 
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-Slower. You just can't get as much done when you can't throw money around. It took me 6 months to 
renovate our new home, when we could have got the tradesmen in for 2 at most and had a better job 
done. 


Everything I have described here is like a nightmare for the economists. But what is the alter- 
native? Right now the biggest growth sector in the economy is personal debt. People are acting 
individually like companies did during the boom - overextending themselves buying things on credit 
and telling themselves they will be getting a raise tomorrow to pay it all off. Really, they must be so 
disgusted with watching those giant companies (which had been congratulating themselves for so long 
on how successful they were) going down the drain, while the senior management escapes with their 
bank accounts intact, that they have decided to get theirs too. 


My friends and I have been ahead of the pack for some time. We were ”grunge” before that be- 
came popular, we got into the net before it took off. I think this is where it’s all headed. Right now the 
general populace is still in love with the idea that the net is full of dollars and that ”IT” is the path to 
riches. It still is, in some countries. It’s just that in Australia we have a much smaller population than 
other Western countries, so we ride the swell of history rougher. Small trends are magnified here. 


Now, I’d best get back to what I was doing - making bookshelves for the house out of recycled 
wooden doors and floor planks. I’ve got a lot of reading to catch up on. 


1.2 October 


1.2.1 Back in the fucking saddle (2002-10-02 22:26) 


Well wouldn’t you know it, I didn’t even have to use my resume to get a damn job, an old friend Edan 
Mumford lighted the path into the helpdesk at Australian Consolidated press, the evil empire of Aussie 
publishing. I get to support newsagents trying to use the proprietry software which swaps their POS files 
back and forth with their distributors. It’s mostly trying to stop them from tampering with the program, 
making sure their modems are plugged in, phone not off the hook at night etc. when the program dials 
the server. 


The place is a quiet nightmare, it’s a busy messy dirty office block downtown full of a weird mixture of 
skinny women in power suits, fat men in power suits, and ugly people in messy rags doing all the work. 
Edan tells me the office politics are vicious here. We'll see. 


1.2.2 Next kitty, Manice (2002-10-03 21:38) 


Thise one has a great pattern on her coat. She's mostly black, with a fine scattering of tan, dark brown 
and grey, and a large white triangle on her belly and another on her chest. 


Manice is the indonesian word for sweet and is a traditional name for cats. We named her when she 
was a shivering half-feral kitten, with no discernable personality, but somehow, either because of our 
discrimination or nominative determinism, she turned out the sweetest and most loving of the lot. In 
fact, she's a bit of a vegetable, all she likes doing is curling up on beds or sofas and looking cute. She has 
a wide eyed stare and a certain set of her mouth that seems to indicate an incredible depth of mindless 
contentment, as though she has just finished a bowl of warm cream. 


Her favourite things are sleeping, smiling and being patted. 
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1.2.3 Chucky (2002-10-03 21:45) 


Chucky is the sole male in the litter of four cats which Michelle and I rescued. He's black and white, 
mainly white, and he has fur which is more like hair. It’s more brittle too so he’s the worst for shedding. 
If you pick him up, everyone will know about it. 


Which is ironic, because of all four, he is the only one who likes to be held. He loves to be cradled 
upside down having his stomach rubbed. You can play him like a guitar, or maybe a ukelele. 


Chucky” is based on chuklang, which is indonesian for the head of a penis, hence ”dick-head”. The 
shatf is called a nusklang. ”Nusky” wouldn't have been as good a choice I reckon. As for the Indonesian 
naming scheme of our cats, it started with Manice, for which see below. 


Anyway, Chucky likes meat, headbutting human knees, being strummed, and investigating whatever 
is going on. He's the most curious of all, he'd stick his head in a bucket of bleach if a human was 
displaying interest in it. He's Michelle’s favourite. 


1.2.4 Boddo (2002-10-03 21:52) 


Just to get this out of the way, Boddo is not so much an Indonesia word as a Balinese word. It cannot 
be translated directly, but the closest way to express it in english is "ugly-but-interesting”. 


That doesn’t really do justice to the concept of boddo, but it’s close enough. The word is mostly used 
to describe things which are slightly freakish but compelling at the same time. For instance, a pug dog 
could be boddo. A jewelled toad. An armadillo. Jakfruit. Baobab trees. Betty Boop. Michael Jackson 
is very boddo. The emphasis is not on the ugly, but the interesting. Something boddo is pleasant to look 
upon, but not what is typically considered beautiful. Maybe Michael Jackson isn't boddo... 


Anyway, Boddo is boddo. She's mainly white, with large tan and black patches. She has a white 
head, which is slightly too small for her rather pudgy body, and her eyes are always wide open, giving 
her a permanently startled expression. She is the most timid and gauche of the lot. She's the most likely 
to fall off a bench in surprise when someone enters the room, as she scrambles to hide. She likes silence, 
stillness, she likes to be slowly approached from the front with both hands in sight. When the other 3 
are running in one direction, Boddo will always go in the other. But, despite this terrible description, 
she is very endearing. You just can't help but be sucked in by her permanent attitude of bafflement and 
surprise and wonder. The world wasn’t made right for Boddo. She needs extra care. 


earle (2002-10-03 19:32:47) 
Your icon is definitely boddo. Good pick (good movie!). 


1.2.5 The job already bites (2002-10-11 23:35) 


UncleMatt is feeling kinda old tonight. I’m sitting in a cafe on King st tapping this into my Psion. 
Finished a day of hard slog helping newsagents with their software. 


Newsagents are funny guys. They tend to be old and hardbitten. It’s educational to see how 
the older generation are handling things like computers and bar scanners and point-of-sale systems. 
They don’t want them, but they have to use them because the distributors insist on it. And, they save 
them a lot of time and effort, because for instance the software I support saves them having to type 
in the stock codes for their publications. But, they can only relate to the machine in terms of a series 
of actions that can be repeated with no variations. Like a magic spell. Say the words in the right 
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combination, your spell works. Make a mistake, and everything goes crazy. 


We use computers and understand what we do. If we enter a code into a dialog box, we 
look for a button marked OK or Accept, we don't dismiss the dialog with the exit button in 
the top right corner. It’s a basic rule of the computer. But, when I’m talking to some 
gnarled old country newsagent, and he says he’s typing his code in the little box and then 
clicking the button and the program can’t remember what he typed, I have to remember 
the possibility that he exited rather than saved. 


Everyone on the helpdesk is over 30. The young, beautiful things working for the fashion 
mags and lifestyle mags elsewhere in the building also use their graphical workstations 
like they were following commands written on a piece of paper. Maybe they are. I don’t 
have anything to do with them, but my collegues tell me their daily stories of the worst 
jobs, the weirdest requests. Password changes are the order of the day today. They get 
very stroppy when we try and tell them how it’sdone. They just want it done. Sometimes 
they get quite upset, as though they were thinking "How dare you try and jam that piece 
of information into my head! I don’t want it in there! You leave my divine stylish 
magazine-editing fashion-column-writing brain alone. Why, if I let you explain things to 
me, so that I KNOW them, I might become infected with whatever affliction it is that 
makes your skin so weird and unfunky and ugly.” 


But I’m sure they aren’t thinking anything so complete as this. 


We discuss things. Margot wonders why we want to help people. She has a point - we 
are all helpers at heart. What psych profilers call ”Promoters”. We satisfy our sense of 
rightousness by putting things in their proper placeand making everything work. Suckers, 
that’s us! Poor burdened creatures who toil in the shadows behind the stars, like the 
mechanical characters in Shakespeare who have no souls, like the brownies who 

milk your cows and stack your hay for a bowl of porridge a day. We are vilified by some 
people, as the antithesis of a truly successful person. Some of us read self help 

books, trying to reprogram our heads so we can be the stars. 


After work I wandered down to Enthusiasms, a record store owned by an old 
acquaintance, Simon Holmes. He was the main man in a band called the Hummingbirds 
10 years ago. Lovely powerpop, lovely rushing cute piquant pop music. Now he runs 

an excellent second-hand music boutique. 


I bought some sounds, and I enquired after a mutual friend, Terry Brown. Terry used to 
run a comic shop, but more importantly, he had a radio show called Stalking 

the Nightmare. His show saved my life. During a very bleak period in my youth his show 
was the only thing I ever looked forward to. 
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Now Terry is not doing so well himself. He closed down his comic shop whenAustralia 
introduced a GST, and since then he's lived on the dole in flop houses and backpacker 
hostels, drinking too much and doing very little. 


So I gave him a computer. At first he was somewhat dubious; he never liked the things, 
and the reason he quit the comic game was that he would have been forced to use one to 
keep track of his finances. 


But, he gave it a go, and slowly but surely he got sucked in. Now he loves his old Mac and 
spends all day dickering around with it, drawing and writing and such. Not that he's 
supporting himself yet, but that is always a possibility. 


I’m going to give him my own old Powermac soon, and a CD burner and zip disc and 
scanner and other things I bought for it when it was a useful machine. I think it belongs 
with him now. 


plinko (2002-10-11 07:04:09) 
How odd! I found my Stalking the Nightmare CD just this weekend, packed away. :) :) 


carbonunit (2002-10-16 04:50:28) Hermits need music 

Would it be permissible in your cloistered state for a little portion of the outside world to wriggle through, such 
as a package of CDs? There's some shows I’ve been recording, much more recent than STN, more music based 
and less psychotic noise and drivel. Interested? You know what to do if you are... 


1.2.6 The ultimate helpdesk event. (2002-10-16 21:29) 


The ultimate help desk event - when a major change happens in the user community for your software 
and you aren't warned about - in fact, you find out about it before any of your managers. 


Today POS Systems, a major provider of point-of-sale software in Aus, stopped supporting NA Post, 
the other way newsagents can get their files. So, a shitload of irate newsagents who were putting off the 
evil day when they would have to face facts and install our software, started to call me asking how it all 


works. I had to help little old ladies who had never "stuck a CD in the hole” before. 


Oh well, it’s better than a poke in the eye with a blunt red hot branding iron dripping acid any day. 


1.3 November 


1.3.1 Iam forcing myself to write this (2002-11-08 18:41) 


Tam well flogged and facing an eternity of waiting for my eyeballs to melt. My spine is curling to the right 
after years of carrying heavy bags on my left shoulder. Why doesn't it curve to the left? Resistance makes 
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us stronger, but warps us out of shape as we overcompensate for the stress. By this logical reasoning I 
will soon become enlightenend as I strain to resists the forces of sadness, idiocity and seriousness that 
surround me. And don’t get me started on the fakeness of current styles of celebrating life. If I want to 
get in touch with the inner me I need an endoscope, not something bought at the fucking Mind Body 
Spirit festival. This is weird. 


Big Up to Donna and Michael who just missed out on getting killed in Bali by buying a wardrobe. 
Yes, they bought themselves a built-in wardrobe and chose a free 1 weeks stay at a new resort in the 
north of the island as a special offer. The bomb thing went off the day before they returned to Kuta. 


Even Bigger Up to Tania and Brett who have just baked a nice baby girl. Well done Tania! For 
such a shortie you now have a shortie of your own to feed every day for the next 18-20 years at least. 
This is a good thing, because if we don’t feed each other we get out of the habit of thinking of each other 
as human, yes? Maybe. 


If Um lucky, and if he’s lucky, my brother might get away from his wife for a few hours tomorrow 
night and we might see a movie or even sit in a dark room breathing. That in itself would be a treat for 
Martin who lives surrounded by the kind of people who think that if he is not stimulated at least every 
5 minutes with a stupid question, a demand for something, a threat or a put-down, he might become 
bored. Not a great way to day by day, eh? I can’t imagine anything worse. I demand large periods of 
silence and contemplation in my daily life, and I’m prepared to go to such extremes as climbing trees 
in the park and swimming out to see to get them. Despite the urgency of having to go shopping for 
vegetables. But Martin demands nothing, but silently organises his life to present a tableau of pityful 
woe to the world such that nobody could ever feel envious of him. Some people are like that, they’d 
rather suffer than have anyone think they are lucky or have it easy. He has inherited our fathers outlook 
on life, while I dissolved my old mind with strong chemicals and molded a new thing with the softened 
remains. It works. 


Now it’s getting hot. The city was full of smoke today. The fires are closing in. When will the evil 
terrorists start lighting them? When will we get full cross-polination between the news items. When 
will Di’s buttler convert to Islam and start lighting bushfires while coercing the Queen to let that actress 
person off the hook because she wans’t actually shoplifting but trying to free the kidnapped japanese 
from north korea? And meanwhile the ketchup song plays on. 


I think Livejournal is not the best of forums. When I sit down in front of the keyboard and exam- 
ine recent events in my life I somehow can’t convince myself to splurge them all over the place, even in a 
secret place. They must remain bottled up inside. Although maybe I could fictionalise them. Or maybe 
I could force myself to do this more often. 


One thing I have to say - I love everything. I love the feel of a well-sprung keyboard under my fin- 
gers. I love to sit in the back seat of the bus with my legs stretched out. I love walking. I could walk 
everywhere. I love secret graffitti in hard-to-reach places. I love milk bottle tops. I love very weak iced 
tea. I love it when the breeze lifts the shirt off your back and blows up your sleeves. I even love the dry 
yellow grass everywhere now the drought is biting down hard. It’s been over a month since the last decent 
rain. My ferns are all dying in the garden - I can’t water them enough to survive. If I had the inclination 
I could build them a shadehouse, but I think I’d rather let them die. The succulents are doing well, and 
they survived the winter okay. It’s time to switch to the logical planty interest for this city, succulents 
and cactus. Weird looking plants. Pity all carnivorous plants are so boggy by nature. My flytrap carked 
it, and the sundews are not far behind. Ill get some nice grotesque smooth round branching thing to 
replace them - something with red and yellow bits methinks. Cycads and daisies in the garden to replace 
the ornamental mints. 


33 


plinko (2002-11-08 08:13:07) 
When I have things I want to write...but don’t necessarily want to write...I write about them in second person. It 
always feels better to talk about yourself as if you were someone else. I am a hungry hungry Pope-o! 


1.4 December 


1.4.1 In which my dad gets sick (2002-12-07 09:46) 


About 3 weeks ago, say around the 15 November, I called my father as I sometimes do to find out how 
he is. This time the answer wasn't as expected. 


"Not very well.” 


This is very serious. My father is from an old school of thought which says that you shouldn’t 
complain about anything, especially personal health, unless it is almost fatal. "Not very well” means he 
felt like cold shit. 


It appeared on further questioning that he had been slowly getting weaker and weaker over a pe- 
riod of some months, so that he couldn’t walk to the next suburb any more in order to buy his groceries 
at the cheaper shops and backpack them home. He had started taking the train, which cost money, a 
very serious proposition. Then, he found that even this was too much effort. He wasn’t in any pain, he 
just was getting very tired from activities that used to be easy. 


He went to his local GP Dr Ramanathan, who had taken a blood sample, and he was waiting 
for the results. The thing he was most worried about was a recurrence of lymphoma. 


Dad had Hodgkins Disease 14 years ago. This is a kind of cancer which affects the lymphocytes, 
the white blood cells which live not in the blood, but in the lymph fluid which flows between the 
lymph glands. These form part of your immune system, and they breed amongst themselves in a way 
remarkably similar to some kind of parasite. However, as they breed and swap genes they chemically 
discuss the pathogens they have each met in their life, and pass on instructions for making antibodies, 
and their little community is responsible for keeping a record of all the immunities you have. If you have 
had measels and are now immune to it, that is because your lymphocytes have been discussing measels 
germs and how to defeat them. 


Lymphoma appeared around 1987. The symptoms were somewhat different then; for instance, 
his lymph glands were swollen, and instead of a general lassitude he felt more of a pronounced weakness. 
Instead of having trouble lifting his feet high enough to walk up stairs, he would find his heart racing 
when he was half way up. Now he was too weak to even get puffed in the first place. 


Michelle and I went to visit him that weekend. He was obviously in bad shape, his skin was 
pale and he was spending a lot of time supine on his bed listening to the radio. The house was pretty 
dirty, because he didn’t have the energy to clean it, and the fridge was full of old food of the kind he 
likes to eat, ie. saucepans full of unnamable stews and pastes and things which had been reheated so 
many times their constituent cells had been totally destroyed. 


The first thing we did was get some barbecued chicken and salad and feed him dinner. We also 
cleaned out the worst of the crap from the fridge and tossed it into the compost heap. It looked like 
we might have to start cooking for him, because he was too bushwacked to do it himself. He scarfed 
the chicken, but seemed to be having trouble swallowing, with some kind of uncontrolable belching, and 
his mouth was too dry. To a large extent this was fear. The treatment for his lymphoma had been 
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chemotherapy. Chemo is a process whereby they drip into your bloodstream a special poison which kills 
only those cells in the process of dividing. Throughout your body cells are dividing to replace those 
which have died, especially in your skin and mucus membranes and other areas under exposure to the 
outside world, also those cells which manufacture hair and nails. This is why chemo makes your hair fall 
out. It also kills cancer cells which are the most vigorous dividers of all, and that is why it works. But, 
it is a very nasty experience to live through. It really is a poison, and when it first starts flowing into 
your blood it burns its way up the veins in your arm like acid. Dad had a six month course of chemo, 
with monthly trips to the hospital to get his pint in him. By the second week he could barely move, the 
third week he felt almost normal, and then at the end of the fourth week it was time to go back and 
start again. Then his cancer recurred after a year, so he had another six month course to get through. 
It conditioned him to hate hospitals, nurses, gurneys and especially the helplessness of lying on a bed 
with a drip in his arm, and he was afraid it would all happen again. 


The next Monday he got the results of his blood test - he was anemic. He was booked to see 
his specialist Dr Slezak that Friday. 


With the help of Google I translated the terms of blood test results: 


”Mild thromocytopenia present. Mild monocytosis. Occassional atypical mononuclear cells present. Red 
cells show slight anisocytosis, slight polychromasia. 


Diagnosis - anemia and thromocytopenia.” 


Thrombocytopenia meant there were not enough platelets in his blood. Monocytosis was a con- 
dition seen during recovery from acute infection. Anisocytosis meant his blood cells varied in size, and 
polychromasia meant there were nucleated red blood cells ie. they had RNA in them. This meant they 
were being released from his bone marrow too fast. 


"It doesn’t look too bad” I told him. “It looks like you might have a ulcer or something in your 
gut, or perhaps something wrong with your spleen which can be cured with drugs. There wasn’t 
anything to do with cancer when I searched the net”. This wasn’t totally true, there were a few links 
between some of these symptoms and both Hodgkins and leukemia, but I didn’t say that. I explained 
that his blood was deficient in cells, the cells he had were sometimes too small, and it might just be 
slight malnutrition. 


We spent the next few days feeding him up. We bought plenty of meat, plain kinds like lamb 
chops and mince, and made the kind of food he liked, which is very plain and unflavoured, but also the 
kind we liked, which is fresh ingredients and variety. He had cravings for yoghurt, mashed potato, and 
he had more trouble swallowing. We started him on some vitamins, not too many. A multi capsule a 
day, C, B and some chelated iron, all laid out in one of those pillboxes with a compartment for each day 
of the week. 


He had started pissing himself and had sewed squares of terry towelling into some boxer shorts 
as a kind of homemade nappy. We bought adult incontinence pads and gently schooled him in their use. 
Each day after work Michelle would pick me up in the city and we would drive up to see him and cook 
his dinner. He was distraught with worry about his future. Lying on his bed listening to talk-back radio 
all day in the sweltering heat. We all hoped that his condition was merely the result of self neglect, that 
a proper diet for a few days would start him recovering. He had other symptoms, a rash on his chest, 
small red spots like tiny pimples. This was caused by the lack of platelets which cause your blood to 
coagulate and repair ruptures in the vessels. Tiny ruptures in his capilliaries were turning into mini 
blood blisters. I thought about strokes, and warned him against taking aspirin. The last thing he needed 
was for his blood to be thinned! 
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That Friday I took half a day off work to take him to the doctor. We caught a cab to Hornsby 
Hospital and went in to Dr Slezak. I hadn’t met him yet, but he had been treating dad for years since 
his cancer, monitoring his health. Dad always described how easygoing he was, avuncular, expansive, I 
had the impression of a man surrounded by death, a cancer specialist, maintaining his cool and the cool 
of those around him by generating an old-fashioned sense of bonhomie and goodwill. 


He didn’t dissapoint, but he wasn’t as breezy as described. He looked at the blood results. “If I 
saw these results and all I knew about the patient was that he was male and 72 years old, I would infer 
that he was not only on a low fat diet but was also taking cholesterol reducing drugs!” I appologised 
formally to dad for hassling him about the fat content of his diet for all these years. However, the anemia 
was a serious problem. 


Slezak too thought it might be caused by malnutrition, and he decided that the first course of 
action would be to allow Michelle and I to feed him for another week and then take another test, and 
see how the blood was progressing. If it was getting redder, the diagnosis would be confirmed; if not, 
further tests. "That rash on your chest would have been familiar to the first fleet,” he said, explaining 
that it was a symptom of scurvy. "But dad grows his own citrus fruit and eats most of his crop himself” I 
said. Nevertheless, we would need 2 sample points over time to see which way his condition was headed. 


Despite the good news dad kept worrying. My father is a champion worrier. He worries about 
his worrying, and can even meta-worry about that. He worries about things he can change and things he 
can’t. He worries about the state of the world, about the changing values of the young, about my sisters 
affairs with worthless dickheads, my brothers finances, and my easy-going ”"shiftless” nature. He worries 
about everything he hears on talk back radio. He worries about the water shortage currently being 
felt in Sydney, about the bushfire season approaching, and about his own condition. He worried that 
his problems were far worse than the doctor was letting on. “Maybe it’s something so bad he doesn’t 
want to tell me because he’s worried I might worry about it” he worried. ”Maybe” is one of his favourite 
words. He can "maybe” for hours at a time until he gets lost in the branching potential realities of his 
own little probability tree. 


All we could do was keep the food coming and try and force it down. The only way to do this 
sometimes was to threaten to throw it away. Dad’s values, formed during the Great Depression, abhore 
any kind of waste of food. He eats the peels, the core and the stalk of whatever is on his plate. 
Mechanically chewing his dinner, he would stare straight ahead trying to force down what he could, and 
then beg us to refrigerate what was left over for later. At least he ate some. 


That Friday he had to go and donate a second blood sample. This would be processed and the 
results faxed to Dr Slezak for his opinion. I called Dad from work just before he left the house, and then 
at the surgery 10 minutes after he was due to arrive. When they said he just walked in while I was on 
the phone, meaning it had taken 20 minutes to walk half a block from his house, I started to feel very 
apprehensive. Later in the day I called him at home again. The phone was answered by Cathy the next 
door neighbour. 


Apparently he had almost collapsed on the way home and had been given a lift home by a passer-by 
who had also gone in to fetch her. She was cooking him some custard. He was trembling in shock. It 
looked like he might need a little more care than we had thought. 


The news got worse later in the day when we got the results of his blood. The anemia was 
slightly worse. The diet wasn’t working. Dr Slezak wanted him in hospital the next Tuesday for a bone 


marrow biopsy. 


Now we all know what that means - leukemia. Not that I used the L word, but we all decided 
that I might need to keep an eye on things. That arvo I packed up some clothes and Michelle drove me 


36 


up to stay with him for awhile. 


Saturday was nice and dry and a little windy, so I started in doing his laundry, which, despite 
the large and powerful washing machine he had, he used to do in a plastic bucket. They didn't have 
washing machines during the Depression, he explained... His drawers were full of slightly stiff, slightly 
greasy feeling clothing, which we turfed out and ran through the machine. His bedroom was a mess, 
crowded with boxes of childrens toys and magazines and a large babies cot, all bought at garage sales for 
various grandchildren. We tidied most of this away into the garage, vacuumed, set up an air filter, a fan. 


Dad was getting pretty maudlin by this point. He would lie back and tell long winding stories 
about his life, about my mother, and about cricket. Too many bloody cricket stories for my taste, I 
don't give a fuck about the game, but that radio was always on and the Ashes were being played. Even 
I had heard about the way we were pounding the poms’ heads into the ground. He told me about W. G. 
Grace and Bradman and bodyline and all that shit. After that I'd have to go and work in some other 
part of the house for awhile until my frontal lobes woke up. Excuse me, but sport is about as interesting 
to me as watching spit drip down a wall. 


The date for the blood test was set for Tuesday. I would have to take the day off from work. I 
was a little worried about this - things have been falling down at work for some time - but luckily the 
internal helpdesk were ready and willing to at least log the calls for me. After all, they had been doing 
them for months before I came along. I made sure they had the necessary instructions and prepared 
myself. 


The bushfires really started in earnest that day too. The heat, the wind, despite the back-burning 
all through the winter after last years serious fires, combined to create a fire storm every time some 
thoughtless cunt threw a ciggie butt out the window of their car. 


Tuesday, we caught a cab to the hospital. Great pillars of brown smoke rose from beyond the 
horizon to hang in the air and slowly move overhead. That familiar tang of burning eucalyptus... At 
the hospital I wheeled dad into the day surgery. We waitied and watched Bert Newton while they tried 
to find the doctor. A specialist was coming over, an artist of sorts on the preperation of bone marrow 
slides. Dad worried. We went into the surgery room where he laid on a gurney. The old fear started to 
eat at him. He needed to pee. I held the bottle for him. Poor old man, the humiliation was written all 
over his face. 


The doctor arrived and I went outside to wait. I sat in the bushland garden watching the smoke 
drifting overhead turning the sun red. There was a commotion behind me. Á young man in shorts and 
no shirt was lying on his side on a footpath clutching his stomach. Nurses came running with stretchers 
and wheelchairs. They asked him, what's wrong? He said something strange about chicken blood. They 
carted him away. 


I returned to the unit where dad was having the biopsy. The doctor was just finishing up. He 
showed me a box with racks of slides. T'here were squash slides and smear slides, with and without bone 
chips, and a bottle of formalin with a little brown plug of marrow rolling around in the bottom. The 
slides were smeared with pink like lipstick on a glass. He explained that the first results would come the 
next day but it would be Friday before the full results were in. He didn't use the L word either. He had 
taken some more blood too, because anemia can progress in fits and starts and the sample points need 
to be closer together than weekly. I took dad home in another taxi. 


The next day I went to work again. As I walked up the subway steps from Town Hall station 
and swung into Park street I noticed something odd. Everyone around me was frozen in place, staring 
in the same direction. Following their gaze I noticed a pile of meat in the lane closest to the kerb, traffic 
banked up behind it. It was surrounded by concentric rings of people frozen into fascinated immobility. 
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All around the intersection was a crowd of silent, frozen people. The meat was mixed with clothing. 
There were intestines heaped up at one side, pink and fresh, and cylindrical piece in a sleeve on the 
other, and vast puddle of blood and tiny fragments surounded it. 


Oh, I thought, it must be some butchers waste fallen off a truck. But what was the clothing do- 
ing there? Perhaps it was a prank or a movie prop. But, maybe, maybe it was real. I had seen such 
things often enough on rotten.com, it almost looked familiar. 


Sirens were approaching. Some instinct of decency made me turn and walk away, but I still wish 
Td spent more time looking. Quite frankly it was strangely touching and beautiful to see, as though the 
world had coyly opened up her skirts and let me see the hidden bits she kept for the paying customers 
only. The things P'd only seen on the dirty internet were here displayed in all their gory glory. How 
quickly we can be transformed from a walking breathing human to a pink mess. Later that day I read a 
tiny story on the web edition of a local paper, how it was a hit and run truck accident. Surprising, to 
me it looked more like s/he had jumped from a tall building. 


For the rest of the day I feel strangely still inside while fighting my way through a mountain of 
calls generated by a major failure of our file creation system. I work for a company which sells a program 
which allows newsagents to download data files to their cash registers. The data files contain the 
necessary info for them to scan and keep track of sales of magazines and papers distributed by several 
other companies. I also take calls for one of those distribution companies, and work in the same room 
as the programmers and technicians who manage the file creation. I support a program which is a kind 
of FTP client shackled to the task of securely downloading, decoding, converting and placing these files 
for the use of the newsies Point Of Sale systems. 


Our file creation had actually been totally screwed the Friday before, but the problem hadn’t 
been discovered until that day, when the relevant titles went on sale and the agents started to notice 
that some of the magazines they were unloading from the delivery trucks did not have corresponding 
entries in their systems. Many calls came in. The technicians struggled to recreate the files. I struggled 
to sepperate the calls for other problems we could fix from the ones which were merely angry parties 
wanting to know why they had to once again type in the data themselves. It was a long day, and all 
the while, in the back of my head, that vision, those silent rings of people, that frozen moment in the 
morning, lit with the brownish smoke tinted sunlight. 


During the day I called the doctor for an update. Nothing from the bone marrow so far, but 
they wanted dad in the hospital the very next day for blood transfusions, his aneamia was progressing 
too fast. They would have results from the bone marrow that evening at 6. 


The power was fluctuating. The lights flickered, and there were muffled thuds from the server 
room next door as the relays on the UPS went off. It was happening all over the building. Because it 
was fluctuating and not actually blacking out completely, the servers were suffering. People were losing 
files, processes were breaking down. The help desk was swamped with calls. Miles away the bushfires 
were bringing down power lines and burning up the switching stations around the city. This, plus the 
extra load on air conditioners from the heat, was taxing the cities power to breaking point. It was time 
for me to bail out. 


I raced for the station. The kerb lane at the end of Park street was very clean. In the station 
the robot girls voice explained that trains were running late and out of timetable order. On the platform 
the crush was worse than Nirvana in the Hordern in ’93. A train came in, totally crammed with people. 
A thin line of passengers single filed their way through the crush and up the stairs - I joined them. It 
was time to think lateral. The Main North Line runs to Hornsby, as does the North Shore Line. The 
Sydney rail system is notorious for the inequality of the service different lines get. I reckoned I could 
catch a train up the affluent North Shore line to Hornsby and catch another train South on the Main 
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North to Beecroft faster than going up the Main North line directly. 


As I suspected the North Shore line wasn't anywhere near as crowded. However, it was much 
slower than usual, owing to the fluctuating power affecting the computer controlled signalling and 
switching. We crawled north, standing, for almost an hour. I wasn’t going to make it in time. At 
Hornsby I changed trains, headed south. The trains slowed and stopped just outside Beecroft and 
remained there for half an hour. I acquired several new and interesting nervous ticks. Finally it limped 
home. 


Dad was semi conscious when I arrived. Owing to his incontinence and a missplaced desire to 
save his pads he had been drinking very little, and the heat had dehydrated him. I made him tea and 
insisted he change his pad. He had tried to write down the message from when the doctor called, but it 
was impossible to understand. He couldn’t remember if there were further results from his bone marrow. 


I gave him mango and ice cream and watched the news. Gigantic firestorms were sweeping through the 
outer suburbs, especially Maroota, where dad owned a large block of bushland. This is almost certainly 
burnt up now. Not that it hasn’t happened before - the Australian bush is evolved for fire, the oil filled 
eucalyptus trees are designed to explode and burn wildly for a few seconds, while the living roots and 
trunk are prtected from serious damage by insulating bark. In a year the blackened branches will be 
green with millions of tiny buds popping forth. The layer of leaves and bark between each tree will be 
ash, available nutrients for the roots in a land too dry for normal decomposition. 


Dad needed to have a bath before he went to hospital. I helped him in and out of the tub. He 
was slowly learning how to let go of his pride a little, after a life of unbending insistence on his own 
independance. He didn’t want to sleep that night. Constantly sniffing and twitching with anxiety, he 
tlked on and on, telling me salient details about his childhood. I realised he was trying to tell me his 
life story before he died, trying to download into my head the core of his being. Unable to write, but 
wanting to save some of himself for posterity, he kept saying over and over, that I could confim what he 
said by talking to his relatives, that I could contact the parties involved and ask their own account of 
the events he described. 


Michelle arrived later with Pam. Dad was too tired to speak to them, so we had a cup of tea. I 
could barely respond to them, because of the events of the day. They left. 


The next day we packed some clothes and caught a taxi to the hospital. The fires were closer 
and more destructive now, gusty winds were wipping them into a frenzy. Homes were being burnt. A 
massive cumulus of brown hovered overhead, slowly roiling. The light was like the end of the world. We 
were almost grateful to get to the hospital. 


After a long wait we were led to the gerry wards in the big round Lumley ward were I was born 
34 years ago, and where I remembered having my arms cast both times I broke one. A Doctor Stephen 
fussed over him, trying to take another blood sample. He was due to have 4 bags of whole blood over the 
next 24 hours, but first they would have to take one final sample of his own stuff before it was artificially 
enriched. But, his pressure was too low and the veins collapsed each time they experienced the slightest 
negative pressure. Finally the nurse had to take over and managed to get a drop from his hand. While 
she worked I listened to the nurses outside the ward discussing the imminent closure of the main roads 
north due to fire. They quickly reached an agreement - the ones whose houses were most in danger of 
burning left, the rest remained to hold the fort. 


The dreaded moment arrived - the drip. Dad started to hyperventilate and his arm began cramping in 
anticipation. The shunt was inserted in the back of his other hand. They hooked up saline. He trembled 
and told me indignantly that he wished they could get their act together, get the actual blood, and not 
waste his time with water! In the next bed a man with bowel cancer grunted and mumbled and clutched 
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at his arse. 


Dinner arrived, a ham steak and vegies, with custard. Dad started mechanically sawing and 
chewing. He gagged slightly as the man with bowel cancer was assisted to shit into a plastic bowl. The 
strange smell of his drug-enriched feces filled the air. In the next room someone loudly vomited. Dad 
couldn't finish the meal, his eyes bugged with panic as he realised that the remains couldn't be boxed 
and refigerated here. I could see him resist the urge to ask for a tupperware container to save them in. 
Sadly he let the nurse take the plate away. 


We hadn'% brought a radio. Dad had asked about one but I assured him that all hospitals have 
piped radio through the headboards of the beds, that you plug into with headphones they provide. 
However, the grim spectre of Occupation Health and Safety, backed by the Sauron of Litigation, had 
decreed that this was no longer the case, and the T'V sets that used to lurk on shelves high in the corners 
of the rooms had been removed too. Michelle came to the rescue, offering to buy a small trannie on the 
way up from the city to visit us. 


When she arrived Dad was well into one of his long speils of reminiscing about the past. He had 
started on the really embarressing parts now, the deep Freudian things which he believed were the cause 
of all his woes. While Michelle and I assempled the radio and inserted the batteries he explained how he 
had been shown how to masturbate at a very early age by a neighbors son, and how his family used to 
make fun of him on a constant basis and humiliate him whenever they felt like some light entertainment. 
He told us about the great regret of his life, Jillian. Jillian, the consultant engineer, the first female 
engineer he had ever met. Beautiful Jillian, who was in love with another, and cast herself from her 
speeding Vespa motorscooter when he spurned her. Jillian, who dad singlehandedly nursed back to 
health, tenderly kissing her ravaged road-rashed lips. Jillian, who, unsurprisingly, saw him more as a 
”friend” than as a lover, and eventually married a successful artist and raised a family of her own. 


We left him gratefully, somewhat disturbed at the candid vignettes he had revealed to us. Driv- 
ing south we passed long lines of trucks parked by the side of the road, halted by the closure of the 
highways. At one point we saw the red flickering glow of a spot fire in the distance buring up one of 
the isolated pockets of bushland contained by the suburbs. Later in the news we heard of several old 
factories buring down - arsonists were taking advantage of the distraction of the bushfires to do a good 
job on buildings someone wanted removed. 


Back at home in Fivedock we were too tired to eat dinner. I tried to read a little email, my 
first in almost a week, but Michelle’s mum Pam came downstairs and wanted to hear the news. I tried 
to explain the bizarre things which had been going on, about the masturbating and Jillian and the 
family abuse. She started to advise me what was really going on, which she does far too often. I actually 
walked away while she was in mid flight, which really annoyed her and Michelle too. Shit, we can’t all 
have what we want, can we? 


Friday at work was hideous. Yet another problem had occured with the file creation process. 
The process monitor one of the programmers had installed, which was designed to detect when the file 
creation crashed, for some reason was triggered the moment the file creation process actually started. It 
spawned a second process that ran nearly synchronous with the first. When they were in lock step; one 
process would lock the database files, so the other would then overwrite it’s files with zero-length copies. 
Then they would diverge and normal files would be created. The final result was that a randomly chosen 
cross section of the user community received no data for a randomly chosen sample of their magazines. 
And this after I had told many of them that all problems had been fixed. 


I slacked off, in self defense, allowing the calls to pile up. My head was thick and empty from 
stress and lack of sleep. Finally I left early again and headed for the hospital. 


40 


Dad was glad to see me, and he had good news. Not that he was particularly enthusiastic, he 
was too busy suffering the drip. As the last bag of blood dripped into him, he explained that they had 
almost ruled out entirely the various cancers we had feared were responsible. It was looking more and 
more likely that he had been prey to a complex syndrome, involving his prostate, his kidneys, his bladder 
and sundry other systems. It appeared that, because of his age-swollen prostate, he was retaining a 
litre of piss in his bladder on a constant basis. This was affecting his kidneys, and the constant slight 
urea poisoning was lowering his immunity to infection. Somewhere in his body there was an infected 
bit - maybe a polyp in his bowel, maybe a gland, maybe his bladder itself, and this was the source of 
the trouble. So, he now had a catheter, which was bugging the hell out of him. To comfortably wear 
a catheter you have to be able to relax you pelvis and allow the pee to flow without trying to stop it. 
Dad, with his instinctive urge to control everything, found this very hard. But the pee was tapped, his 
kidneys were happy, and he was full of red new blood. Once they find the infection source they will 
either operate to remove it or just give him a course of antibiotics, and he can have maybe 10 more years 
of life to fill with needless worry and inertia and talkback radio. What more can anyone want? 


1.4.2 More about my fathers illness (2002-12-21 20:24) 


My last transmission came from a small internet cafe on Glebe Point Road. 
I like to write in cafes because of the lack of distraction. I can hear 
everyone else typing, which speeds up my own composition. I’m surrounded 
by people, but the social pressure of being in a crowd keeps my eyes on 

the screen. It works. 


Now I'm trying to write at home, which isn’t very easy. Michelle is 
complaining about her back again. She’s also bitching with Pam because Pam 
got up early this morning and put our laundry in the machine. I don’t 

really care if Pam wants to handle our sweaty smelly clothing, but it 

drives Michelle wild. 


Dad was in hospital for a week after my last transmission. At first it 
looked like he might be released on a week day, so I lined up another 
afternoon off work for that, but on Tuesday I managed to get through to 
his doctor who told me that besides the infections and his prostate there 
was something else. He was still losing blood cells. He was also running a 
temperature, and his blood pressure was fluctuating disturbingly. 


When I went to see him that night he was pretty depressed about the whole 
thing. He was suffering from the stress of not knowing what the source of 
the problem was, if there was a single source at all. It was starting to 

look more and more like a general malaise, like he was the ”vicars one 

hoss shay” and just starting to fall apart. The nurses were a little grim 
faced as well, but they hadn’t moved him to the emergency ward or put any 
more equipment on him, which is always a positive sign. With the catheter 
in he was drinking a proper amount for a normal person, and was eating 
pretty well too. I think hospital food agrees with him. 


The next day I talked to Dr Slezak again, who said they were going to 

start giving him prednisone. This is a standard drug for suppressing ones 
immune system, and they were working under the general assumption that he 
had an auto-immune condition. They would give him the drug, monitor his 
blood for awhile, and see if the cell count stopped falling and started to 

rise again. If it did stop his blood depletion, they would then release 

him on the drug and monitor his condition closely until they had 

stabilised him. Visiting him that afternoon, he was barely aware of these 
changes in the plans they had for him. Each day the doctors and nurses 
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were telling him about their assessment of his condition, but in his mind 
it was all starting to blur. He was fed up and disgusted with himself, for 
being so sick, and for having to rely on other people. 


By Friday it looked as though they were on the right track. His blood was 
stabilised, he was feeling better, and they wanted him out of the hospital 

by Sunday. He was still a little confused, and complained that he felt he 

had lost a "spark”, by which he seemed to mean his inner conviction in the 
path his life had taken. He had written to his relatives, his uncle Len in 
particular (Len is only 2 years older than him), seeking some kind of 
feedback on what things had been like when he was young. Their reply came 
back and I had given it to him in hospital, but it left him cold. He was 
seeking something and not finding it. 


On Sunday we were at the hospital by 12:00 to pick him up. The nurse was 
showing him how to attach and change a catheter bag. The day bag straps to 
your leg below the knee with 2 velcro straps and there is a night bag 

which attaches to it’s outlet valve. They have to be cleaned and 

sterilised before reuse, and they don’t last more than about a week 

because they have to be soaked in bleach. Dad was trying to understand the 
process, but I could see it wasn’t sinking in. He was probably already 
discarding the idea that they would have to be disposed of in a week, 

figuring out strategies to hide them from us so he could use them for 

longer. 


When it was time to leave, we made it as far as the nurses station before 

dad stopped walking. He felt funny, weak and kind of strange. The nurses 
put this down to the fact that he had spent most of the past week supine, 
and his muscles weren’t used to holding him upright any more. They hovered 
around him, asking if he felt okay, did he want to go home? He did, very 
much, but he didn’t feel like he could make it to the car on his own. So, 

we wheeled him out in a chair and drove him home. 


When we got home he was much less cocky than at the hospital. I don’t know 
if he lied about feeling well just to get out, or if he just couldn’t tell 

how he felt. As I’ve said before, Dad doesn’t have a very good 

relationship with his own body. They don’t talk much, which isn’t 
surprising, as he’s mistreated his body over the years in various ways, 
starving it, feeding it bad food, not exercising. He doesn’t get very good 
feedback from his own nerves. However, when we got home he could barely 
walk. It took 10 minutes to get up the front steps, him holding my hand 
and taking a step every minute or so until he was in the house. In the 
house it was even worse. He would take a step every 2 minutes, just a tiny 
step, as though he felt all the pins had been pulled on his legs and they 
would fall to pieces if he swung them too hard. I quizzed him pretty hard 
while he made the long trip from the front door to the kitchen; how did he 
feel, did it hurt anywhere? The only thing he could say is that he had a 
slight tightness in his stomach area. This we put down to the stomach 
muscles being tense for the first time in over a week. 


In the kitchen I started to prepare dinner. Dad was right back in his old 
ways by now, refusing nearly everything I suggested, until Michelle 
suggested an omelet. I started to make an omelet. Pam suggested I put 
chicken in the omelet. Michelle said I shouldn’t put milk in. Too late, 
there was milk already in the omelet. It would be scrambled eggs she told 
me, not an omelet. Dad wanted tomatoes. Michelle started laughing at the 
way I was beating the eggs. If I was beating them in a funny way it was 
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probably because I was imagining they were her brains. She continued 
laughing and teasing me until I started sarcastically throwing the abuse 

back at her, imitating her laughter. I stormed off and found a cookbook, 

to see if omelets really didn’t have milk in them. They don’t, apparently. 

She got very angry and stomped out the back of the house, then she and Pam 
left. I wouldn’t see her again until Thursday. 


Luckily I had some work clothes with me, so I stayed in my old bedroom 
that night and was able to make dad breakfast the next day. At work I 
received a call from Meals on Wheels. The nurses had given them my number 
and they suggested that I get dad a trial period of their service, to see 

if he would accept it. He had refused to consider it before, but since 

they were expert in cooking the kind of bland overcooked meals dad seemed 
to like, I thought, why not? So I ordered a month and called dad. He 
hadn’t moved much at all, even though he still felt no pain. He seemed to 
think that he was meant to lay very still on his bed and allow the 

medicine to work. I kept reminding him of the many times the nurses had 
tried to get him to sit up, walk around, move in any way and not get too 
bedridden. He promised that he would do a little walking, although I knew 
he would probably not go further than the kitchen where his lunch was 
waiting. 


That night we managed to walk once around the house, although he kept a 
hand resting on the furniture or wall at all times to steady himself. He 

felt so unstable on his legs, he thought he might keel over at any moment. 
He hadn’t been paying attention when the nurses showed him how the 
catheter bags worked either, it was on upside down and leaking. He was in 
much better health than before he went in, his skin colour was better, his 
mind was a little sharper, less inclined to dwell on the past, although he 
was still morose as usual. I had to hook up his catheter that night. 


Tuesday and wednesday the improvements continued. I encouraged him to do 
laps of the house, to keep a record of how many he did, to record hom much 
water he drank too. Although he had the catheter and didn’t have to worry 
about his prostate, he still had the habit of drinking as little as 

possible. He didn’t think much of the Meals on Wheels food, saying it was 
bland and tasteless. Heh, after years of complaining that the food 

Michelle and I cooked for him was too spicy... I made chicken soup from 

the remains of the chicken, onions and tomatoes and other vegies. With all 
the travelling and grocery shopping I still had not bought any presents. 

It was starting to look like a flat Christmas. 


Thursday he was due to have a visit from the district nurse to take a 

blood sample. About midday I checked my voicemail. ”Hello, this is the 
district nurse. Your father has had a fall and we’re taking him to 

hospital.” Oh shit. I call the hospital admissions, he isn’t there yet. 

When he comes in I started to get the story. The nurse had knocked on the 
front door, dad had opened it and then keeled over backwards, hitting his 
head on a door frame. He had a rapid heart rate and they were going to 
admit him again. Yikes. 


At the hospital I found him in the emergency ward, somewhat put off at 
being back where he started and apologising profusely for taking up a bed 
in when it "wasn't an emergency”. He explained what happened - he had no 
memory of passing out, only opening the door and finding himself in the 
ambulance. I theorised that he might have stood upright too fast and 
suffered a rush of blood. Whenever we called him he panted and puffed 
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terribly on the phone, which was on top of a tall dresser besides his bed, 
and because he always answered the phone within 2 rings we thought that 
the act of suddenly standing up after lying down all day was shocking his 
system. 


The nurses were very kind and supportive, but he didn't like being in this 
large ward full of people on life support and beeping machines. 


Before I left I gave Michelle a call. She was very quiet when I told her 

what happened. She offered to come and get me, and I arranged to meet her 
at dad’s house. Throughout this whole ordeal we had been visiting the 

house nightly to feed a stray cat, Mama cat, the mother of our four 

kittens. We had trapped her once and had her registered and desexed, but 
she wasn’t able to take being cooped up in the house and we had to let her 
go. She kept coming back for food. So we met again and made up and fed the 
cat and went home. 


Friday at work was terrible. Working at a publishing house means following 
the routine of all the other staff which includes enforced holidays over 

the Christmas/New Year weeks. Everyone was partying and drinking beer and 
slacking off, while the newsagents calls were getting more shrill and 

insistent by the second. I knew byt this time that the holidays would be 
taken up mostly with dad and the hospital. 


That night in the emergency ward dad was still obsessing with taking up a 
bed that someone else might need. At that time the next bed was occupied 
by an ancient woman, and the nurses were helping an even older man into 
bed besides her. They explained to us that the old man was the husband of 
the woman and they were just putting him up for the night. This seemed to 
calm dad down, if they were giving beds to people who weren’t sick at all 
then it wasn’t such a big deal. 


Michelle arrived with her mother Pam. A doctor came and explained how he 
was. His heart beat was fast, about 120BPM, and they were worried about 
that. He was still on the prednisone, and that had definitely stabilised 

his blood. They were taking blood glucose readings and he was receiving 
insulin to stabilise his glucose. They were working on the assumption that 
his fall was caused by either his blood pressure or glucose dropping 
suddenly, and he was in for observation more than anything else. In fact, 
they seemed quite happy with his results so far, except for the rapid 

heart rate, so they were going to move him to the gerry ward where he was 
before. 


As they prepared to move him the nurses told me my sister Helene was on 
the phone in the office. Helene is my adopted sister who lives outside a 
town near Brisbane. She has 2 daughters. She divorced their father several 
years ago after his father died, and since then had slid further down into 
the archtypal single-mother-on-social-benefits-in-the-sticks life. Now she 
had been seeing a bloke called Dan, a part time security guard who once 
chased a man to his death off a building. Since then the company was 
trying to drive him out by only giving him one day a week, but with Helene 
supporting him he was happy. He had a string of 5 children to I think 4 
mothers behind him, and had no interest in any of them. Dad loathed him. 


”Where's my father?! What's going on?!” She ranted and raved for minutes 
on end. I tried to explain what was going on, but it was no use. She was 
overdoing it, trying to make out that she had been kept out of the loop 
and deliberately excluded because she was adopted. In truth Dad had been 
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very cagey about telling anyone he was sick, but especially Helene because 

he was afraid that, if he was declared non-compos-mentis and unable to 

look after himself, she would come and drag him away. There were also 
rumours about the way she had treated her husbands father Col when he was 
dying. 


Once he was established in the new room back in the Lumby building we 
called her on the mobile and handed it to dad. He spent most of the 
conversation telling her he didn't want to see her and to not fly down 
from Queensland and make a big fuss. I could hear her crying loudly. 


After that dad was pretty shaken but we had to go. 


45 


46 


Chapter 2 


2003 


2.1 January 


2.1.1 NEILL BROOKES SPONG 23/03/1930 - 24/12/2002 (2003-01-16 13:52) 
NEILL BROOKES SPONG 23/03/1930 - 24/12/2002 


Neill Brookes Spong was born on 29 March 1930 in Narribri to Clare and John Spong. He had 
a troubled and uncertain start to life, as he suffered through most of his first year with a chronic stomach 
infection. Several times he wasn’t expected to survive, but he always pulled through. 


He grew up in the inner west of Sydney, in Leopold St Ashfield, although several times his fam- 
ily moved around, and at one time he and his sister Fay were separated, she going to stay in Narribri 
and he going to his uncle Les. This separation at an early age made them very close and they stayed in 
close contact for the rest of their life. He was also a caring and affectionate older brother to his adopted 
sister Sandra. 


He grew up during the depression. This was to colour his views for the rest of his life, making 
him very practical and industrious, concerned about waste and extravagance. Neill always used to 
remember his childhood with great affection. He was always working, collecting bottles for the deposit 
or doing paper rounds. He was very active in sports and played football and tennis. 


He went to Homebush Boys High and did very well, especially in physics and geography. After 
his leaving certificate in 1948 he worked for the Sydney County Council as an office boy and as a 
surveyors assistant. After 3 years he decided to do an engineering degree. His father was doubtful that 
he could do this and told him that no-one in the family had ever done a degree before, but he was 
determined. He wanted to do better. 


Neill went to the Sydney technical College to do a Diploma of Civil Engineering. He worked 
during the day and did classes at night, coming home to Janalli between times for dinner with his 
parents. It was extremely difficult, and he was to suffer from nightmares about exams and tests for the 
rest of his life. He graduated with his diploma in 1954. 


Soon he found work at the Electricity Commission in the planning department. He was to work 
here for most of his life. 


During this time he was especially active in the life of his 2 nieces, Narelle and Glenice, whom 
he called "his girls”. When they were young he used to babysit them often, and would play dressups 
with great patience. He used to visit them often, driving his open Morgan, bringing boxes of fireworks 
on Empire day, and later, each year he used to buy them a sun hat which they would hang on the wall 
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with the others. They used to listen to his favourite comedy and novelty records, like Spike Jones and 
Jim Baccus. He took them on expeditions into Kings Cross, so they could see the fabled nightlife in safe 
company and avoid trouble. He went with them on family holidays, especially memorable was the one 
to Tuncurry where he was so badly bitten by sandflies he couldn't shave and had to grow his first beard. 
He built the best sandcastles. 


While he worked at Elcom he used to develop real estate as a side venture, especially with his 
friend Don Warrimer. They subdivided and developed several blocks of land around Sydney. 


He met his future wife Vivienne while he was living in a share house in Rushcutters Bay. She 
was visiting Sydney on a trip organised by her social club. Neill provided lifts and later went on a 
harbour cruise with her. They were friends for 3 years before they married in 1967. 


They bought a house in Beecroft, in a quiet street, opposite a school and close to all emergency 
services. It was the ideal place to rear their three children, Matthew Martin and Helene. 


An excellent father, he took his role very seriously and always found some way to make every 
activity educational. He bought us pushbikes as the separate parts and helped us assemble them, so we 
would understand how they worked. He built climbing platforms and sand pits in the back yard. He and 
mum bought a bush property at Maroota, where we could dig dams, construct sheds and learn about 
the bush. We went on holidays to Port Macquarie where he helped us build stone forts on the beach. In 
everything he did as a father to us he was patient, kind, inventive and encouraging. 


Even after he and mum separated in 1986 he continued to put us first, helping us finish school 
and urging us to persue higher education. He continued to work for Elcom until he became sick with 
lymphoma in 1987. After a grueling series of chemotherapy treatments he recovered, and went back to 
work, this time at the Law Book Company as a proofreader. 


Despite his strong beliefs in the practical side of life he always made the effort to consider and 
understand us, his children, and our lives. He was proud of Helene's independence and her skills as a 
mother, and always said that he wished he could have her natural warmth and spontaneity. He was 
proud of Martins drive to succeed, and his success in improving both his shop, and his address. And he 
was proud of my own work with computers and the net. 


He never made friends easily, and the few friends he had were chosen with great care. If you are 
here as a friend of Neills, it means he held you in very high esteem. 


He always helped where he could, whether it was material assistance with housing loans, or al- 
lowing myself and Michelle to live at Beecroft, or whether it was a helping hand, babysitting his 
grandchildren, Nicole, Rachel, Harrison and Molly. It was definitely his grandchildren who provided the 
most happiness in his later life. 


If dad had one regret it was the way the values he held so dear, the ideals of frugality, selfless- 
ness and generosity, were dying from thw world. He never compromised on his values, even as they fell 
out of favour with the population at large. Most importantly, he never gave up hope that some day the 
values he preserved would once again find wider acceptance in the lives of us all. 


2.2 May 


2.2.1 My father dies (2003-05-06 21:24) 


The next day was Saturday. I took the morning off, going to dad’s place at Beecroft, reading books 
and arriving at the hospital around 6PM. Dad was much more lively. He was working on the start of 
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a little fued with one of the ward nurses. Apparently earlier he had asked to be given a bed pan, and 
she had insisted that he go to the toilet by himself. His drip was on a pole, he didn't need continuous 
oxygen (although he was on it much of the day) and it was only a few paces from his bed. He had 
gone, but nothing had arrived. Then the nurse started to hassle him, asking if he was finished at 5 
minute intervals. This wasn't very relaxing at all, so he decided to leave. Apon standing the moment 
arrived and showered the wall with liquid shit. The nurses had to shower him and hose the walls down, 
which didn't make them happy at all, and they were blaming him. Indeed, the ward nurse would cast a 
venemous glare into his room each time she walked past. 


Apart from this he was doing well. He asked for sweets, saying that he needed them because of 
the insulin. The nurses had given some jellybeans to his neighbour who had diabetes, and he thought 
this was part of the treatment. I asked a nurse later, and they explained that he was on a very strict diet 
to try and iron out any irregularities in his blood glucose, so he probably craved the sugar hit because 
of this. 


He had had a visit from Bill O’Neill and his wife, who he worked with at the Law Book Com- 
pany, proofreading and checking the court reports they published. Bill was his greatest friend. 


He had also had calls that day from both his neices Glenice and Narelle, daughters of his sister 
Faye. Apparently Helene had called them and demanded that they persuade dad that she should fly 
down and look after him. In fact, she specifically wanted him or myself to send her the money so that 
she could buy plane tickets for herself and her daughters who would be left with Glenice, while she lived 
at Beecroft for 2 weeks. Dad had blocked this but it had him worried. He started talking about making 
me his attorney, to look after him if the worst came to worst. I agreed, with some misgivings, and he 
seemed unable to face the prospect of losing his much-loved independance at any time. But, I think he 
was persuaded by the way Michelle and I had acted that we wouldn't unduly or unneccessarily curtail 
his freedoms. 


The next day I arrived much earlier with Michelle and we spent several hours at the hospital. 
Da was feeling better again, but he was still worried. Helene had called again and she was starting to 
lie. She denied that she was still with Dan. Mum had called the house a couple of days earlier and 
the phone was answered by him, but she insisted he was only there to pick up some of his belongings. 
Michelle explained to him how to do a pwer of attorney, and he agreed to do this the next day. 


Later I called Martin and explained what was happening. He was on holiday now, with his fam- 
ily at his wifes’ mothers place in Queensland. 


On Monday I called a solicitor with offices near the hospital and he agreed to come in that af- 
ternoon. When I arrived Dad was a little more frail. He was still pissed off at the nurse who left him 
to shit himself in the shower, but he was more concerned about the solicitor. The man arrived and we 
talked to him. He took all the salient details on a form and dad signed it. He told us that this was just 
the first step. I could now manage dads affairs following his commands, but what we need was legal 
guardianship, which would enable me to look after him if he couldn’t even give commands. He agreed 
to come back the next day at 10 and bring that form. 


I hung around with dad for an hour after that. He was tired from the effort of concentrating on 
the solicitors words, and slept for most of that. We didn’t say anything too significant. That was the 


last time I saw him alive. 


The next morning at 4 AM the phone rang. We knew what it was before I answered. No one 
rings at that time but for bad news. 


The ward doctor told me that dad had a cardiac arrest at 3:30 and they had tried to revive 
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him. He was dead. I had to come to the hospital and identify him and sign papers for the police, because 
he had died from causes unrelated to the reason for his admission. 


We drove to the hospital and arrived at 4:40. They showed me into his room. His body was 
still warm. His eyes were open and his mouth was slightly open too, as though he was experiencing some 
kind of revelation. It was as though he was caught in time, frozen between one breath and the next. I 
could barely stand it. I kept trying to rearrange it in my head, but it was always the same. He would 
never talk or move or think again. 


First I tried to call Mum, but her answering machine was on. I couldn’t leave my return number 
- I had reactivated my mobile phone with a no-contract card, and I couldn’t remember the number. I 
called Helene. I called Martin. I called Martin again and asked him to read my phone number back to 
me. I called Mum, she answered. Helene had already called and told her. 


The police arrived. We sat in the nurses common room and filled out the forms. There would 
have to be an autopsy, I had to give permission. I had to give the relevant information for his eventual 
death certificate. I had to go back into his room to identify him. 


I called Glenice and Narelle. Helene had already called them. We left the hospital. The light 
was just coming, but the rabbits were still grazing the lawn. 


When we got home mum called and said she was driving straight down from Dorrigo to stay 
with us. She wanted to help clean up his house and prepare to execute his will. The phone was ringing 
constantly. Helene wanted to know what arrangements we had made for his funeral. I explained that we 
hadn’t made any yet. It stated specifically in dads will that mum was to provide for the funeral. She 
said she had a copy and it said only that she was to pay for it, but I explained that I would wait for 
mum to arrive before we started. Being Christmas Eve, it was a bad time to arrange for a funeral. 


Glenice and Narelle wanted to know more about what the causes of death were. I tried to ex- 
plain about the autopsy form. 


Later that day I went out with Mick to buy a mattress for the spare bed where Mum would 
sleep. The police rang. The death certificate was already signed, both Dr Slezak and Dr Ramanathan 
agreed that the prime cause of death was heart arythmia causing a cardiac arrest. In other words, his 
heart beat irregularly and had stopped. This meant we were one step closer to arranging the funeral. 


I had already called the Palmdale crematorium, where my grandparents and Faye had had their 
funerals. It seemed like the closest thing to a family tradition we had regarding funerals. We tentatively 
arranged for the funeral on the following Monday, to allow for travel. I also called several of his old 
friend, especially Bill O’Neill. One of the last things he had told me was that Bill was the one person he 
most admired and he wanted, if anything should happen to him, for Michelle and I to get to know him. 
He seemed to regard Bill as a person worth learning from, which was very high praise from my dad. 


Mum arrived. She was tired from the long drive and a little weak. She has her own medical 
problems, a series of auto immune diseases which attack the connective tissue through her body. She 
also takes prednisone and other drugs, and suffers from complications like kidney damage. Mum is 
pretty insufferable at the best of times, but I was determined that we weren’t going to fight at this time. 
This was to turn out to be a mistake. 


The next day, Christmas day, was pretty cheerless as one might imagine. We spent most of the 


day upstairs with Michelle’s mother and her partner Mick, and her grandparents and Pam’s friend Clare. 
It was a sad day. 
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On Thursday we started to arrange the funeral in earnest. We decided on Friday, and called the 
friends and family and informed them. Helene decided she would fly down early, leaving the children 
with their father Matt, and stay at Beecroft. We drove up to Beecroft to meet her there. 


She arrived around midday, bursting into tears when she walked through the door. I don’t like 
her very much, and I don’t like mum much either, but I always kept the peace with them for dads sake. 
I fell back into the old modes, while they walked around the house mouthing platitudes. Mum kept 
repeating, he’s better off now, he’s better off now. 


We had a look at his clothes, and decided to put them in the clothing charity bins while we had 
the opportunity. I went to the shops to buy some garbage bags and a broom. For the next couple of 
hours we went through his wardrobe and drawers, taking his shabby, worn out clothing and bundling it 
up. It started to make me sick, so I went outside and swept the back patio. Helene and mum started 
going through the items in the kitchen, mum describing which things were hers when she left 15 years 
before. They started to make piles of them in the loungeroom, one for mum, one for Helene, one for the 
charities and one with whatever Michelle identified as ours, from when we lived there last year. Michelle 
looked on in disgust as mum and Helene cheered up, tipping out drawers into bags and even squabbling 
over some items. I finished sweeping and started mowing the lawn. 


Later we drove home, in a very silent car. Michelle was fuming with the way that mum had be- 
haved, and she was only barely keeping her anger in check. The only thing that preveented her from 
having one of her famous outbursts was the fact that she knew it would add to my burden and wouldn’t 
change anything. So she pressurised herself. Mum was a little sader than before, but she was still 
radiating triumph. I feel sure that she was pleased to survive Dad and be able to walk around the old 
family home without his being able to do anything about it. 


That night was hell, as Michelles mood descended into black tarpits of hate, for Mum and Helen, 
while Pam started to freak out. Her main problem at this point was the arrangements for the 
after-funeral get together. I knew there was a cafe like affair at the crematorium, where we might be 
able to book, but in the past such gatherings were always at the house of Narelle or Glenice who live 
nearby. I eventually arranged with Glenice that she would host the gatehring at her house. 


The next morning Michelle and I were awoken by cries of distress from the kitchen. I raced out 
to find that mum was standing there crying, holding the kettle, hot water steaming down the front of her 
dress. ”I just wanted to make a cp of coffeeee!” she wailed. There was an aweful lot of water, considering 
that our kettle is the kind without a lid that you fill through the spout. She shuffled off into her room 
weeping copiously, to emerge later with her bags packed. She announced that she was going to stay at a 
motel, and left. 


I called Palmdale to finalise the preperations. Previously they had asked what kind of official we 
wanted for the funeral. In this as in so many other things Dad had made no plans, so I thought that a 
non-denominational speaker would be the best. But, it now appeared, there were no such things available 
at the time. It seemed logical later, because of the hot weather and Christmas stress the death rate 
always climbs at this time of year. They said they did have a Presbyterian minister who was retired but 
was happy to do services where required. I consented, while reflecting that really, this is what dad would 
have wanted. Despite being an athiest he always appreciated the fiery starkness and serious approach to 
salvation of the Presbyterian church, and this minister turned out to be perfect. He was around dads 
age and had studied to be an engineer too before finding his calling. We discussed the service and I told 
him that the story of the prodigal son had always been dads favourite. It was his favourite too, although 
it seems like such a cliche for a funeral, because of the subtext of the deceased soul returning to god. 


This entire time has been blurred in my memory by all the things I had to do for the old man. 
My instincts are to avoid any kind of confrontation with anyone, but not an hour of the day went by that 
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I wasn’t arguing with Michelle or Helene or mum or Pam or someone else about some aspect or other 
of the funeral. I guess a lot of the tension was about their desire to help, but they all had their ideas 
of what was right for a funeral and they were all wrong. There really isn’t very much to organise for a 
funeral nowadays, unless you want an elaborate wake. I chose the music, a Bing Crosby number, Pennies 
from Heaven, very schmaltzy and guaranteed to get everyone crying. The only thing dad had ever said 
about his funeral was that he wanted to be cremated and wanted his ashes scattered at Maroota, which 
I think was the one place appart from Norfolk Island where he had really had fun in his life. He was 
strongly against waste of any kind and I had to explain that elaborate flower displays and fancy caskets 
would not have pleased him. I wasn’t worried about the cost, as Helene had pointed out his will made it 
clear that mum paid for those things as the executor. 


The funeral was like so many others in the Palmdale chapel. My grandparents, dads parents 
that is, and his sister Fay and brother-in-law Ron had been cremated there. We arrived early and stood 
around as unfamiliar people walked up and commented on how much I looked like the old man. I saw, 
maybe for the last time, Glenice and Narelle and their offspring, a depressing bunch of loosers. They 
suffer from a dismal mix of social disorders, from drug adiction to ADD and chronic unemployment. 
Dad had in later years started to keep them at arms length in self protection as his neices more and more 
stridently proclaimed the innocence of their children and deplored the unfair fates which had cursed 
them with these things. This after they had spent previous years criticising mum and dads parenting 
technique and commenting on the strange creatures that his children had become. Nobody can deny we 
are strange, but allowing for Helene’s trashy life, and Martins grimly determined rise up the real estate 
ladder, and my own zigzag career through the art world towards web design and then computer support, 
we are acredit to his name. Maybe we aren’t happy all the time, and maybe we aren’t desirably normal, 
but we survive and thrive better than they do. 


The service was good, and the minister was ideal. He was obviously born in Scotland, an old 
school Presbyterian with snow white hair and deeply lined face and the cassock robe and surplice and 
horn rim glasses on a beak of a nose. He gave a cracker of a sermon, with a break in the middle where I 
read the eulogy. I had spent a lot of time on the phone with Narelle and Glenice, adding details of his 
early life, because I wanted to dwell on the happy part of his life, which was mostly over by the time he 
met mum. It really only glossed over his life, but they told me later the minister was a little teary when 
he resumed speaking after. 


And then it was all over, and we rode to Glenices house for the wake. We stood around in their 
back yard while they brought out old photos of dad and Fay and themselves in happier days. I met Len 
Spong, dads uncle and only 2 years older than he was. Len had a goatee and a lively character and 
seemed very down to earth and settled. He lived down South of Sydney and had been a metalworker all 
his life. I wish I had known Len, he was a revalation, a hidden character from the family past. 


We left after a few hours, not before Helene came up and hugged me. I made the mistake of 
hugging her back. A mistake which was to cause terrible friction between Michelle and I for weeks, or 
rather, amplify the tension which had already been brewing for some time. This tension, it was to turn 
out later, was mainly the result of worry over a lump in her breast, which had started to get painful 
and grow. This was to turn out to be cancer, and require an entire mascectomy and chemotherapy. But 
that this time, all I knew was that one of the few people I have ever been able to speak with, without 
translating my words and thoughts into some artificial form lacking half their true meaning, was gone 
forever. 


For a couple of years before he died dad and I had not been communicating as we once had. The real rift 
started after he returned from a futile expedition up to mums farm to try and woo her love one last time. 
He had made elaborate preperations, even going so far as to get a prescription for cavaject, a remedy for 
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erectile disfunction. He had caught the train up to Coffs Harbour, his little foam esky full of cavaject 
ampules by his side, and she had picked him up at the station. They both told their own version of the 
story, but at any rate, the mission was doomed as soon as they met on the platform. Whether he greeted 
her stiffly, or whether she manufactured some embarrasing incident to give her an excuse to freeze him 
out, is not important now. They both failed to relate, and he returned home to face facts, that the hope 
he had nurtured for 15 years was futile. 


This left a terrible hole in his life. He was going to have to find some other reason to live. When 
Michelle and I ran into trouble in our warehouse home with Richard and Paul Riccardi and Pat and 
Rachel and all the losers there, and had to leave, it was convenient to go and live with dad, and we stayed 
with him for 2 years. We cooked and cleaned for him, and he got along with Michelle famously. They 
would argue and laugh together, but he started to ignore me. It was either that he didn’t want to be 
reminded that she was my girlfriend, or he thought she was too good for me, or he was embarressed by 
what he perceievd as my failings. For much of that time we barely exchanged a word. He would talk to 
Michelle, and she would tell me what he said. I in return would talk to Michelle and she would pass on 
the news to dad. He spent more and more time laying on his bed, staring at the ceiling and listening to 
his tranny and going over his past, trying to work out where it all went wrong. 


It seemed to be an article of faith for him that there was some point in the past where, if only he 
had doen things differently, his whole life would have been ideal. He would spend hours replaying the 
mental movie he had of certain key events, altering the script a little each time and trying to make it all 
come out happier. As always the things he concentrated on were inconsequential details which had no 
bearing on his circumstances, they were just embarrasing to him and he wished they had never happened. 
Lost in this fugue state of remembrance of things better past, he was deeply shocked when Michelles old 
nan passed away and she inherited her house. Around this time I was fired from my job as a customer 
supporter for a travel insurance company, and spent the next few months renovating nans house. We 
moved in about 4 months before dad died. I suspect that malnutrition had something to do with the way 
he died - he had eaten well when we were there, and he had always mistreated himself and eaten terrible 
food when he looked after himself. From the state of the food we found in the house when he got sick, he 
must have been eating quite rotten stews and vegetable mashes for some time. It might have been what 
he wanted, but it wasn’t good for him. 


I don’t blame myself for what happened. In this we are very different, him and I. He never failed to 
blame himself for anything he could have done differently. But I do wish he was still here, still crabby 
and argumentative and refusing to listen to reason. Still rock solid in his beliefs, still refusing to wash 
his clothes or paint his walls or eat anything except the cheapest wilting vegetables and cheapest fattiest 
meats. Still laughing over some minute detail of a television show which had amused him, still celebrating 
the trashiest and cheapest daytime movies he had seen. Still trying to understand the world on some 
deeper level than the rest of his family ever suspected existed, still yearnign for transcendance. Still doing 
everything he could to save money, not for any purpose but because you never know when you might 
need a lot of money. Still on the other end of the phone line every weekend, not understanding much but 
glad to talk anyway. Still there for us. 


2.3 December 


2.3.1 I can’t believe it’s been a year between entries. (2003-12-16 17:06) 


But then, it hasn’t been a year worth recording. I do feel a little guilty, using up mister Earle Martins 
recommendation for an account and then not using it. I shall endeavor, therefore, to begin recording the 
minutae of my existence once again. 
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plinko (2003-12-16 15:08:40) 
Woohoo! I feel like I just won the lottery. 


earle (2003-12-18 00:29:29) 
Yarr! Welcome back, Mr. Spong. 


2.3.2 Suck my mistletoe (2003-12-19 16:01) 


Christmas is the most terrible time of year. Reason gives way to naked desire. The rawest human emo- 
tions bubble beneath a thin wrapping of civil politese. Greed and need rule the hearts of the swirling 
humanoid vortex. I am torn between getting caught up in the rush to buy presents to satisfy all my real 
and perceived obligations, and my need to fight against and deny any custom or ritual which exists in 
a preserve, without having to prove its worth. Christmas is totally ruined. It should be torn down and 
replaced. We should start a new custom, incorporating the same concepts but shifted sideways in such a 
way that it can’t be co-opted, at least not for awhile, and hopefully not until Christmas itself has fallen 
into dust. Unchristmas. Satanmas? 


If it wasn’t for Easter then the first equinox would be a prime time for this ritual. Especially in the 
southern hemisphere, as the days shorten and darkness falls. You need something more than chocolate 
eggs and baby filled mangers to pull through. You need something pagan, something stupid and primitive 
and weird to get your mind off the approaching cold. But then, 80 percent of the worlds population still 
lives in the northern hemisphere, so Easter it is. 


So what happens on Satanmas? Celebrated on a randomly chosen date decided by rolling dice (D12, 
followed by D12 X D4 and try again if it doesn’t make sense), Satanmas is the celebration of the creation 
of the world when the original free thinker fell out with his employer and was fired. The holiday itself is a 
celebration of the concepts of randomness and chaos, and especially synchronicity. On the predetermined 
day, the celebrants gather together at some venue. They open a road directory at random and jab with 
a pin to decide the starting point for the ceremony. They proceed to the starting point and then begin 
a [L]derive or [2]Jdot.walk. They continue until they come to a restaurant or pub or other venue large 
enough to accommodate all of them, and, if they decide on a derive, one which seems psychogeographi- 
cally suitable. They enter and start celebrating. Dishes or drinks should be picked at random, or based 
on their unfamiliarity. No gifts are exchanged, but a secret ballot is performed where the names of all 
assembled are put in a hat and drawn by the celebrants. You have to plan and execute an enlightening 
practical joke on the person whose name you draw, without their knowing who did it. Something like 
sprinkling poppy seeds in their front garden or enrolling them in a yoga course. 


1. |nttp://www2.cddc.vt.edu/situationist/si/theory.html 
2. [http://www.socialfiction.org/dotwalk/ 


plinko (2003-12-19 15:25:41) 
I wish someone would play the prank on me of enrolling me in a yoga course. I like your holiday. It amuses me 
greatly. 


carbonunit (2003-12-21 09:20:22) 

Ah, but would you like being enroled in a scat fancier bondage club or an extreme right wing political party? I 
forgot about Satanclaus. One of the participants must dress up as satanclaus, who looks exactly like Santa but 
is his worse enemy. Check out [1]Santarchy: "No force on earth can stop 100 Santas!” 


1. file://localhost/home/1jbookc/tmpbooks/carbonunit/www.santarchy.com 
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earle (2003-12-21 18:51:33) 
Small world. I know the socialfiction guys, kinda, vaguely. Well, I’ve encountered them on a derive [l]now and 
[2Jthen. Merry Satanmas, one and all. 


1. http://www.ivanpope.com/psychogeography/ 
2. |nttp://twenteenthcentury.com/uo/index.php/CcMindControlMaps 


carbonunit (2003-12-23 04:57:22) 
Somehow I’m not surprised. I keep seeing your influence pop up in NTK and elsewhere. Use your power wisely. 


2.3.3 Holidays (2003-12-23 16:02) 


Today is my last day at work for 3 weeks! I don’t have any travel plans, in fact I don’t think it would 
be possible to travel at this time. I’m spending most of my time at the [1]community garden and riding 
around on my bike, trying to regain my fitness and work off some stress. There's a shitload of work to 
do at home as well, at least 3 bookshelves that need either painting or staining and many other repairs. 


Michelle and I will be going for a week in Bali in February anyway, so it would be churlish to go anywhere 
now when she is still stuck at work. 


Most of the company is away already, I’m only here because I do software support and not publishing. 
The network is blindingly fast and the CD burner unoccupied, so I have been continuously downloading 
old Over the Edge episodes from [2|SerpentX. The customers are the same as always, peevish and de- 
manding and amazingly assured that their own level of ignorance and incompetence is the standard by 
which humanity must be judged. I’m a little worried that 3 weeks won’t be enough, that I will return 
and be unable to take up the burden of catering to their needs. Still, there are many other jobs in this 
industry, and so few capable of filling them. 


1. http://mspong.org/glover_garden/gloverstreet01.html 
2. [http://matrix.csustan.edu/Negativ/ 
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Chapter 3 


2004 


3.1 January 


3.1.1 What I did on my hols (2004-01-13 12:06) 


Back to work tomorrow. I got a lot done in 3 weeks though, despite the incredible heat and muggy 
humidity and almost total lack of rain which might have cleared the air. 


This morning I went to the local medical centre to have some blood taken out. I went last Friday 
to have my spots examined and they suggested a bloodletting, just because. The spots were nothing, just 
freckles. Getting your spots looked at is a necessity these days, you never know when you might take a 
few too many rads and suddenly your cute little freckle turns into a ravenous cancer and kills you. It’s 
cool too, because they use a special scope with a glass objective which they press against your skin, and 
to get better contact they use baby oil. So, it’s not every day you can strip down in front of a strange 
woman and she rubs you with baby oil. The blood extraction technology has advanced. Now they have 
a neat system where they insert a canular, and then pop these little vials with rubber valves onto the 
fitting and the internal blood pressure squirts the blood into them. 


My spots are darker and more numerous because I’ve been working at the local community garden. 
Only on the days when the heat wasn’t so intense, or at least, when the air was dry enough and there was 
a breeze to carry the heat away. I spent a lot of time dragging big rough things around, which scrapes 
the sunscreen off. My main project is complete - there is a corner of the garden which was colonized 
years ago by a noxious weed called alligator weed. This shit is bad, and there isn’t much you can do 
about it except cover it up or spray it with Roundup, which we don’t want to do. And the Roundup 
isn’t even effective because this stuff is a super weed. It prefers to grow on the banks of rivers, trailing 
in the water, but it does okay in regular soil. On the surface you have these long vines of hollow stalks 
with paired point leaves from the nodes. These are easy to remove, but the real action is underground, 
where it grows these subterranean tendrils in loops which go down a foot or so and form tap roots like 
skinny parsnips. So, you can pull the weed up and dump it, but then it reemerges from the tap roots, 
and it can also tunnel under normal weed barriers and emerge in the middle of a bed of veges. 


Previous generations of gardeners had done the right thing by covering up the locus of the infection 
with carpet and plastic sheets, but they had then covered those with bark chips. These had composted 
into rich soil which the weed had soon colonised again and away you go. So I dug all the carpet out and 
laid it back on top of the weeds, and intend to maintain them by pulling them back and removing the 
weeds and roots as they show themselves over winter. 


On a more positive note the other crops are doing well. Bitter oranges are coming, limes are com- 
ing lemonades and lemons. The olives are a washout for some reason, but the fig is getting ready to give 
it’s first decent crop, and we got a bird net over it this time. The passionfruits are ripening and the choko 
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has had a few fruit, not many but enough for a curry or two. The lettuce and other leafy vegetables have 
all bolted from the heat, all except the native ones like warrigal greens which are really good now because 
the heat has reduced their normal mineral salt content. Watering is a problem at the moment because of 
the water restrictions in Sydney, because our main dam dropped below 50 % capacity we can't use any 
fixed watering systems. Luckily our policy this year has been to concentrate on getting perennial crops 
like warrigal and yakon and choke roots growing, ones which don’t need much water. We just have to 
hand water them when they need it, and soak the fruit trees maybe once a week. 


Michelle and 1 spent New years day there, not working, just sitting in the shade of the big willow 
tree reading and listening to music. It was perfect, a beautiful day. Nobody disturbed us. Everyone else 
who was out and about was down at the beach, and the rest were hiding in their airconditioned homes. 
Every now and then a dog lover would come past walking their dogs. The park next to the garden is a 
favourite with professional dog walkers. It’s a disused cricket pitch and the dogs love to run in the long 
grass. I should describe the setup in more detail later. 


Since then I’ve been devoting a lot of time to various jobs I’ve been saving, jobs that require too much 
mental concentration than I can muster after a normal day at work. I repaired my old reel-to-reel, the 3 
3/4 inches/second one, and started sampling my old STN tapes through a dandy new Montego II sound 
card. Terry, the DJ who does STN, has moved to a country town called Jugiong, down south, a few hours 
from Canberra. He rapturously described to me the garden, which was planted by the previous owner, 
who left him a log book describing the plants and their care and use. It’s an amazing transformation 
- Terry would best be described as an old skool beatnik, in perennial black turtle necks, working in his 
comic shop all day, and now he’s become a kind of gentleman gardener living on a country estate. He 
still drives up to Sydney once a fortnight to do his show. I've been making up CDs for him to play from 
the interesting stuff I find on the net - he still hasn’t made the jump, though apparently his GF has a 
connection. 


Other things I did. 


e Got my digital prints output on photographic paper just like regular photos and made up a few 
albums. 


Started a few new brews of wine. 2 gallons of orange wine and 2 (so far) of peach. The peach tree 
is still producing, so there should be 6 to 8 in total. It’s time consuming and difficult, but the 3 
gallons of peach I made last year is so good I can’t wait to see how this lot turns out. 


Finished off my magazine storage boxes. 


Assembled my human skull. I bought this about 15 years ago from an auction reseller. It was a 
medical teaching aid, the individual bones were stored in separate compartments in a big box. It 
was amazingly difficult to reassemble, because all the suture joints are so precise they can only 
engage from a very fine angle of approach. You basically have to hold all the plates in your hands 
in the right configuration, and then carefully wiggle them together. I was going to clean off the 
markings showing the attachment of muscles to the skull, but I like them now. 


Arranged my will. A depressing necessity in this day and age. 


e Read (most of) Quicksilver by Neal Stephenson. Wooah! What an excellent novel! Bloody huge 
too. That fountain pen must have got a thorough workout. 


Things I should have done but didn’t: 


e Stained my bookshelves. HOWEVER I have a plan involving doing them pretty much in situ a 
section at a time, although I will have to keep the room closed so certain parties don’t complain 
about the smell. 


58 


e Finished work on Picturesque England, my next book digitization project. This is fully scanned 
and mostly done, it just needs beautification and layout, which is a tedious job. 


e Fixed my best amplifier. 


e Planted an olive tree in the front garden. I got a concession to do this from Michelle’s mother Pam, 
I just haven't done it yet. It’s almost a tradition here in Five Dock, which is full of Greeks and 
Italians. Shit, ’m brewing wine and bottling tomatoes, I might as well grow olives! 


That’s it for the moment. I hope to be keeping this journal more up to date from the office, that hope 
based on the possibility that the job won’t be as hectic or mentally taxing as it was last year. We still 
have a last software update to roll out, but the process of rolling THIS one out should iron out difficulties 
with rolling any MORE updates out, the result being that we can update our customers software much 
easier in future. 


3.1.2 Air conditioning (2004-01-14 15:46) 


What a fool I have been for wasting my summer months on holidays, when I could have been relishing 
this air conditioned air in this office where I have been moved to in my own absence. 


However, without having to lift a finger I have been moved, my computer and all stuff carried across the 
road by Jarek my coworker and pals, my phone transferred, and network jacked in. Thanks guys! 


In return favor I went out and bought an allan key and opened up the double layered windows and 
let down the venetian blinds trapped within. Now we can have no glare, and also no spying eyes from 
our competitors can survey our monitors from across the road. Opening office windows is a skill I learnt 
at school, I went to school in an office building. 


Seeing as how we’ve moved, it might be a safe bet that we will be here for awhile, so I might set 
up a terrarium or something. I’ve always wanted one at work, because I couldn't have one at home - cats. 
I can’t grow any but the hardiest ferns or mosses in the garden because of the heat and lack of moisture, 
so work is the ideal location. 


3.1.3 Peach wine (2004-01-15 12:52) 


I started 2 gallons of peach wine last year. The peaches were actually already over a year old, they had 
been picked and prepared by Betty, Michelle’s Nan. It was a memorial wine. 


It turned out very well, although it was too sweet. I fixed that by blending it with another gal- 
lon of lemon wine which was far too dry. Together they taste better and have exactly the right density. 
Now we have 20 bottles of excellent homebrew wine aging in the cellar, and we will remember Nan every 
time we drink them. 


Nan planted her peach tree herself as a pit from some fruit she ate. She just planted it in the 
ground and up it came. Old pictures of the house show this perky little shrub in faded seventies colours, 
stark against the fence. Now it’s a giant, leaning over from the prevailing harbour breezes. No branches 
which grow into the breeze survive because the wind bends the leaves back and tears them off. The ones 
pointing away, the wind just wraps the leaves around the twig and they are safe. 


It’s old for a peach tree. The successor is already growing, another spindly little shrub poking 
up from the garden under the main branch. Ive been making more wine from this seasons fruit, and 
burying the pits and skins and rotten fruit in the garden beds, so maybe more trees are going to come. 
If they do I will raise them in pots and do some "guerrilla gardening”, which is where you plant useful 
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plants in vacant lots and waste space around factories and so on. This trees’ genes have already hopped 
the Pacific - I sent a bunch of stones to a jewish gentleman in the US who planted them with his sons 
afterbirth, an old tradition. Last I heard the tree was doing well, but hadn’t produced any fruit yet. 


The fruit is nothing too great, small and somewhat mild in flavour. Also, we don't spray them 
so they tend to get fruit fly. Still, they make good wine. 


You need 2 pounds of fruit for every gallon. Peel and take out the stone, and discard any fly- 
blown fruit. Chop the fruit up into thin slices. Portion the fruit into small freezer bags, 1 pound to 
a bag, and freeze them. This isn't in the original recipe, but the fruit for the first batch I made was 
frozen, and I feel it breaks down the cell walls and helps release the flavour, without damaging the fruit 
like cooking would. Also, you can build up a stock of fruit and find out how much sugar you need for 
the whole batch. Preparing the fruit is time consuming and messy, it’s best done in small batches. 


For each 2 pounds of fruit, put 2 litres of water into a fermenter. Dissolve a campden tablet for 
each 4 litres, throw in a pinch of pectinase, and add the fruit. Cover and leave for a day. The campden 
tablet is a tablet of a sulphur compound which sterilises the fruit of bacteria. Don’t worry, it gasses out 
quickly as it works. Pectinase is an enzyme which breaks down pectin in the fruit. It clears the wine, as 
the pectin forms floating clouds of microscopic jelly globules and never settle out otherwise. 


For each 2 pounds of fruit at the start, you now need to dissolve 3 pounds of sugar dissolved in 
2 litres of water with 1 teaspoonful of citric acid. Watch as the fruit suddenly rises and floats on the 
surface as the liquid becomes denser! 


Wait for the liquid to cool to luke warm, and add a sachet of wine yeast dissolved in a cup of 
water. Seal and leave to ferment for 4 days. I use a beer fermenter, 5 gallons. It sits in the corner of the 
kitchen now, bubbling away. You might need to leave it for 5 days in very cold conditions, but peaches 
are a summer fruit. 


After 4 days, it’s time to rack the wine. This means, strain it out into a fermenting jar of some 
kind. You can buy expensive purpose made ones, but water cooler bottles are more handy and cheaper, 
and they are very strong. I also use 4.5 litre spirit bottles which some pubs use, and they hold exactly 
one gallon. Each bottle needs to be sealed with a rubber bung and an airlock. These are pretty cheap 
at brewing supply stores. 


For each 2 pounds of fruit at the beginning, add another 1/2 pound of sugar dissolved in half a 
litre of water. This brings the total fluid up to 1 gallon for each 2 lbs, and 3.5 pounds sugar, for each 
2 lbs. Then drive the bung down, put water in the airlock and put the bottle in a quiet dark place for 
about 3 months. 


After 3 months fermentation should have stopped, and the sediments settled to the bottom. Now it’s 
time to syphon the wine to a new bottle, and check the density. For this, you need another piece of 
equipment, a hygrometer. That’s a glass float, weighted at one end, which you float in the liquid. There 
is a scale inscribed on the float. The deeper the float sinks, the less dense the wine. If the yeast hasn’t 
broken down enough sugar by this point, it will be dense, the float will read high, and you will eventually 
have to blend the wine with something dryer. If it floats deep it means there wasn’t enough sugar to 
start with and the fermentation stopped because of lack of food. This means you can correct the wine 
by tapping some off, dissolving some sugar in it, pouring it back and adding a little more yeast. The 
wine will now have to ferment for longer though. 


When it’s all clear and the density is right, it means it has the right sugar/alcohol balance and 


it’s time to bottle. Now you need ANOTHER piece of equipment, a cork driver, and some corks. It 
looks a little like a pepper mill. You soak the corks to soften them, put them inside the chamber of the 
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driver, put the driver on top of a full bottle of wine, and drive the cork down with a hammer. The tube 
is slightly conical so it compresses the cork until it can fit inside the neck of the bottle. 


Now you can label your wine and lay it down. I glue the labels on with PVC craft glue, which 
is water soluble and comes off later. Make sure to store the wine on its side so the cork is kept moist 
and pliant. 


It was The Cask of Amontillado by Poe which inspired me to brew wine. I loved the description 
of the Montressors family catacombs and the wine cellars, as he lead Fortunado down to the lowest 
crypts to chain him and wall him in. Where most readers shudder I was thinking, "How can I have that, 
without spending thousands of dollars? How can I have a wine cellar?” 


The first wines I made were mostly terrible. I did stupid things, like leaving them on their sedi- 
ment too long so they went bitter, or not straining the seeds out of citrus wines. Also I had a tendency 
to use too much, too much fruit or juice, and I didn’t have a hygrometer to measure the density. Now I 
take full care and the wine always works - allowing for inevitable differences in strength because of the 
sweetness of the fruit. That’s why it’s a good idea to brew a gallon of citrus wine alongside these stone 
fruit ones, because citrus tends to come out drier and you can blend with them. 


3.1.4 Movies at Govindas (2004-01-19 15:35) 


On Sunday we drove out to the Paddys markets at Lidcome. Michelle was especially interested in track- 
ing down a Rabbitohs (a football team) phone cover for her grandfather. I just wanted to walk around. 
Markets are always interesting. 


As a market Lidcome is particularly known for stalls with incredibly sophisticated cooking gear. I 
mean, giant motor powered mincers and juicers and squeezers and dough kneaders and sausage stuffers, 
and lots of smaller obscure things like grape and cherry pitters and mechanical apple peelers. This is 
obviously because the Paddys is actually just a side issue to the giant produce market which serves most 
of the restearants in sydney. I imagine the enthusiastic home canners and big families of wogs who come 
at 3AM for the fruit and vege auctions stick around for the market stalls to open to buy the impliments 
they need to process the produce. 


Most of the rest is cheap crap and junk, with mass produced tacky teeshirts and very cheap electri- 
cal gear. Like Parklea they have the hoon stalls, where car hoons can buy their floor mats and custom 
made decals and actinic headlight lamps and those little tachometers they like to mount on the dash. 
An interesting new development is the "computer hoon” stall, where you can get neon strips and milky 
blue transparent panels to mod your case, and rows of designer cases with big bolts or minimalist white 
plastic with rounded edges. They also had some very interesting fully made media boxes, with capacious 
drives, full analog video in and out, good sound with Dolby 5, and all the software to set up a proper time 
shifting Tivo like thingy. Criswell predicts this will be a major market in 2 years time, that a pizza-box 
profile PC with all these features will be the gadget of choice for the discerning TV viewer soon. 


Of course there was also the guy selling bonzai, I love to check those out. At the plant stalls they 
had those weird new plants, where a seed like an avocado but dark green has been allowed to sprout into 
a small tree. They had some trays of damp gravel with stands of these trees growing on them, and a 
few very strange additions between them - albino seeds producing small sprays of pure white leaves! I 
swear, imaging a white avocado stone, split open, and what looks like a tiny stand of pure white bamboo 
shooting out. I’m sure there’s some simple explanation, but it beats me. They had some new tropical 
fruit trees, sapotes and morindas and suchlike, and raspberry canes. 


I would have bought a lemon tree for the garden, but I wanted Myer because we used to have one 
in the back garden when I was a kid, and they only had Eureka, which is much more common. Myer has 
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a thin skin and much sweeter juice. If you want acid use a Eureka, but for drinking lemon drinks I prefer 
Myer. 


Because it is the Chinese new year they had a stage set up with various shows, people drumming and 
what looked like Thai dancing girls. It was fairly lame though, so I drifted away and looked at the 
hardware stalls. Not that I need any or could buy anything because we are preparing to demolish our 
garage and replace it soon. 


While I was preparing the last of the peaches this arvo my brother Martin called. He was on his bike 
crossing the city and would arrive soon. I rode out to meet him but he turned out to be coming the other 
way around the harbour and I missed him. We had a good afternoon talking about old times, and then 
we all set out to meet Michelles friend Karen at Govindas to see Sidharta. 


[1]Govindas is a Hare Krishna restearant in Darlinghurst which has a theatre upstairs. They have a 
prasadam buffet, where the lentil soup is my main target. It seems to have a savoury seed of some kind 
in it, small and round and very tasty. Then you file upstairs to the theatre. They don’t have any seats, 
you have to take your shoes off and lie on these long inclinjed benches. It’s a bit too comfortable for 
some people who fall asleep at the movies. 


Most of the movies they show are pretty mundane, just-been-in-the-big-cinema titles. They even show 
ultra violent ones like Kill Bill, although I don’t know how they square this with their faith. Still, when 
you look at it, a movie like [2]Siddharta would be just as confronting, since the main character rejects 
all teachers and seeks out his own spiritual path. I suspect that the staff at Govindas are something of 
a radical departure from the hardcore krishna faith. I mean, the movie is really a loophole, so they can 
charge you for prasadam, which is supposed to be free. Not that I’m complaining. Anyway, the movie 
was incredibly beautiful, with the same atmosphere and sense of space and peace as those memorable 
bamboo scenes in Crouching Tiger. Siddhartas friend and companion in the movie was called Govinda. 
We went there last month to see [3]Meetings With Remarkable Men, which was just as good, even though 
their print was on its last legs and looks like it’s been retired from their stable of old favourites. 


Then we took Martin home, leaving his bike in our garage! I hope he comes to get it before we de- 
molish. I do intend to take it for a ride soon, it’s much bigger than mine and really much better. 


1. http://www.govindas.com.au/ 


2. http: //www.imdb.com/title/tt0070689/ 
3. http: //www.imdb.com/title/tt0079542/ 


plinko (2004-01-19 18:09:05) 

There was this coffee shop on Bourbon Street that I used to go to sometimes. Run by evangelical Christian 
types. The coffee/tea/donuts were free, as long as you didn’t mind some woman up on stage singing the praises 
of JEEEEEEEEEEESUS! 


3.1.5 Dave's party (2004-01-27 13:32) 


Whoot, what a funking weekend. Saturday was hot and steamy, just like every day this time of year. 
The sky is white and glary and your hair never dries out completely. The only thing this time of year is 
good for is making bread, according to the baker I was talking to at the party, but we’ll get to that. 


Anyway, Michelle and I went shopping for groceries on Saturday night! I mean, we rock! Our social 
life is so hot and spicy it's a wonder we still have livers. But we do enjoy shopping, especially when 
they play ABBA in the store and we can do the hand movements for the security cameras. Also, there 
are always interesting things to look at, like sour milk based Greek pasta kibble, the frighteningly large 
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discarded cauliflower lurking on a shelf in the drinks aisle, the liquid paraffin and limewater in the chemist 
aisle, the kosher matzo bread in the giant boxes, and the huge mound of hams left over from Christmas. 
We bought one of these for baking purposes - they're too wet otherwise. In Harris Farm the greengro- 
cer they were selling plumcots, the new apricot/plum cross, and they had some other funky fruits like 
bunches of tiny longans still on their twigs, and suspiciously cheap cheeses sweating away in their plastic 
wrap. Last time we bought one of those it turned out to be about 80 percent fat. If you tried to make 
a toasted cheese sandwich it mostly turned to ghee and ran away through the bread. I was pleased, and 
Michelle was not, to see that the gigantic Nordic tourist girl was working the cash registers. She’s taller 
than me! Rwowr! 


On Sunday we went to a party at David Lawfords new house in Marrickville. It was meant to run 
concurrently to the JJJ Hottest 100 broadcast, although it didn’t really start until they reached 50. It 
was the usual crowd of freaks and punks, great fun, drinking like fish, throwing water bombs through 
windows, barbequeing tofu and smoking like chimneys. Highlights included watching the flies swarm on 
the portuguese chicken that Tom and Tim brought, feeding said chicken to John the landlords dog piece 
by piece, Kia constantly dude-grip-shaking my hand when she found out I wrote the Mushroom Whiskey 
song, and singing me her new verse (which includes alcohol and cigarettes, the only drugs I left out!). 
She had been awake since the day before when she went to the Big Day Out, and she was still partying, 
drinking two handed, literally drinking 2 VB stubbies at once. 


Marty P the 3D render artist from Quoin told me about his recent adventures in Japan and Korea, 
and his whicked sounding design thesis. He designed a plastic molded device which extracts moisture 
from the air in deserts, using solar power. It contained a load of hygroscopic clay. At night a battery 
powered fan would draw moist air through the clay, which would hold the moisture. During the day a 
solar panel would charge the battery while the suns heat baked the clay and distilled the moisture out. 
He estimated he could get 30 litres per day out of a full sized one. 


It’s great to see these guys still living the rock dream. Dave is in 2 bands and directing a third, the 
Sirens of Io, where Kia sings lead. I mean, he has a day job, as a valuable goods courier, shipping phone 
cards and jewelry around the city, but the bands are what he’s interested in. His shaved head, walrus 
mustache and thuggish looks are definitely an asset in this job. I have plans to shoot some photos with 
him. 


3.1.6 My brother (2004-01-28 11:56) 


There once was a Martin called Spong 
Who wanted his Short to be Long. 

He stuck on a patch 

But developed a rash 

When the nicotine came on too strong! 


3.2 February 


3.2.1 Priceless wine (2004-02-03 05:58) 


On Saturday I bottled the wine I made from fruit from dads garden. He grew oranges and grapefruit 
on rows of trees down both sides of his back yard. They produced well, although he did have a habit of 
fertilising them right at the beginning of the flower season when it’s best to starve them a little. 


Because he always used to like my homebrew I decided to take last years crop and make wine out 
of it, a sweet wine that would keep for awhile. And now it’s bottled, 1 gallon of orange with 1 gallon of 
grapefruit in 12 bottles.Blended wine is always better. 
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Dad bought all the recipe books I use. He used to visit all the garage sales in the area looking for 
bargains. He would only drink it when I poured some out for him, he tended to scorn any kind of indul- 
gence, but when it emerged in the media that a small amount of wine was healthful he changed his mind. 
The thing he liked most was the idea that one could manufacture from household ingredients something 
better than what other people pay hundreds of bottles for. I believe the homebrew fruit wines are even 
better. Logically, they cannot be bought, at least I've never seen them anywhere for sale, so they must 
be considered priceless. 


Cheap for those with time, patience and intelligence, priceless for those who only have money. 


3.2.2 (2004-02-03 06:29) 


On Sunday we decided to visit Rozelle markets again, early in the morning before the dealers pick over 
the stalls. Nothing really cought my eye until I noticed some weird books poking out of a box on a table. 
They were old journals, foolscap size pages, brown suede binding and corners, with denim covered boards. 


The cool thing about them was they were invisible. This happens sometimes. Of course I could see 
them, but I know they were invisible because as soon as I picked them up the spell popped and several 
dealers rushed over and started asking about them. They were cheap so I bought them. 


Manice likes the way they smell. The large one has a numbered index section and stamped numbered 
pages, the thinner one is all blank, both are ruled, and the paper is in excellent condition. 


Anyway, we saw Return of the King later that day, which was excellent, as everyone knows, and then we 
went to get the groceries for the week, and bumped in Sam Shovel. 
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Sam rented and subleased the first warehouse I ever lived in. He was my landlord, which for some 
people would mean he was the devil incarnate, but we always got along and quite frankly I like and 
respect him and he changed my life. He took a shot of me too: 


We had a chat about old times and who was doing what. I was shocked to hear that Dave Marlow 
had died of a heart attack - Sam had actually tried to revive him but he was too far gone - it was just a 
few months after his triple bypass so it was impossible most likely. I will post more about dave later. 


Sams home page: 
http://samx.customer.netspace.net.au/ 


Still living in a warehouse, and the future looks bright for him. For the past ten years developers 
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have been demolishing perfectly good warehouses for loft units and strata developments, but now the 
market is glutted and the world economy is going down, that's all stopped, so after a few years of being 
moved on twice a year he should be able to enjoy some stability for awhile. 


plinko (2004-02-02 21:38:42) 
Sam has a great hat. You have a great hat. Hats must be big in your part of the world. I wish I owned such a 
keen hat! 


carbonunit (2004-02-02 23:27:07) Re: 

They hide how bald you are... Sams hat is a Cricket hat. It is made of white canvas with a dark lining under the 
brim to prevent glare. My hat is a an Akubra Whippet. better for baldness hiding, not as good in the hot sun. 
Yes, hats are big here. They help you avoid having bits of your head burnt off by doctors when you get old... 


(2004-03-04 12:52:07) Re: 
Unless of corse you have hair? there are other good things to put on your head.... like fish! 


3.2.3 Sneak preview (2004-02-06 21:47) 


I just put [1]Picturesque England online. It’s an old book I scanned in mostly about 2 years ago, but 
only recently have I got it into order to where it can actually be navigated. There is still a lot of work 
to be done, and there are even some pages which are nothing but unformatted text. But mostly it is 
looking the way I want it. Those titles will have to be scanned again though, I was resizing them when I 
scanned them and they came out looking all different. 


I actually bought the book when I was very young, about 14, at a church fete. The price was some- 
thing ridiculous, about $2. I think this one book may have really sparked my interest in Victoriana, 
which of course lead to [2]the Household Cyclopedia and [3]The Percy Anecdotes. 


When thise one is done, Pll have to decide what to do next. Candidates include Mrs Beetons Book 
of Household Management, Spon’s Household Manual and a three volume set of english history. Mrs 
Beetons is the best known, but the problem is there are commercially available reprints and even ebooks 
available. I would have to be wary of the publishers claiming I had ripped them off, despite the source 
material being way out of copyright. My lawyer says I just have to keep my hard copy of the book and 
ignore any nastygrams they send, but I waver in my resolve. 


Spon’s is less famous, but the name is an attraction.... It’s similar to the Cyclopedia, though, so I 
tend more towards the history, or even one of my other books. I’ve got a bound collection of 1910 issues 
of Boys Own Paper which is an amazing time capsule of English class consciousness and xenophobia, but 
is it worth the effort? 


1. http://mspong. org/picturesque/index.html 


2. |nttp: //mspong. org/cyclopedia/index. html 
3. http://mspong.org/percy/index.htm 


3.2.4 Going to Bali (2004-02-13 15:53) 


Finally Michelle and I are going to Bali! We leave tomorrow Saturday morning. Nothings been booked 
there except our hotel for the first 2 nights in Kuta. We intend to rent a jeep and drive around the island, 
something Michelle's done about 6 times before. I’m looking forward to some serious aimless drifting 
here, we intend to avoid all the resorts and bullshit and see what we can find. 
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Recent reports from Bali say it’s very cheap because nobody’s going. Firstly because of the night- 
club bombing, and now because of the chicken flu. Well, we’ve waited long enough and nothing can stop 
us this time. Michelle's passed all her tests, she's cancer free after a year, and we need to do this. At 
least there won't be any crowds or noisy other tourists, although I hear the pressure from local salesmen 
and tourguides can be very hard to deal with. Pl just gurn at them, they believe in demons after all... 


Michelle is actually booked to go back in April with her mother for another week! Pam has never 
been in a plane, never been overseas. She’s petrified of flying, it will be interesting to see how she reacts 
to her first takeoff. 


In other news we went to see my neice Molly last week. Here’s a couple of video snips, about 2 meg each. 
http://mspong.org/photos2004/2004-02-07 _1916.52 _Martin _tickles _Molly.avi 


http://mspong.org/photos2004/2004-02-07 _1940.26 _Brushing _Matthews _hair.avi 


3.2.5 From Bali (2004-02-15 19:28) 


We have arrived, flying to Melbourne first, then across the inland of Australia, glaring white saltapns and 
red dirt like the surface of a moon of Jupiter. Caught a glimpse of the Olgas but missed Uluru. Then 
crossed the coast in Arhnemland and across the shallow sea between Indonesia and Australia. 


There was a long queue for immigration because Indonesia recently changed the rules and you have 
to buy a visa for $25 US. We were prepared for this with the correct currency we changed in Aus, but 
many weren’t. My first taste of Bali was a parasite taking my bags and rushing me through customs, 
which was good because I had far more than the allowable amount of expensive electronics in my bag, 
but it wasn’t wanted. But that’s Bali. 


There was a ride waiting to take us to the hotel, Campling Mas Legian on jelan Melasti. Lovely place, 
many performated stone walls and little vilas standing around the lush grounds. The heat is incredible 
and the humidity is revolting, but you just get used to sweating after awhile. 


While Michelle settled into the room I went for a walk and sucumbed to temptation, bought a packet of 
kretek cigarettes, the clove ones smoked throughout Indo. I used to love them before I gave up. Then 
we both went for a walk doen Legian, the main strip, with hundreds of spruikers outside the shops each 
trying to get us to come in and buy. 


It’s hard to find internet access here still, so I can’t keep the notes up to date, but I am keeping a 
journal and all will be transcribed in good time. I’m also making some incredible recordings on minidisc. 
The best one so far was early this morning when we walked down a quiet gang off a jelang and recorded 
doves in a dovecote cooing over a messuine on the radio while chickens cackled and the occassional mo- 
torcycle went by. 


I love Bali, no culture shock so far. It all makes sense to me. Everything is decorated. Every wall 
is ornate, every door is carved, every path winds, every road has road works, every taksi is decorated 
and has a name, every bike rider carries a load, every sidewalk is being ruined by a tree, every day it 
rains, every drink is delicious, the heat is intense and the humidity, you just have to sweat and take it, 
no choice. 


One thing about Bali Michelle (who has been here many times before) explained to me. The locals 
say they are grateful for the humidity and rain, the constant rot and errosion of the stonework, the 
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wooden buildings, the thatch on top, the statues melting outside the temples. They are grateful because 
this means that the artwork has to be constantly replaced, so there is always work for the artists, and the 
arts they practice are kept alive. To this I can only add, I love a culture which can thumb it's collective 
nose at entropy so cheerfully, to constantly work to replace the detail which is also constantly being 
randomised by the elements. It’s a very positive attitude and I intend to learn from them. More later. 


3.2.6 Bali notes (2004-02-16 16:36) 


Breakfast at hotel, vinegar on the eggs. Watched satellite video show Chanel V on the big screen in a 
thatched pavilion off the tild entrance (thatch drips all day if there is rain). Michelle is deliriously happy, 
can't believe she is back again after everything that has happened, her breast cancer, my father, her nan. 
We feel like we snatched a moment of beauty from the jaws of the ugly monster eating our lives. 


Went for an early morning walk along Legian. Not many westerners. Spruikers on bikes zoom up, 
stop, offer cards for redeeming in a hotel or surf shop. Don’t take them, once you engage with them 
they never let go. Workmen in the open sewers, wooden bridges lead across into the shops. Many small 
compound temples behind high walls, with signs for when the next gamelan practice is. Went down some 
quit gangs, mezzuin on the radio, chickens cackling, doves in a dovecote. Michelle is looking for lace in 
the shops. House with a potted garden on the balconies, many twisty ornate succulents, strange tropical 
squirrel hopping around in a cage. Darkness closes in, clouds gather, temperature drops, we need to go 
into a warung for tea. Old man in sarong hobbles down the road. Girl comes and makes offerings in 
front of the warung, puts little trays full of flowers, salad, biscuit, some rice, down on the ground, seasons 
them with soy sauce from a shaker, sprinkles a little toast of arrack around, for the spirits to keep them 
happy. The rain douses the incense. Dogs will comne to eat the rice. Locals ride bikes in the rain, plastic 
ponchos streaming. Boys riding to the temple, sarongs, batik bandannas around heads. Tiny offering 
baskets ride by on top of taksis. 


Went for a long walk to Tubong, a more industrial quarter near the airport. many bike repair shops, 
many workshops. Girl walks past with basket of botles of drinks on her back, trucks stop for a drink and 
a chat. Go past a legong dance school, tiny girls, elastic sashes around their waists, wobbling silver trays 
on their hands as they execute the careful steps. Another shower of rain drives us into a tiny warung, just 
a bench and some snacks and drinks, brown old lady loks up from folding and pinning palm leaves into 
decorated shapes with slivers of bamboo. Listening to opera on the radio, voices chattering then crooning 
and keening, low strange rumble of gongs throughout. 4000R for 2 drinks and frid pork rinds. Bikes zip 
past. Tree roots upheaving hexagonal blocks, satellite dshes pointing straight up. All eyes track us as 
we walk, not malicious, just curious. Little platforms in the house compounds, raised wood or stone or 
concrete, woven mats, thatched rooves, for sitting and socialising in. People are sacked out in the shops 
now for midday sleep, lying across bags of rice or tyres or in hammocks. 


Moss and tiny ferns grow on every surface. We passed a temple, which Michelle says wasn’t there 
last time she was here 8 years ago, but it looked very old. 


3.2.7 Sarongs 15/02/2004 (2004-02-16 16:52) 


I want to buy some sarongs. Michelle has 2 old sarongs at home, second hand, very soft cotton, many 
washings, lovely prints in sepia tones, and I want some too. She says there was a shop on Legian where 
they sell piles of them, but we can’t find them. Many shops sell new ones in a variety of sick lurid colours, 
and when you try to explain you want old, they think you are trying to bargain down the price. They 
say "Yes, we have” just to get you in the shop. 


We go down a gang looking for sandles for Michelle. I am waiting, go into a small shop with some 
sarongs, ask again after old ones. Finally after exercising my talents for cross cultural communication 
via mime and repettition, they understand, but they don’t have any. However, her auntie does, at her 
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house. She exports them. She sends her husband off on the bike to check, and I chat. Michelle comes in. 
I explain how I like the old worn texture and the patterns, traditional styles. The husband returns, he 
will give me a lift over on his bike, if I buy ten they will be 60000 rupiah. 


I climb carefully on the back, reach back and grip the mudguard, and we're off. Sans helmet, soggy 
woven hemp hat on head, we zoom through the streets. It was hallucinogenic, I couldn’t believe it was 
happening while it happened. He overtook, he darted between trucks, he was first across the intersections 
while the oncoming bikes were still trying to edge through. He rumbled through broken pavement, bunny 
hopped across speed humps, dodged dogs. We passed so many things I wish I could have studied; tiny 
farms between factories, little rivers, ruined houses. 


We arrive at the aunties house. She has a storeroom full of mostly new but some old sarongs as well. 
I go through them chosing the best, and pay her. They are very happy. The tortoise blows bubbles in 
his bowl, the TV jabbers away, they thank me. balancing the bulging bag with 10 sarongs in my lap, 
we zoom back. Another video game on acid ensues. Michelle is charming the lady in the shop, talking 
about The Bomb. She felt it when it went off, shook her whole house. She used to have 2 shops, one on 
Legian. Then The Bomb, and the tourists went away, and now all she has is this hidden little shop. She 
was desperate. They all are. Michelle estimates there are 10 % of the tourists there used to be. Back at 
the hotel I don a sarong. Michelle shows me how to fold it, with a doubling across the front, the man 
way. Women just wrap it around twice. Then both sexes roll it down to form a sash. They look great 
on me, especially with my Bert Newton Tshirt. 


plinko (2004-02-16 18:10:49) 
Ahhhhhhhh. All that teasing, and no picture? Damn. 


carbonunit (2004-02-18 02:38:29) Re: 

Sorry, no pictures until I get home. The net access here is satellite based, so every byte and keystroke has to get 
beamed up to geostationary orbit and back down before it goes anywhere. You get used to the lag, but trying to 
plug my camera in and do things with pictures beyond dumping them on a CD is too hard. 


3.2.8 Ubud (2004-02-18 10:58) 


Yesterday we drove from Kuta to Ubud in a rented Nissan Katana. Ubud is an inland town known as 
the “natural” place in Bali. It isn’t any such thing, it’s full of shops and tourist traps, but it is more open 
and much greener and less oppresive than Kuta. There are many rice addies around and even within the 
town, and a dark monkey forest. The drive was incredible, the traffic is amazxingly dangerous and close, 
it reminds me of the scene in Niven and Pournelle’s The Mote In Gods Eye where they see Motie traffic, 
all the little vehicles darting around each other without having to obey any rules except "don't get hit 
and don’t hit anyone”. The main thing to rememebr is to sound your horn if you see someone swerving 
into your path, to let them know you are coming up behind. It’s like with our indicator lights but in 
reverse, you have to signal the traffic in front of you with sound. 


Once we got off the peninsula it was better, small lanes winding through the hills, little warungs and 
towns and workshops by the side of the road. There are no signs, so you always get lost, but the island 
is so small you never get realy lost, and the detour is always better than the direct path. 


Last night we saw the local mens club do a Kecak which is a ritual dance based on a passage from 
the Ramayana. It’s the story of the time when king Ramas wives were stolen by a demon, and how he 
rescued them aided by the king of the monkeys and his monkey army. This is the dance where there is a 
chanting chorus of men in a circle who wave their arms and move in unison to generate special effects such 
as storm, magic spells, anger and sorrow. Incredibly entrancing, literally, hypnotic repeptitve chanting 
and yelling. I will post recordigns of it some day. 
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Right now Michelle is out somewhere looking for silver jewelry, and later today we will drive up to 
Mount Ugung, the large volcano on the island. There is a crater lake, and a smaller mountain island in 
that. Bali is beautiful, even though the parts we have seen so far have been the main tourist throughfares 
it still is beautiful and I think I’m hooked. 


3.2.9 Leaving Bali (2004-02-21 18:33) 


We’re in the airport now waiting for our flight home. Sorry to leave, but happy to return to a place 
where the humidity sometimes drops below 100 % and one way streets are really one way. Sorry about 
not posting anything for the last few days, we’ve been busy having a good time and travelling around 
the island. I will be posting much more soon, including pictures. 


3.2.10 Big Drive Bali part 1 - 19th Feb (2004-02-26 14:58) 


On the 19th we went for a big drive. Our first target was fuel. Petrol stations on bali are few and 
far between. All the country road warungs have stands out the front like bookshelves with big gallon 
bottles of petrol on them. These are for scooters and motorbikes, but in an emergency we could always 
buy enought to get to the next one, and the next, and maybe reach one of the dozen or so proper fillup 
stations on the island. 


At the station they kindly filled the car, without charging anything extra. Even the view from 
the petrol bowser was incredible, the station was surrounded by padi fields like huge perfectly green 
lawns, surrounded again by rows of trees and hedges. They know how to look after their fields here. 
They cultivate lemon grass and elephant grass on the bunds between fields to lock the soil in with their 
roots, and trees on the thicker bunds, always productive species like guava and mango. They definitely 
aren’t preservationists, they cleared almost the entire island of it’s forests, but they are ecologists and 
maintain a healthy intensive farming system in a steady state. Apparently the indonesians tried to 
introduce all the usual sprays and fertilizers when they took over, but the balinese gave them up when 
the geckos started to die. 


After filling up we made our way back through Ubud to the road to Kintamani. The Batur 
crater is enormous, it’s the source volcano for most of Bali. Gradually we rose, stopping at one point to 
look at the incredible terraces. A deep valley between the ridge we were driving along to top of and the 
next one had been terraced, almost to the top. They run culverts from the streams out along the ridges 
to supply water to the top terraces, and we could see all the channels and spillpipes where it trickled 
down to the terraces below. Here and there people were wading back and forth, usually using a thing 
like an iron fork or long tined rake to smooth the fine reddish soil in the empty terraces. It’s amazing 
how the almost vertical walls of soil that support each terrace never collapse. Tiny huts were scattered 
around, for resting in and for shrines. Michelle told me they used to cultivate a variety of rice which 
yielded once a year. They were actually starving when the Portuguese introduced better yeilding rice, 
and now they harvest sometimes 4 times a year, but they always grow a small amount of Bali rice for 
ceremonial purposes. The ridges were capped with tall palm trees like aussie cabbage palms, and there 
were patches of herbs and other crops here and there. Clouds of mist were starting to roll down the 
valley. 


Onwards and upwards we drove. The roads narrowed and the traffic got a little more threaten- 
ing. We started to leave the padi behind. although we often passed hillsides with abandoned terraces. 
For some reason there was none of the errosion gullies I would have expected to see in the same situation 
back home. It must have been the way they were designed, with no weak points for them to start in. 
Also they would have disconnected the culverts that supplied the water. Sometiems the terraces were 
planted with some other crop, flowers or trees, and we knew even the wild scrub would be harvested for 
firewood in time. 
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Bali seems to preserve some fairly primitive villages out there. Sometimes you see the real thing, 
bare chested grandmothers with terrible teech carrying bundles of sticks, and naked kids running around 
the fields. They live in one room huts, usually made of concrete bricks they mold themselves, with 
thatched rooves. The huts are usually gathered tigether or strung out along a road, and this is a village. 
Traditionally a vilage has to have a lookout tower with a big wooden bell like a feeding trough hung 
vertically. We heard one being struck, it sounded just like a carpenter hammering a nail in, but the 
sound carried for miles. There was always a temple, sometimes with currugated iron rooves on the tiny 
little towers and the central throne. The more upmarket houses are made from flat red bricks, and the 
people who live in those might own cars. Another common sight was a sitting platform, a kind of square 
bench the size of a king size bed. The fancy ones were marble with red tile roofs, the basic ones wood 
or stone with thatch or shingles. You'd see a bunch of guys sitting around together stroking their cocks. 
Balinese men often have big cocks, and they love to take them out and stroke them in public. Most of 
the time however they keep them in bell shaped cages and let them graze on the grass by the side of the 
road, resting up for the big fight. They also keep doves sometimes in little fenced in dovecotes that look 
strangely like the temples, with the little cages raised on tall legs because of the cats. 


All along the road, outside every house, stood thousands of bamboo poles. They were decorated 
with skirts of palm leaf strips, had circles of palm leaf running up one side, were bent over like fishing 
poles, and there was a kind of decoration hanging from the tip, like a lantern made from more palm leaf. 
The people were busy fixing the old ones or replacing them with new green poles and fresh leaves. We 
never did find out what they were called. 


It grew quite cold, for the first time on the island. The natives were wearing thick jumpers at 
this point. Low overcast hung overhead. The crops at this point were mainly trees, especially some kind 
of citrus with small green fruit with orange patches, perhaps the local limes. The trunks and branches 
were covered with silver flakes of lichen. They also grew coffee (or kopi) and other fruit. We stopped 
and bought some selleck, which looks like Satan’s testicles. It’s a relative of durian and jackfruit, shaped 
exactly like a ballsack but covered in scaly brown skin like a snake. It has crisp white flesh and black 
stones, very nice. 


We reached an intersection with the crater rim road, where a police officer sold us a map, there 
it was, mount Batur. The volcano is still active, in the form of a giant cone sticking up in the middle of 
the caldera. It looked like a quiescent Mount Doom, all black and conical, a little less steep, no lava but 
some fumeroles still steaming high on the sides, at least when the clouds cleared. It was a little late in 
the day for clear viewing actually, and the days humidity was busy condensing as it crossed the caldera 
walls into a wall of fog. Still, we had time to see it all. There were distinct lava flows running down the 
side and spreading out over the floor of the caldera. They were dark, but they had a sprinkling of shrubs, 
so they weren’t so recent. On the far side of the cone was Lake Batur, cashew shaped, which has fishing 
villages on the outer shore. The ridge we were on, the caldera wall, curved around the central cone, 
rising and falling in height. We were close to one of the 2 highest bits, the other was almost directly on 
the other side. There was some cultivation inside the caldera, mainly small stands of pines or fields of 
bushes in the distance. 


We stopped at a cafe and ordered some lumpia, the local spring rolls. I took panoramic shots of 
the caldera while a local woman tried to sell me a handful of small plastic windmills. The clouds 
gathered thicker and thicker until we couldn’t tell where we were, just a ridge before and after. 


We drove on, further up the ridge and then down through the forest to Kubutambahan, a small 
town on the north coast, where we turned left and headed for Singaraja. This was the old capital of Bali, 
and nowadays is a central point for indonesian immigration and the Muslim community on Bali. It’s 
a pretty disgusting place actually, a typical crowded tangled Indonesian city, very polluted and noisy. 
What little actual industry appart from the ubiquitous craftsmens workshops exists on Bali, is here. It’s 
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a city full of cheap foam matresses, tin pots, formica tables and charcoal stoves smoking in city streets. 
Everywhere we went, as soon as we stopped at the lights, locals would see us as westerners, pull up on 
their bikes, and try to encourage us to visit their cousins restearant in Lovina. 


Indonesia as a country is actually formed by the people of the island of Java, which has con- 
quored and absorbed all the other islands, Sumatra, Borneo, Bali, Lombok, the Flores, Sulawesi, and 
Irian, which is the left half of New Guinea, mostly immediately after WWII. They also hold the west 
half of Timor, although East Timor recently acheived independance as a country in it’s own right. East 
Timor was one of the most recent countries to be absorbed into Indonesia, they invaded in 1975 as soon 
as the Portuguese left. Under president Magawati Sukarnoputri the control over the provinces has been 
slackening, and they are discussing formally granting greater local governence to the islands. 


Turning west we headed along the coast, in the fertile strip between the mountains formed by 
one outstretched lava flow from Batur and the sea, and headed for Lovina Beach. This is a region which 
has become popular in recent years as an alternative to Legian/Kuta for a beach resort. It’s a little more 
laid back, and the only place on the north coast that’s adaptable for tourism. There wasn’t much to see 
there, just flat sea beyond the flat beach, and the passing fields and villages. We soon turned around 
and headed back to the city. 


3.2.11 You wanted a picture... (2004-02-26 15:56) 


plinko (2004-02-26 15:14:59) 
Lookin’ good!! 


3.2.12 Big Drive Bali part 2 - 19th Feb (2004-02-27 16:38) 


Before we returned to Singaraja we tried to find the Buddhist monastery, the only one on Bali. It was 
inland amongst the hills and ridges from the town of Banjar. We drove for miles amongst the small 
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towns, finally turning up one small road which Michelle remembered as leading straight to the entrance, 
only to be stopped. There was a strange procession of people stopping and starting, banging drums and 
blowing horns, and a very polite man in a white outfit waved us down and said in music english "You 
cannot visit the monastery today, it is closed because of the ceremony.” So we, and the small train of 
other tourists in 4 wheel drives and jeeps behind us, had to turn away. 


We took a different road back into the interior, this one going past the town of Gitgit and also Lake 
Bratan. I suspect Bratan is also on an ancient caldera, and very old one this time, because it’s sur- 
rounded by mountains. Coming down the passes we passed flocks of monkeys which had come out of the 
trees to beg fruit from passing cars. Of course we threw them the remains of our sallack fruit, and some 
bananas. Michelle was apprehensive, she saw on an earlier trip how a friend was mobbed as he entered 
a monkey forest with a bunch of bananas. The monkeys are small, only 1 foot tall, and they have tiny 
eyes very close together, light blue in colour and very eerie to see. 


Lake Bratan was dark and strange in the overcast, like a Scottish tarn. We stopped at the large temple 
- there are a network of hindu temples across Bali at various geographic sites of religious importance. 
There is one for Lake Bratan, one on top of mount Agung, there's a sea one somewhere. I think there 
was a special goddess of the lake. We weren't able to enter the temple grounds because of the ceremonies, 
which were related to all the bamboo lamp pole replacements we had noticed. 


There was the usual formalities, like buying tickets to park and to use the toilets. Here I saw the 
first and only squat toilets on Bali, those enamel footplates with a hole in the centre. You flush them 
by ladling water out of a stone sink called a mandi. Neither off us paid because we were too desperate 
to go, we just marched past the guy outside and he didn't hassle us. A mezzuine was broadcasting from 
the moslem temple just a little further up the road and it echoed back from the mountains around the 
lake - a typical scene, the local town was far too tiny for the large mosque but the indonesians love to 
put them near the hindu temples. 


The temple was lovely, from the outside. Of special note is the pavilions on a tiny island in the lake, 
surrounded by water and land gardens full of lilies and flax. Another institution here was the snake man, 
who has giant tame pythons and charges tourists for pictures while holding them. There were also some 
tame fruitbats hanging from stands, very friendly creatures the size of terriers who reach out with their 
claws to draw you closer. They love to lick the sweat salt from your skin, and nibble on your fingers like 


pupples. 


After all that it was almost boring to drive back to Ubud, except driving anywhere on Bali is never 
boring. If you can afford to look away from the road ahead you get to see the passing show, the chickens 
running in the fields, often with chicks in tow, the occasional cows, always the small brown kind, the 
fields in different stages of growth, from the new shoots being started in a corner of a padi, to the finished 
dry padi where the stands of rice have been burnt for fertiliser. The occasional river in a deep ravine 
winding across the landcape, or the weird things. At one point we drove through a cutting where the dirt 
wall was pierced by what looked like the mouths of mine tunnels. Only they seemed to predate the road, 
because as the road rose they remained on the same level and disappeared beneath the tar. Michelle, 
driving, had plenty to look at, as chickens and dogs constantly ran across the road. Bali dogs tend to be 
mangy and have their balls intact, they can't afford to neuter them and don't bother. There definitely 
seem to be more male than female though. They are half wild because most Balinese associate dogs with 
demons and don't look after them. I guess the sight of a pack of dogs gobbling down a carefully prepared 
offering might give that impression. Still, the cats are usually very thin too, although they call them 
Manice which means sweet. Cats are encouraged for pest control. The road itself was always cracked 
and potholed in an entertaining way. 


We headed straight south, then tacked east, dead reckoning our way to Ubud, following half remem- 
bered turns. Luckily we made town before the light failed so we could find our room. We repaired to a 
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local restaurant for dinner and more of the fantastic fruit juices they make, especially the lime. Here they 
had a lime/ginger combo which was even better. While we were eating a fat American sat down nearby 
with his Pinoy girlfriend. Dean, from Boston, wineseller and something of a rancouter, which we always 
appreciate. We discussed the local crafts - he had bought an exquisite piece of ikat which he showed 
us. Ikat is a fabric dyed from threads which have been pre-dyed in measured sections, so when they are 
woven they create a design, like scan lines on a monitor. This ikat was made from fine silk, where most 
is made from fairly coarse spun cotton, and it was beautiful. The colours were deep, and the slight spiky 
effect around the coloured regions where the threads were slightly stretched or shortened only improved 
the effect. He intended to put it on his piano. He was due to attend a local wedding near Lovina, in 
fact he was paying for the whole shindig. He said he loved asia because they were friendly to fat people, 
and told us how when he ordered 2 pork chops in a restaurant there, the waiter brought them out and 
announced ”You ordered 2, but because you are so *very* fat, the chef sent you 3!” and he looked around 
to where the chef was leaning out the servery window waving at him like his biggest fan. 


One last thing - on the way back to the hotel we passed one of the performance spaces. This was 
similar to the one we saw the Kecek dance. I will write about that later and post some media. I recorded 
it on minidisc and it turned out better than some of the CDs I bought. As well as a temple and watch- 
tower most villages have a sort of mens club and performance space, in it’s most basic form a large space 
with a roof on pillars over it. In Ubud there were several with tiled roofs and proper stages and seats and 
marble floors. This is where the gamelan orchestra practices, and one was practicing this night. They 
weren’t playing anything, just running through typical patterns which might have been difficult parts of 
a song. Click below to download and hear: 


http://mspong.org/photos2004/2004-02-19 _1952.14.wav 


This wasn’t recorded on the minidisc so the sound is pretty low res, but you should get the idea. 


plinko (2004-02-28 00:59:38) 

Sigh. I want to go to a place where they will love me because I am fat! Ok, I am not really very fat, but still! 
Thank you so much for your long descriptions of your trip. I have thoroughly enjoyed living vicariously through 
you. :D 


33 March 


3.3.1 Returning to Kuta 20/02/2004 (2004-03-03 16:15) 


I should have posted more sooner, but my coworker has gone back to uni, leaving me in the hotseat 
alone most of the day. He drew up this timetable where he does about 24 hours throughout the week 
between lectures, but I doubt he can keep it up for the whole semester, because some of his days go to 
9PM and he starts at 8. 


Okay, 20/02, I had a crank attack with Michelle this morning because of all the shopping. I 
have a thing about shopping, I hate it, mostly. I hate consumer culture, and I hate coming to a poor 
country and buying a whole lot of clothes, which is wrong because they are desperate to sell to visitors, 
because they get a much higher return than selling to exporters who pay pittance and profit from huge 
markups. Michelle shops slow, but this morning she had ordered some things from a shop and had to 
pick them up. So I stooged around town and took some photos of the hotel Chandra Asri, because I 
promised Nyuman the proprietor to put his hotel online. 


We packed and left, driving the other way towards mount Agung. This is a far more traditional 
appearing volcano, a nice flat cone with a pointy tip, like Fuji. It’s hidden at this time of year behind 
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the constant humidity haze, but occasionally you might look out at a rice paddy and suddenly realise 
an enormous triangle is lurking in the sky behind it. It’s regarded by the locals as the power centre for 
the spooky energy grid which covers the island. No joking. They have a network of temples like servers, 
situated to tap into the power of particularly auspicious sites. High on mount Agung is the mother 
temple, above Pura Besakih. 


The mountain disappeared into the landscape in a strange way as we drove towards it. Strange 
to me at least, Pm from Australia and we don’t actually have mountains there. They exist in name, but 
they rarely have features like peaks and cliffs or any kind of grade above 1 in 60. And even then, by the 
time you’re far enough away to see them, they’re below the horizon anyway. That’s why Uluru is such a 
big deal. I walked up the highest peak, Koskiousko, when I was at school, it was a stroll, took 2 days. 
The tippy top was like a hill in a paddock. 


Like Batur yesterday, as we rose the agriculture shifted from big padi fields to small ones, to ter- 
races, and then tree crops and veges took over. They had a lot of what I assume was coffee higher up, 
bushes with large glossy leaves and strings of green berries hanging down. Bali kopi is an acquired taste, 
it’s like drinking plunger coffee without bothering with the plunger, a layer of grounds swirls around 
the bottom of the tall glass they serve it in. We passed through several of the long thin drawn out 
perched-on-the-edge-of-a-ridge villages. The women were out washing their cloths by beating them on 
the concrete slab bridges which cross the culvert which runs between the road and their huts. There 
were lots of school children walking off to school. They seem to do school in shifts, as we saw groups 
walking along the roads throughout the day. Probably they went to school for half the day and worked 
at home for the rest. 


The first sign of the mother temple was a ticket office where we paid for tickets for our car, our- 
selves and our camera. Then we were directed to a car park which was surrounded by stalls selling 
sarongs. As soon as we opened the car doors a chorus started, "Sarongs, buy a sarong, you must have 
a sarong to go to the temple”. Of course we had brought out own, but they didn’t stop even after I 
had donned mine. This often happens in Bali. They don’t use western logic. For instance, the ”Plait 
your hair” people would often approach me, chanting their mournful refrain. You’d need an electron 
microscope to plait my hair, but they persist. It must be the religion, the reliance on fate and destiny, 
or just the heat. 


Michelle wanted me to go up first while she guarded the luggage and the car.So, wearing a fetch- 
ing ochre number with the traditional Bali pattern motif, which looks like a series of commas nestled 
together, or herringbone made out of paisley, I approached the gates. Before I made it a gang of seedy 
looking men accosted me and beckoned me over to a kind of house. Dozens of them were sitting on the 
ground around a little window. The men inside explained to me that, should I wish to see the whole 
temple, I would need to hire a guide. He showed me a map and explained that the lowest section of 
the temple, the oldest, was open to visitors, but guides were needed in the more recently built, higher 
sections, to ensure we didn’t step on anything holy. I assured him that I was only interested in the lower 
and more ancient part. This didn’t seem to work for some reason. He assured me that the higher bits 
were much more recent and therefore better. I explained again that I didn’t wish to see the whole thing, 
just the old bits. This went on for some time, until, disgusted with the whole performance, I bid them 
good day and returned to the car. Their faces were a study, kind of paralysed with shock, like I was 
walking through walls or levitating or something, doing the impossible at any rate. Michelle was totally 
cool when I explained it all to her - we had seen many temples already, at least from the outside, and 
the journey was the important part. 


So we drove back down, paying more attention to the modest village temples we passed. The 
temples are actually based on home compounds, with little houses and pagodas for the spirits and gods 
to live in. A feature of every temple is a throne for one of the gods, the one the temple is dedicated 
to. This is situated in the centre, and the seat is usually occupied by offerings. The standard layout 
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is a large rectangular wall surrounding a yard, with a central pagoda containing the throne, and 4 
smaller pagodas spaced between the central one and the corners. The pagodas might be thatched with 
black fibre, or have little shingle roofs, or sometimes in the country they had good honest corrugated 
iron. They decorate their temples with statues of various gods, especially such famous Vedic celebrities 
as Hanuman, Rama, the Garuda bird that eats dragons, and Shiva. The statues are carved in a soft 
volcanic stone with a porous surface, or sandstone, so they don't last long and soon become featureless. 


Another interesting feature is the demon proof doorways. The doorways to the temple compound 
or often raised up so they can only be reached by steps running sideways up the wall,and they often 
have a baffle wall inside the gate. I think that maybe demons are like daleks and can’t climb stairs, and 
the baffle wall might fool them into missing the doorway entirely. 


The square nature of a lot of the decoration gives the strange impression that the temples are 
made out of lego. 


As we drove towards Denpassar the days celebrations were in full swing. Often we passed parties 
of villagers walking towards the temples, the women in traditional fancy dress with a brightly patterned 
sash across a tight blouse and long golden sarong, carrying a kind of platen on their heads piled high 
with a tower of fruit held in place with bamboo pins. As they entered the temples they placed these 
offerings on trestle tables set up for the day, then sat together in big crowds while the priests moved 
amongst them sticking rice to their foreheads. I didn’t know about the rice until we reached the hotel 
at Kuta and noticed it on the foreheads of the staff. Then they left the temple, carrying their own or 
others offerings home to eat, now that the gods had consumed the essence of the food. This was visible 
as a sequence of snapshot glances through the gates of the temples, the ones that did have gates that 
opened. I was struck by how happy they were, everyone smiling, having a good time, the priests grinning 
and seeming to make jokes as they handed out the rice bindis. 


Closer to Denpassar we started to pass the Indonesian statues celebrating the invading armies, 
giant concrete figures in battle fatigue standing in the middle of intersections. The Balinese paint them 
strange colours when they can to emphasise their ugliness. Due to a wrong turn we did the worst thing 
possible and turned onto Legian at the wrong end in the middle of the day, and spent about half an 
hour crawling down it’s length, while the air conditioner bathed us in lukewarm air. I think the manifold 
might have been missing, so when we were crawling it was sucking hot air straight off the engine block. 


We made the hotel, didn’t even check in, just snatched a key on our way through the foyer, 
went to the room, stripped and collapsed in the aircon. Bliss! 


Later, when we were feeling better, we ventured out. I was on a mission. I wanted to shop now, 
and I wanted to buy some bootleg software. I left Michelle wandering around the markets while I 
checked out the only computer shop in the neighbourhood. They had tons of games, but only one weedy 
wire rack for actual useful software. Some interesting titles, R20000 each or $3AU. Disappointing, but 
then, this isn’t Thailand. It wasn’t too late so I shopped some more, and found some more old sarongs, 
much cheaper than the ones I bought on the first day. I bought some carved wooden sticks to hang them 
from, and then a ripoff Mont Blanc ballpoint for Mick. Again, it wasn’t Thailand, but I'll be going there 
someday. I personally feel that the pirate brand industry is like a form of tax on the west, to exact some 
repayment for the cultural imperialism which makes skin whitening cream one of the most advertised 
products on their TV. 


That night we had dinner at Warung Laris, while biker boys zipped past, occasionally stopping 


to offer us handfuls of bootleg music CDs from under their jackets. They always fled when the waitress 
gave them the hard stare, worried that they would be recognised and she would tell the local banjar. 
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3.3.2 21/02/2004 Back to Sydney (2004-03-05 16:14) 


We wasted the entire day. Sometimes you have to do this in a tropical climate. All we did was walk 
slowly down Jalan Legian and back through the back streets and gangs, looking at shops. 


Michelle actually had ordered some tops which she had to pick up. They were embroidered, and 
apparently very nice. Pm not much of a conny-sure of these things, they just looked like the dozens of 
other embroidered tops she has falling out of the closet at home. I wanted some recordings of the local 
music, and anything else that appealed to me as a souvenir. I was still $200 under budget even after 
paying for most of the accommodation. 


So we walked incredibly slowly from early morning to mid afternoon down Jalan Legian, stop- 
ping at every second bar or cafe for a drink. The humidity was incredible, my glasses were fogging 
constantly, the sky was white, you could barely see across the road, it was literally as wet as a sauna on 
a low cycle. The pests were quite subdued, they could barely summon the energy to step in your path 
and point towards their tables of cheap knockoff watches and sunglasses. 


We stopped and had a lime juice in a gay surfer bar. It was obviously a gay bar - there was a 
cloud of tiny hints that summed up to that fact - but there was a strange "surfer” overtone. The rent 
boys were sitting around watching satellite Discovery channel documentaries about flowers, the tasteful 
rattan chairs with big fan backs were lovely, the excellent local paintings in wooden frames, the large 
selection of fine spirits behind the bar, all these said gay, but there were surfboards bolted to the wall at 
strategic points and the name of the place was something surfer. 


A bit further down the road we stopped at an appotik, a local chemist, for some drugs. In In- 
donesia you can buy a lot of things without prescription. First on our list was a big box of Neozep, a 
local brand of antihistamine. Then there were some Fatigon, an energy pill much advertised on the telly, 
which is mainly B group vitamins like a Berocca. We also got a selection of the local balms, and some 
penicillin cream, a couple of courses of antibiotic pills, and some worm tablets. All very cheap, and the 
lady behind the counter cheerfully asked if I would like Viagra with that. Not just yet, but good to know 
it’s there. As we left a couple of guys were trying to negotiate the purchase of some kind of pain reliever 
pill which may have been an opiate, from the dark expression on the face of the chemist as he read their 
prescription. 


In the music shop, between the racks of bootleg western disks, was a small selection of Gamelan 
and other local recordings for tripple the price. Which is fair enough, they need to get paid. The stores 
were getting hotter, partly because there were regular blackouts as the excavations continued along the 
jalan. When we looked down into the trench we saw the workmen sitting languidly on the hammock 
curves of thick power cables that had been buried there. They must have been fracturing the metal 
cables inside their insulation. 


But the time we reached the end of the street it was midday. We had another look in the Maya 
shop where I bought the silver pen. They had curious beads in the window, tiny skulls carved from 
bone (or maybe ivory), like a prop from a south sea island movie. They were simultaneously tacky and 
beautiful, tasteless and tasteful. The longer I looked at them the more I know I had to have them. The 
only problem was getting them home. They weren't likely to be ivory, nothing on Bali produces ivory, 
except pig tusks and that doesn't count. Anyway, Michelle said not to worry, she would smuggle them 
home, and she bought them for me. 


We had lunch at Poppies, a very upper class establishment, where the waitress had patches of 
dark sweat on her silk jacket. It’s a beautiful quiet oasis of calm, a walled garden cafe restaurant in the 
middle of the block. The gang it's on is named Poppies Gang after it. 


Walking back to the hotel we passed a tiny shop full of silver jewelry. Michelle spotted a counter 
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full of silver beads up the back and went in. She had been looking for a shop which used to exist on 
Legian but seems to have been blown away by the Bomb. The proprietor came out, a young man with a 
large smile in a terribly disfigured face. It was burn scars. We didn't ask, but it was obvious the shop 
was the same one as she used to buy her beads at. She selected a sample bag for her mother who will 
be going to Bali later this year. 


Back at the hotel we luxuriated in the chill, taking our time packing. I left behind a pair of 
trousers and some other junk so I could fit all the sarongs in my bag, with the CDs and other things 
we'd bought. Michelle had trouble packing all her clothes. Her strategy for smuggling the beads back 
was simple. She would wear them. It made me nervous, but they didn’t look too obvious when she 
donned them, and she would tuck them under her dress when we reached Sydney. 


We left the hotel, driven by a guy called Su in a minibus. His left thumbnail was 3 inches long, 
a sign that he wasn’t required to engage in manual labour. He was a good driver though, and we had 2 
hours to wait for the plane, instead of getting stuck in traffic like we feared. In the airport we watched 
the mezzuine broadcast on TV while I smoked the last of my kretek. (Haven’t had any pangs since 
returning either.) The plane was half empty, and cannier travellers than us commandeered the empty 
rows of seats in the central block to sleep on. 


At Melbourne we were beset by a problem we hadn’t encountered since we left - cold. Michelle 
shivered so much I worried she might have a tropical fever. After a delay we boarded for Sydney, and 
flew off in the beautiful dawn as the sun shone between the layers of cloud. Passing through Sydney 
customs was a breeze, in fact I just walked through after a chat with the officer. Michelle had all the 
wood and was going through the "Something to Declare” gate, with my beads tucked under her blouse. 
She said the inspection was pretty brief because a load of Chinese was coming in around us, and the 
officers were mainly interested in going through their luggage looking for chickens. No kidding, some of 
them had vacuum packed bags of egg yolks and gizzards in their bags, and almost all had some kind of 
foodstuff. It would have to be a custom of some kind. 


Mick drove us home, through the strangely ordered and peaceful and deserted streets of Sydney. 
Our cats hid when we entered the house, just a week away and we were strangers. 


plinko (2004-03-05 16:30:40) 

I think I am going to start taking vacuum packed eggs with me whenever I travel -anywhere-. "Its a custom”, I 
will tell people, ”A local Texas custom. It’s because of the cows, you know?” No one will have any CLUE what I 
am talking about. 


clavicle (2004-03-05 23:26:42) 
smaller bits man! My head hurts already, and I’ve got a giant paragraph to read. Ow. Shit. Wish I was in 
Australia. 


carbonunit (2004-03-06 11:25:47) 
Tough shit nailbunny. But you’re right, I should do that trick where you tuck everything after the first paragraph 
away behind a link. Gotta read the FAQ again. 


3.3.3 Rats (2004-03-07 15:41) 


I was turning the compost heap. I lifted off the outer shell and put it beside the molded heap of compost, 
and forked the fresh clippings and peelings into it. Then I started shovelling out the finished compost into 
a wheelbarrow. Then a rat darted out the side of the square black lump I was shovelling and vanished 
behind the garage. 


78 


I realised there must have been a nest and started carefully scratching the surface of the heap off. 
Sure enough there was a small hollow in the centre of the base, lined with straw, and containing 5 blind 
baby rats. They were just growing fur and covered in fuzzy grey. 


Michelle was sitting on the back step, so I showed them to her. I was worried she would want to 
take them inside and raise them, but we have too many cats for that to work. Luckily she understood 
this, so I picked them out and put them in a small pot, covered with sugarcane mulch, and left them 
stuck in the gap behind the house. When I checked the pot hours later, they were gone. The mother rat 
must have taken them, they were too small and weak to escape themselves. 


It reminded me of when 1 used to live in a warehouse, and my freidn James used to set out sticky 
traps for the cockroaches. They also used to catch the tiny grey mice which lived there with us. James 
was too soft to kill the mice himself and used to bring them around for me to step on. I knew that there 
was no possibility to free them from the trap, sometimes they had already broken their limbs trying to 
escape, and it was best to kill them instantly. I expected these baby rats to freeze in the cold outside the 
nest, but it seems they have survived. They’ll probably come back to plague us. 


The previous rat tenant of the heap had died in an ugly way. I cooked a pot of french sorrel soup 
using sorrel picked from the community garden. I used yoghurt instead of cream, because I didn’t have 
any cream, but the soup didn’t work because the acid in the sorrel curdled the stuff and it came out like 
cottage cheese with brown leaves stirred through it. It didn’t taste so good either. At first I froze it, 
because I thought it might be possible to rescue it sometime, but, seeing the light, I turfed the big frozen 
block of soup into the compost heap one day. The next day the rat was found dead in the middle of the 
lawn. Michelles mum said I should market the stuff and call it Matt-sak. We can’t be sure the soup did 
him in, but the coincidence is too great and the soup was bad enough. 


3.3.4 (2004-03-12 22:33) 


Since when did people start putting all that crap in their hair? Was I asleep? On the bus yesterday I 
suddenly realised that everybody with hair longer than mine ie. 5 millimetres, had tons of crap in their 
hair. They either had mousse or gel or something so their hair stuck out like a freeze frame of themselves 
spinning their head around, or they had slick California Poppy or brilliantine or some kind of oily shit to 
stick it down. What is going on? It’s the Queer Eye boys revenge is what I suspect. They keep talking 
about how cool ”products” are and everyone rushes out like lemmings to buy tons of crap to smear on 
their heads. In the 70s we just didn’t use conditioner and washed our hair every 3rd day or less, and got 
the same result. Once I sat on a train behind a guy whose hair smelt exactly like a cold lamb chop. Now 
that’s product! 


3.3.5 (2004-03-16 21:24) 


Michelle has gone back to Bali with her mother, so Pm nearly alone. At least Mick is still here to keep 
me sane. 


Michelles mother Pam loved flying, which was a big surprise. She was always the sort of person who 
swore that she would never go on a plane and that people who did were idiots etc. I guess the events 
of the past few years, all the deaths in our family, has changed her mind. They’re following the same 
itinerary we did, except they spent a whole day in Denpassar tracking down factories that manufacture 
the clothes they like. They want to purchase them at the source, which is smart. I just hope they don’t 
bring too much home. 


When they get to Ubud they’ll show Nyoman the web page I made about his hotel and published 
[1]here. I hope he likes it. We printed out the photos too, he has a tattered book of pictures he takes 
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down to the coach setdown point to try and tempt tourists to stay at his place. 


If you have the bandwidth, I posted some media files from bali. The AVI files are motion JPEG, from a 
Fujifilm digital camera. This means that most Windows Media players don’t like them, but Quicktime 
handles them fine. 

2|2004-02-19 1303.04 _Driving -through _village.avi 

Driving through a village west of Singaraja, about 14MB. 


3]2004-02-19 -1343.00 _Singaraja.avi 
In Singaraja, 14MB. 


4|2004-02-17 _Kecak1.mp3 
This is a MP3 of the Kecek performance we saw in Ubud. It’s very high quality, you can hear the tourists 
whispering behind me. 80MB. 


Available for a limited time, so get them now! 


1. http: //mspong.org/bali/ 


4. http://mspong. org/bali/2004-02-17_Kecak1 .mp3 


3.3.6 Mishmosh (2004-03-27 20:11) 


Michelle and Pam return from Bali 


We knew our nightmares were true when we saw them staggering down the ramp at the arrival 
gate laden down with a tropical rainforest worth of carved wood. Actually it wasn’t that bad, but Pam 
did go overboard on the carved wooden screens which they traditionally install above the windows in 
Bali. She did set out with the full intention of buying these items, but we were surprised how many. She 
intends to mount them on the wall above her windows, which isn’t very functional unless she knocks 
the bricks out from behind them, but at least it will look Balinese. She also ordered a bench to the 
dimensions of their bay window, which is being delivered. 


They had a good time. The hotel which we stayed at in Kuta, the Champling Mas, seems to 
have had a systems crash the day they arrived. The staff were kind of unresponsive and they couldn’t 
find any bookings and didn’t seem very interested in giving them rooms. They went across the street to 
another hotel though and were welcomed with open arms. This happened to several other travellers too. 


They spent a lot of time in Bali sourcing out their favourite clothes. They have plans to try and 
import them and either sell them from a shopfront or online. I am a bit sceptical about their chances of 
breaking even on this - their motivation comes from the fact that they both like the clothes made there, 
wear them often, and people often ask them where these clothes come from. usually they come from one 
of those hippy mungbean shops that sell incense and crystals and journals covered in pink fur and tarot 
cards. I think that the problem is that, although these clothes look great when Pam and Michelle wear 
them, and other women want to look the same, when it comes to actually buying these clothes they 
hesitate. They worry about whether they can be worn to work, or what their freidns would say. When a 
woman comes up to Michelle and says she loves her beaded skirt, what she means is, she wishes she had 
the guts to wear some colourful clothes instead of the drab minimalist designer junk or tragic Target 
crap they wear instead. At any rate, I suport them in their endeavors, and they seem dead serious about 
establishing a relationship with the manufacturers. 


Nyoman at the Champling Mas was ecstatic about his [l]web page, but immediately wanted it 
enhanced with more pictures, and started dragging them around his hotel showing them the best spots 
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and taking pictures of them with their camera. Apparently the room with the open bathroom he told us 
about is on the third floor, a floor we didn't even know existed when Michelle and I stayed there first. 
The stairs up to this room are steep and exposed and tiled and don't even have a railing, so don't stay 
there if you intend to drink before you return at night. At least the view was good. There is a blanket 
planning law on Bali that no building can be taller than a palm tree. When I first heard this I thought 
it was a wise aesthetic choice, but when Michelle told me about this rooftop room, I realised it was to 
stop crazy hotel owners from stacking rooms on top whenever they want to expand. 


They brought me home a beautiful hanging wooden fruitbat, and a bottle of arrack. 


Mick, his gall stone 


Mick is recovering from having his gall bladder removed. The operation was on Tuesday, and he 
was home Wednesday afternoon. That's pretty good recovery time for having even a totally useless 
organ removed. 


Pm not sure what the gall bladder does except store gall. It sounds like the seminal vesicle of 
the digestive tract, shooting it’s load into your bellyful of spaghetti bolognaise. That's disgusting. 
Anyway, we don’t need gallbladders any more, because we don’t starve for three days and then bring 
down a wild pig and try to eat 3 kilos of scortched pork fat. If we did, the bile stored in the gallbladder 
could be useful to emmulsify all that fat and help digest it, but because we eat a steady stream of fatty 
things nowadays the gallbladder sits there loaded and ready, slowly calcifying and building up gallstones. 
The gallstone wouldn’t be a problem except it rolls around stops the bile from dripping down the duct 
the way it should. 


Pam and Michelle went to the hospital with him, I had to go to work. While they waited for 
Mick to go into surgery they watched some surgeons practicing with a telerobotic remote cutter. They 
have been developing this recently for use in remote locations like Antarctica and oil platforms and the 
outback where they can’t fly surgeons in or at least it’s too expensive. The surgeons had their arms 
encased in force feedback rigs, and watched the action on a screen, as the big white waldos swung back 
and forth across an empty gurney, flexing and reaching out and wriggling like a crab. Michelle said it 
reminder her of the video for All Is Full Of Love by Bjork, but not as sexy. 


We all visited him that night, he was feeling okay. They don’t cut you open for this kind of pro- 
cedure any more, they make several "stab wounds” which are essentially round in profile and close up by 
themselves. They make one for the light, one for the cutters, one for the drain and one for the extraction. 
The thing they don’t tell you about ”keyhole” surgery is how many keyholes there are. Anyway, he was 
allowed to come home the next day after he demonstrated his ability to eat a meal and keep it down. 
He said he felt like he had a brick in his gut, but he’s able to walk around and sit up. They presented 
him with his gallstone, a round dark thing in a jar which looks like a chocolate truffle. I hear they pay 
good money for those things in China, apparently they use them to make traditional medicines. 


Michelle might have a new boob 


Michelle has also been seeing some surgeons recently planning her breast reconstruction. I never 
blogged this, but about a week after my fathers funeral she discovered a rapidly growing lump in her left 
breast which turned out to be cancer. It was type 3, which means very aggressive, and about 2 weeks 
later she was in hospital having a complete mastectomy of her left breast. That was a bad time for her, 
and for me too. Still, we kept it all together and now she is almost fully recovered. I’ll write some more 
about this later, not just now. 
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Anyway, she has a prosthetic breast, a big silicone tit, but she hates it. And who wouldn't? It 
gets incredibly hot, pressed up against her skin like that, especially in hot countries, and she can't even 
swim or go out without worrying about it. So she is thinking about plastic surgery. The only problem 
is, she is a large girl, and her right tit is also rather large as well. They really couldn't construct a breast 
to match it, so she will have to have reduction surgery on the right one, then reconstruction on the left. 
This is complicated by the fact that she has to lose and then stabilise her body weight before all this is 
done, and then maintain her weight afterwards. So, we're talking diet. 


I have no doubt she can do this, she's as determined and tough as they come. But it will be a 
long field to plow. She's still enduring the after affects of the chemo- and radiotherapy, which makes 
it harder, and she's on hormone reduction therapy to induce early menopause, because the cancer was 
oestrogen receptive. This causes hot flushes and mood swings. Nobody knows the ramifications that 
cancer treatments bring. For instance, she had the lymph glands removed from her left armpit, because 
that's one of the primary ways that cancer spreads. They were analysed and 2 of the 11 nodes had 
cancerous cells. Anyway, now the lymph is not being drained from her left arm, she is in danger of 
getting severe oedema of the arm. This can be caused by an infection, sunburn, or low pressure, so 
she needs to wear a surgical stocking when she flies, and we always keep plenty of disinfectant around 
wherever we go in case she gets scratched. Who would have thought that breast cancer could mean that, 
long after you are in remission, you get scratched by a cat and then your arm swells up like a useless 
meat club attached to your side? 


[2] Constellation records 


Godspeed You Black Emperor are a good band. They play sad, heartfelt instrumental music, 
very emotionally charged, haunting, extended mini symphonys that express their radical honesty and 
their belief that futility is not an obstacle. I’ve been listening to them recently and it keeps me going. 
I bought 3 of their albums one day in town, based on recommendations from friends, and it was like 
vitamins for my soul. One cool thing about their label Constellation is you can mail order records from 
them by sending US dollars. Great if you don't have a credit card. Having a few greenbacks left over 
from paying for my visa into Bali, I sent them off and ordered some albums from the other bands on 
their roster (as well as an LP copy of F #A infinity, with the included blueprint and flattened penny). 
Anyway, Silver Mount Zion is also worth checking out. Several members of GSBE play in this band too, 
plus others. They sing, they have lyrics, and they rock, at least in a very sad and mournful way. Pm 
ordering more. 


Gardening 


I spent most of today working in the garden. The box hedge is getting too fat, so I have to do 
radical surgery on it. I’ve cut away most of the branches from one quarter of it, the bit which sticks out 
furthest over the lawn. When that heals up a little, when the green shoots make it look less like a willow 
in winter, I’ll do the other quarter. We don’t mind if it grows high, but years of lax trimming have let 
the branches grow out. There is actually a rose which has it’s trunk halfway under the hedge, and it 
goes along the ground to get out from under the leaves. It produces well though, so that might be a way 
to cultivate roses. The local garden shop is closing down so I bought up half price compressed lucern 
blocks and cow manure. The avocado and mango seeds I planted down the side have sprouted, so I 
transplanted them into pots. Mango seeds have several embryos in each one. When they sprout, the first 
to get their shoot outside the shell grows big, but there are usually a few smaller shoots concertina’d up 
inside like ingrown hairs. A few weeks ago I trimmed the runners of bullgrass which were trailing over 
the gutter, and took them inside to a bar patch in the lawn, and cut channels in the soil with a shovel 
and buried them. Now the green shoots are starting to come out, and soon we should have some decent 
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lawn. 


1. http: //mspong.org/bali 


2. http: //www.cstrecords.com/ 


3.3.7 Food which moves (2004-03-29 06:24) 


The other day I had to leave my office building, cross Castlreigh street and enter another to receive 
instructions from my lords and masters. Only one of the 3 dark lords of the company I work for was 
present, but the other two manifest themselves apon the giant screen to divulge to me my instructions. 
I cannot speak regarding their terrible designs, except to say they were wise and merciful. 


Anyway, as I was leaving the building, the lift stopped on level 2 and these girls wheeled a trolley 
laden with pavlova in and rode down to ground level with me. This isn’t uncommon in this building, 
it is the home of a large magazine publisher and they have a test kitchen to make everything for their 
cooking books. Most of the products of the kitchen are destined for the photographic studio next door 
where they are snapped under hot lights and then maybe eaten by the staff, or discarded if they are some 
kind of fake photographic food like that ice cream they make out of instant mashed potato, but they also 
offer inhouse catering for meetings. That is what this pavlova was most likely destined for. A pavlova is 
an Australian desert by the way, a large meringue with a soft centre and a pile of whipped cream and 
fruit on top. 


The cool thing about this pavlova was that they had stuck thin slices of carambola or star fruit in 
the top, and they were waving backwards and forwards as the trolley moved. I realised that there are 
very few foods which have movement integral to their enjoyment, and that this was a clever idea to get 
this fruit waving at the consumer like that. The first other example which I could think of was of course 
jelly. But that’s obvious. Then I thought of this really cool Japanese dish I once had which was fried 
seafood, but they had shaken seaweed flakes on top just before serving. The seaweed flakes adhered to 
the crust along one edge, and waved frantically in the rising heat. They looked like an army of leafcutter 
ants attacking my dinner. Cool. And what about souffle, which has subtle movement when it subsides 
when you break the crust? And those Korean barbeques they serve on a hot iron plate which sizzle and 
smoke and jump around in front of you as they finish cooking? 


There are drinks with things suspended in them, like those iced teas with sago balls you drink through 
a thick straw and the black balls zip up the straw one by one. Even better, there is a honey flavoured 
drink which has basil seeds suspended in it. The mucilaginous coating hydrates and swells up about the 
black seed, and it ends up looking like a bottle of tiny eyeballs swirling around. Swirling reminded me of 
lime spiders and coke floats where the icecream mixes with the soda in long trails, but these aren’t really 
self moving foods, they have to be animated. The only self motivating liquid I can think of is miso soup, 
which as actually pretty good and nearly as entertaining as a lava lamp when properly made. Still, the 
pavlova was only waving when it was being moved. 


Live foods have the most authentic movement, but how rare are they? Live oysters move, they creep this 
way and that in their shell if you watch closely enough, but it’s pretty subtle. Much more lively were the 
green ants I ate in the Northern Territory which tasted like lime sorbet. They’re everywhere, running up 
and down trees even in the city park. Someday Ill try those replete honey ants which hang under stones 
in the desert like tan grapes, swollen with nectar. They don’t move much though, just feebly wiggle 
their legs when you bite their abdomen off. The green ants try and bite you back. The aborigines liked 
to eat mangrove worms raw. Not really worms, they are elongated slugs which bore their way through 
mangrove roots. I’ve seen them lover the wriggling black strips into their mouths, but somehow it doesn’t 
appeal to me. Food can be too lively. 


In the future one of the unintended consequences of nanotechnology will be moving food. For instance, 
by engineering crispbread right, you could get a biscuit which, when a corner is snapped off, starts to 
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fold itself along a set of prestressed creases into an origami crane. This would be entertaining but hard 
to eat, and you wouldn't want any of the chunks to snap open on the way down your throat either. Still, 
I’m sure that self motivating food will someday be considered very tasteful, and chefs will have to acquire 
some of the skills of choreographers or animators to satisfy public demand for dishes which move. 


3.3.8 Happy birthday dad (2004-03-29 21:40) 


My father would have been 74 today. I miss him worst when these occassions roll around. We used to 
get a barbequed chicken and salad and go and visit him. Michelle used to distract him while I smuggled 
underwear and new jeans into his drawers. He’d make us cups of tea and tell us how the world was going 
to hell and his solutions to all the stories in the news. All I can say is thank god for Michelle and her 
family, at least there are some decent people left in the world. 


3.4 April 


3.4.1 The grape truck (2004-04-04 06:39) 


Yesterday Pam and Mick drove down to visit Micks mother. As they were leaving, they spotted a com- 
motion up the road from our house. The local wog gentlemen were getting their grape delivery. 


The grape truck is one of those calendar events which mark out the year. We actually noticed the 
truck the night before, but didn’t realise what it was. 


Once a year a truck leaves Griffith loaded with tons of grapes in white styrofoam boxes and heads 
for Five Dock. It parks at the top of the hill in our street - mainly because the guy who arranges this 
lives therem but it also seems handy because some of the buyers wheel the boxes home on hand carts. 
Early in the morning many local gentlemen of Italian or other Meditarranean heritage gather to receive 
the boxes of grapes they ordered. 
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They aren't actually queueing up along that wall, the orders are numbered and the big guy on the truck 
calls them out. Those receiving a large load carefully drive their cars up onto the verge so they can be 
loaded directly from the truck. That trailer looks pretty overloaded, and the rims were almost touching 
the ground, but the driver only lived down the road a few metres. The dark grapes are Muscatel, the 
light ones are some variety with a difficult to remember name beginning with W. They are, of course, 
destined to be made into wine. 


I had to take pictures this year, and quizzed several of the men about their wine and how they made 
it. No more stomping the grapes with bare feet, nowadays they all seem to have some kind of small mill 
that sounds like a modified mincer which juices the grapes quickly and hygenically. 


I wasn’t intending to tell them about my own efforts in this field, but when several of the men started 
joshing me about paying for all the information I had extracted from them I offered to pay by giving them 
a taste of my own home brew. They were quite amused by this idea, so I fetched a bottle and some cups 
and passed it around. They said it was sweet, maybe too sweet, but they didn’t gag and retch either. 
Also, I have in the past tasted some of their own efforts at red wine and found it to be pretty rough stuff, 
brown as strong tea and a bit caustic. Several of them were very interested in the idea that wine could 
be made out of stuff other than grapes, but as soon as I started explaining how it was done, with the 
measurements and the citric acid and nutrient and sugar and multiple rackings, they lost interest. With 
the grapes they just juice it, maybe steep some of the skins in the juice for red wine, then ferment in big 
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stainless steel beer barrels for a few months. 


plinko (2004-04-05 20:23:46) 
Wow. Nothing like that ever happens in my area. Well, except I do have this one eccentric friend who makes 
habenero pepper wine/liquor. I think someone drank some, once, and had to go to the hospital. 


3.4.2 Great article (2004-04-28 10:36) 
Simplistic, sure, but cuts right to the heart. 


http://www.theage.com.au/articles/2004/04/22/1082616260498.html 


3.4.3 Picturesque England (2004-04-29 06:43) 


[1] 
1. http://mspong. org/picturesque/contents.html 


3.4.4 Bad mofo juju bean (2004-04-30 06:15) 


There's some bad juju on the net today. Many things are malfing, but only a little bit, and only for some 
people, usually the people who are most on edge, the people who will react the worst and go mental when 
something doesn't work immediately. 


Actually, my personal site also seems to be down at this time, which is embarresing when I host all 
the images there, and post a big fat link to my new book what I digitised. It’s done this before though - 
it’s because I don’t have a fixed IP address and when they change that it takes awhile for the new address 
to propagate through the name servers. I could have a fixed address but it would cost more money. Not 
a lot, but I hate to waste money when it can be avoided. Anyway, users in America wouldn't notice, it 
propagates fast enough to be seamless there. 
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Maybe I should cultivate the habit of watching one of those net weather watcher sites, where you can see 
the traffic spikes. At least it would give us something to blame at work when the gremlins strike. ”"’'m 
sorry, there’s a big bitstorm at the moment in the Telstra backbone, tryagainlaterbyebye-” 


3.5 May 


3.5.1 (2004-05-12 06:30) 


About 5 times in the past I have seen a strange and suspicious sight. While waiting for my morning bus 
to take me to the soul extraction facility, my attention was attracted to a new white car which pulls to 
a stop several metres up the road. A person of indeterminate sex steps out. Shi is wearing soft looking 
black clothing, very tastful, and huge dark sunglasses which accentuate the palor of hir face. Shi also 
seems to have one of those mild genetic conditions that makes you very skinny and weak and with a 
highly attenuated chin. In fact, lets be perfectly frank about this, its a bloody ”grey” alien driving a 
white Holden sports. Anyway, this creature steps out of the car and walks into a Spanish style white 
brick house for a few moments before emerging with a briefcase. It puts the briefcase in the trunk fo the 
car, climbs in and drives away. 


What the hell am I supposed to do when aliens are allowed to drive around in cool clothes and fancy 
cars transporting suitcases of who knows what, probably live organs or something, can I defend the earth 
from their ravages on my own? 


3.5.2 Musings on the recent news from Iraq (2004-05-14 07:05) 


Would you pass the Millgram test? Stanley Millgrams experiment is well known nowadays. He took a 
bunch of volunteers who were university students, who were presumed to be highly educated, and tested 
their ability to apply pain to other people when encouraged to do so. They were participating in a 
simulated experiment where they were told they were testing other subjects learning abilities with pain 
as the punishment. The meta experiment revealed what we all know, that under the right conditions 
average people will torture other people to unconsciousness and beyond, when they are told to do so. 


http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Milgram -experiment 


So, would you go all the way? Almost anyone would say no. I can’t imagine turning the pain dial 
up to eleven on anyone, no matter how many labcoated scientists were urging me to do so. I’d like to 
think I would fail miserably to complete the experiment. I’d tell the scientists to get stuffed and walk 
out. I'd probably call the cops. Or would I? That's the question. Once you know about the existence of 
the Millgram experiment, you can’t really work out how you would react to it in the wild. If someone 
tried to invite me to take part in a social conditioning experiment I would be highly suspicious that it 
was just such a double blind experiment and wouldn’t cooperate 


Only 60 percent of Millgrams subjects gave their “subject” the maximum 450 volts which made the 
actor pretend to pass out, but none of the original group stopped before 300 simulated volts. 


Pve never been a follower, but then, I’ve never had the luxury of following. I had the good fortune 
to be rejected from all social circles at school and so I had no alternative but to develop independence. 
Once I was out of school for a few years, met some different people and learnt more about life I started 
to realise how lucky I was. Now I consider every moment of pain and loneliness I went through a fair 
price to pay for being what I am. 


Not everyone is lucky enough to be the nerd outsider. Many people go through their lives like twitching 
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puppets who have tangled their strings together. Together they perform a dance of simulated conscious- 
ness, as their collective crosstalk damps out the conflicting movements, leaving only general gravitation 
towards certain goals. 


People who join armies tend to desire structure in their lives. They tend to relish being told what 
to do. No matter what reason they give when asked why they serve, if they didn't enjoy taking orders, 
their resentment would push them out. 


It doesn't take a man with a labcoat to make people torture each other. It doesn’t take a superior 
of any kind. A group of people can encourage each other until they collectively transcend the bounds of 
normal human behaviour. Groups are particularly good at this. Each member sees the others actions 
and repeats them, with a little amplification, and you end up with a raging mob. Still, there has to 
be underlying desire to coordinate the group. There has to be a tendency towards a certain kind of 
behaviour, otherwise the group mind would fall apart or remain static. Orders are orders, but when the 
group disobeys orders they are certainly doing what they really want to do. 


When soldiers in other wars tortured their prisoners the only record of the event to survive was their 
memories and some rumours. Sometimes a soldier was court martialled and the fact was paraded as a 
reassurance that the other soldiers were morally pure. They tried to control the press in this current war 
to prevent the rumours from spreading. It looks like information really does want to be free. 


The fundamental fault with our species seems to be that we are shit. 1 would like to formally de- 
cline my membership in the human race. As St Ripley said, "Nuke the site from orbit, it’s the only way 
to be sure.” 


3.5.3 (2004-05-14 16:35) 


Hal Hartley movies always make me think of Autumn. Autumn, on the other hand, makes me think of 
Hal Hartley movies. Especially ones like Trust. Walking around in an overcoat in the sunshine smoking 
a 


cigarette. His characters seem sort of idealised as well, they exist in another layer of reality to our 
own. Sepperated from the world by a thin membrane of celuloid. 


Living in Sydney means I spend about 5 months in Apocalypse Now, at least as far as the weather 
is concerned, then 7 months with Hal. The funny thing about Sydney is that, although we get some 
rain on the coastal regions, all our reservoirs are inland, within or nehind the Blue Mountains, and they 
haven’t been getting any rain at all. Altogether we have 2 years water supply, but the levels are as low 
as they have ever been. Current water restrictions prevent us from washing anything with a hose, and 
using fixed spray irrigation systems. Soon, hand watering will be restricted, which is fair enough. Pm 
going to get a water tank installed for the garden, they make cool flattened corrugated iron jobs which 
are perfect for installing against walls. I know a guy who filled half his back yard with a huge tank which 
is completely full. With his solar power system and solar hot water he’s almost completely untied himself 
from the utilities. He actually gets $5 credits a year from the power company from watts sent back into 
the grid. 


Just about every moment not spent at work or travelling too and from work I’ve been ploughing into 
a project. I’m sampling all my old Stalking the Nightmare tapes again, this time at high quality. It 
takes a little coordination - I tend to set a tape playing, then go and do other things, and always have 
to remember to leave one going when I leave for work in the morning and go to sleep at night. Despite 
occassional hiccups, and one big one where I had to throw out the first 10 shows because the levels were 
too high and overloaded, I should be finished in a month. MP3 compression by lame —preset standard, 
and audio CDs of all the good quality recordings. I won’t be able to produce customised jackets for these 
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disks, there’ll be too many of them. There are at least 70 shows of good enough quality for audio disks, 
which means 140 CDRs. 


About half the tape reels were recorded at 3 2/4 inches per second, the others at 7 1/2 ips. The 
ones recorded at faster speed were done on a high quality Tascam 4 track recorder, which can also record 
at 15 ips for ultra high quality. When I got to the end of the slow ones, I plugged the Tascam in, only 
to find out it was kaput. The capstan didn’t spin, no matter what I did. So, in desperation, I plugged 
the other machine back in. It has 7 1/2 ips capability, which never worked as long as I have known it. A 
little tinkering, and viola, it worked! The secret, all this time, was that you have to switch it on in high 
speed mode. It’s a pity about the Tascam, but it’s the size of a mini fridge and weighs more, I won’t 
be unhappy to toss it. Only, I won’t be able to play my tape of Pete Kelly playing accoustic guitar. 
Although I could sample it and timeshift it to the right speed. 


3.5.4 (2004-05-20 07:01) 


VALERIAN 
TEA 


1. http://mspong.org/valarian/index.html 


3.5.5 (2004-05-26 20:59) 


It's so lovely and cold now, so delightfully cold. We even had some rain recently! Not enough to break 
the drought, but some. Just enough to settle the dust a little bit. Our car has been covered in dust 
recently, it settles in the dew drops and leaves little yellow circles all across the windscreen. This dust 
that comes from hundreds of miles away, some farmers wheat field blowing away. They got better rain 
inland than we did on the coast. 


Pm up to the fifties in the STN tape digitisation project. The first batch of reels are finished, now 
I’m into the cassettes. It’s time to start contemplating what sort of packaging. There will be enough 
audio CDs to fill 2 large cases, and enough MP3 disks to fill a small one. I’m thinking of making a kind 
of ”STN Box” like the Merzbox thingy, packaged in an old Globite school case. You can always find the 
old school cases cheaply, if they are a little damaged. There won't be many full collections made, though, 
just one for me, one for Graham Mann, and maybe one more. 1'1l be making far more MP3 copies though. 


[1]Papercdcase is a really neat idea. I’ve been sending Terry some material recently, downloaded weird- 
ness, and printing cases for the CDs using this design. I might package the MP3 disks in individual cases 
with designs that reference the content of the shows, but that will be a lot of designs, there might be 25 
disks. 


1. http: //www.papercdcase.com/ 
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3.5.6 (2004-05-26 21:31) 


Work has slowed down recently, thank the stars. I'm starting to get really jack of this gig. It’s the 
frustration that really hurts. I’ve got teeth marks on my fingers from biting them while listening to some 
dork who really doesn’t want to solve a problem deliberately stuff up some settings I’m trying to talk 
him through. Too many of our customers put their stupid young loser employees on the phone when 
I call them, and they resent being made to think, or even being threatened with thought. This is the 
cutting edge I’m talking about - forget the people who really want to use the internet, we've got the 
people who really don't, but have to. Not the early adopters, not the regular users, not even the slightly 
dubious mumsies nervously sending email, Pm talking about the sullenly belligerant country bumpkins 
who discard it all as stupid city business, but have to use it anyway. 


I support [1]XchangeIT, software used by newsagents to download information about magazines into 
their point-of-sale systems. In essence it’s a FTP client which is automated to visit several servers and 
retrieve only the users files. Pretty simple in concept, but vast in it’s capacity to break in the hands of 
our users. 


Take the issue of dialup internet usernames and passwords. Pretty simple in concept. Two words 
with the magical power to allow access to the net. But think about them for a moment - what exactly 
are they? Nobody knows. Most users don’t even know their own email adress. There’s usually some 
old secretary or keeper of the secret papers at each shop, who gathered up all the paper associated with 
buying their internet account and put in in a shoe box. If you can find her, you might be able to find the 
secret words. If not, we have all the popular ISPs phone numbers on hand. Then we have to call back 
again and again, until they can be bothered to call and find out their details. 


They’re not all so unwilling, and some of them are really smart, but the ones that stay with you are the 
thickos, the retards. The main requirement for this job is not technical brilliance, not communication 
skills, but endless Buddha-like patience. Buddha is a big help. Whenever I feel my teeth meet in my 
flesh, I just have to remember - nothing is permanent. The universe will continue to evolve. This user, 


this case, this ridiculous problem is just an illusion, maya, distraction from enlightenment. That helps. 
Until the next caller. 


1. http://www.xchangeit.com.au/ 


3.6 June 


3.6.1 Bye bye Paul (2004-06-02 06:08) 
You were an inspiration. An icon. You held people together. The world is darker now. 
They played Godspeed and Sigur Ros at your funeral too. Nice touch that. 


Onwards. 


3.6.2 Fixing a Psion in Australia (2004-06-03 06:09) 


My Psion failed last year. One day it just flipped out, the only thing it would display on the screen was 
a series of parralel lines. I thought it was the backup battery failed, so I bought a new one - no good. 


A little research online revealed the actual culprit - the flexi cable which connects the screen to the 


motherboard failed. There was a site that sold replacement cables [1]here, but the replacement process 
was frightening. 
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Luckily [2]JME in Victoria were mentioned on the flexi cable site. They had one cable in stock, and 
they repaired my Psion good as new. I lost a couple of months of data but otherwise it’s perfect. 


So if you live in Australia and want your Psion repaired, these guys are the ones. However, I rec- 
comend you do the [3]blind backup procedure which I didn’t find before I sent off my unit. The best I 
could do was to try and blind copy the contents of the C drive to the removable D drive. 


1. http://www.psionflexi.fsbusiness.co.uk/home.htm 
2. (http://www. jme.com.au/ 


3. [http://www.psionflexi.fsbusiness.co.uk/blind_back_up.htm 


(2004-06-02 23:30:36) psion 
When the cable fails you can generally open the display slightly and it will work. You then will be able to navigate 
to the pclink section and back it up. 


3.6.3 Return to Bali (2004-06-05 20:51) 


Michelle and I are going back to Bali. This makes the third time this year for her, the second time for 
me. 


Michelle has a more structured imperative for returning, she has ordered a large amount of clothing 
from a factory in Ubud. These are skirts and blouses made using the local embroidery style, where they 
make a kind of embroidery lace by cutting intricate shapes out of the cloth and then sewing edges around 
each shape. Since she bought some of this clothing last time she was there she's been constantly bothered 
with people asking her where she buys them, and she wants to try a market stall selling them. 


Pm looking forward to 2 things - seeing Bali in the dry season, and exploring the cities. Last time I 
went it was the height of the wet, and the 32C temps were compounded by the incredible damp humidity 
and daily rain storms. The temperatures are the same all year around in Bali but the humidity should 
be down around 10 % this time. In short, I won't look like a wet cat this time, and won't feel like 
Pm wrapped in a damp blanket in a sauna. And, we intend to spend a lot of time in the capital city 
Denpassar. Last time we just drove through on our way from Legian to Ubud, but our breif glimpse was 
very intriguing. This time we intend to catch taxis in the early morning from our hotel to the middle 
of Denpassar and just wander around. It's a small but very dense city, completely unplanned, dirty and 
crowded. We'll leave the rice paddys and mountains to the other tourists this time. We're both city 
people anyway. It should be fun. 


3.6.4 (2004-06-08 12:09) 


We are staying in the Vilarisi hotel, which is across the gang from the last hotel we stayed in. A far more 
salubrious establishment, less seedy. In the morning we watched from the balcony as the neighbourhood 
awoke. The men left their houses wearing their sarongs and bandanas, big silver trays on their hands, 
walking backwards and forwards in their compounds and the streets outside, leaving the offerings of rice 
and flowers and coloured powders in their little palm frond trays. This is breakfast for the local spirits 
of place. Sometimes they season the offering with a squirt from a sauce bottle, sometimes they leave 
tiny glass of arrack nearby. The ones they elave on the ground in the centre of their gates and doorways 
are quickly hoovered up by dogs or gobbled by chickens. The compound directly beneath our balcony 
has many neem trees to keep the insects away, with their drooping wrinkled leavesm, and they also have 
a Norfolk Island pine. There are many of these aroundthe place, I think they like the resemblance to a 
pagoda. 


Early in the morning we set out to walk to the south of Legian, taking the small paths between 
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buildings as is our wont, between high walls of volcanic rock topped with sharp teeth of broken bottle 
glass set in concrete. The weather here is not dry as advertised, maybe just a little less humid than the 
last time we came to Bali. The pests were less insistent we buy their crappy caps and tee shirts. The 
only thing we needed was water. 


We found our way blocked by a small river running through a high walled culvert. Local men 
had parked their scooters nearby and were fishing for the small silver bream like fish with microscopic 
tackle and roled up bits of paper as floats. The banks were lined with convolvulus trees and we sat in 
their shade and drank water watching them clinging to the sloping walls like tree frogs, casting into the 
little eddies behind washed up piles of debris. There was a terrifying bridge across the streem, bundles 
of driftwood lashed together with a low splintered bamboo pole as a handrail. I stepped on it and the 
timbers turned beneath my feet. A tiny hovel on the other side next to a field of banana plants growing 
in what appeared to be a abandoned building ste. 


Onwards, past cafes and warungs specialising in the preperation of frogs, past men building new 
houses, tossing the small red bricks up to their buddies on the spiky scaffolding. Past more men building 
a temple for the new house. In Bali every house must have a temple, even if only a single pagoda and 
a seat/alter for the gods to sit in. It’s as ubiquitous part of a backyard compound as a barbeque back 
home. 


We walked in a large loop back towards jelan legian, then caught a taxi to Denpasar. 


Denpassar. A more toxic and frightful name could not be imagined. This city lies a little to the 
north of Kuta and Legian, the main ports of entry to this island. It is the capital and cheif trading 
centre, and the site of some of the largest and most noxious markets to be found in asia. The taxi 
dropped us off on a roaring throughfare, crowded with bemos, vans, swarms of darting motor scooters 
and bicycles, hand carts, and pedestrians carrying huge bundles and baskets on their heads. Immediately 
the locals started oggling Michelle. She is a large girl, and they fnd her most attractive. The totally 
ignored me as they rushed up to introduce themselves, flashing white teeth in their brown spotty faces. 
They are freindly though, just very appreciative of her charms, and didn’t impede our progress. 


I was loving every second. It was absolute balls-out information overload. The smell was high, 
from the green murky river running belowm and the puddles of stagnant water, and the open drains 
which must have been nearby, because they always are. There was not one vacant metre of space on 
the sidewalk where someone wasn’t hawking something. Hand made knives fixed in rough wooden 
handes, forged iron farming impliments, plastic dishes and buckets and collanders and basins, cooking 
impliments, woks, strainers, lifters and stirers, and less recognisable impliments. There were sheds full 
of ayam (chicken) and bebek( duck) in all stages of life, from baskets of ducklings, eggs, fertile eggs in 
blankets, to crowded pens of the squawking live birds, to messy bloody gut encrusted tables with the 
slaughtered remains and the blood draining away. There were baskets. There is a sophisticated local 
basket economy, they use baskets for just about everything, they are the cardboard boxes of asia. And 
all the time the bemo vans and pony carts and bicycles with huge square baskets on ether side of the 
panier were flowing or getting blocked into giant jams inbetween. 


There were a lot of cops. Their job is mainly to stop traffic with sheer force of will and constant 
blasts on their whistles, to allow parked vehicles to enter the stream f traffic. There were a lot of beggars, 
who would only latch on for a minute or so before deciding their time was better spent elsewhere. 
We crossed the river, on a road bridge, with metal baskets containing pots full of lovely variegated 
wysteria,grown fat and like giant bonsai. They have constant rain hee, so potted plants do just fine 
unatended. The market buildings loomed above us. They were scary, barren concrete shells, three 
stories high each, with starcases zigzagging up their faces, and swarming with people. As we approached 
the stair a woman called Ali attached herself to us. She essentially fell into step before us as we ducked 
through the low doorway and entered the ground floor, and became our guide. She had one eye, the 
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blind orb was a yellowy white smear on her face. She had dark skin and the usual spray of moles across 
her cheeks. 


Inside was fearsomely hot and smelly. The ground floor was the spice section, everywhere there 
was bags and sacks and barrels and pots of mostly brown grannular things. There were hessian sacks 
of dried tamarind pods and galangal roots, and small bundles of reeking vanilla pods, and cardammon, 
curry leaves, nutmeg, mace like dried up orange peels, shredded dried fish, shredded dried cuttlefish, flat 
dried squids on sticks like something found on the beach, and thousands of different powders heaped 
up into conical mounds on plastic basins. There were many shelves with pakcets, both printed plastic 
sealed pakcs like any supermarket, and strange woven juju bags tied together in bundles. There was a 
one to one relationship to buyers and sellers, but the sellers were often buying sacks and barrels of the 
stuff. They used gleaming silver impliments like a section of steel pipe cut on an accute angle which 
they plunged deep into the sacks and heaps to take core samples from the centre and make sure the 
goods were the same all the way through. There were several tax officials wandering around, neat older 
women in power suits made of batik, with clipboards and short haircuts, keeping tabs on the turnover. 
Our guide wasn’t actually much help at this point, she seemed to be trying to steer us away from the 
other half of the building and up the internal stairs. We obligingly followed, and found ourselves on the 
material floor. 


The humidity was starting to get to us - despite being the dry season, it’s still about as humid 
as before a major storm back home. The hanging miles of fabric seemed to keep the steamy atmosphere 
in and make it hard to breath, as though we were being smothered in them instead of walking between 
and through them. Michelle was overwhelmed, by the variety and the garishness of the product 
Everywhere we went were stacks and bundles and rough wooden tabes piled high with polyester lace 
and cotton sheets and rolls of padding, and women trying to sell them to us. We didn’t spend a lot of 
time there before we climbed up to the next level, which was all handicrafts. 


I was particularly interested in tools and anything made locally which has a mass produced ana- 
log in the west. Michelle actually spotted my first purchase there, brass and wrought iron padlocks 
hanging from a stall. I started to fiddle with them and I guess my poker face sliped, because they 
practically incrimented the price before they gave it. We wandered away, to look at some cool cooking 
utensils on another stall, and they chased us, demanding we buy. A little negotiation later and I had 
my locks, also some neat pots for bonsai. We wandered away to another stall with cooking impliments. 
I was trying to find some asian style scissors - they are hand forged from steel, like a pair of tongs with 
sharp blades at the ends, shears. They only had normal chinese made ones. I selected a few things, a 
brass spatula and gigantic wisk and again they quoted a huge price. This time they didn’t reduce it as 
we left, and chased us right out onto the balcony, where we stoppedfor a rest. The guide told us about 
her children and we drank some water, then she returned and negotiated on our behalf for the items we 
selected before. When she returned with the tools the girl from the stall returned with her and followed 
us around for the next hour. 


We descended, back the spice level, and then crossed the bridge to the other market. This one 
seemed more familiar to our guide. It was organised in the same manner, with different things on 
different levels, and a giant fish market on the ground floor, full of white tiled benches covered in the 
remains of fish. I took a lot of pictures, which will be online soon. The people on the stalls didn’t 
mind being photagraphed, and the flash shots came out surprisingly good. I'm getting better at holding 
steady in low light. I bought about 2 kilos of Ching coins, strung together in a massy bundle which I will 
probably end up paying excess baggage over. I want to sew them onto a denim jacket like scale armour. 


We paid our guide off and wandered away, back up into the city proper. The girl from the cook- 
ing impliment stall actually expected to be paid for following us around. 


The roads around the markets were lined with shops very similar to the market stalls. We were 
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blasted though, so, unable to resist, we resorted to a Dunkin Donuts for an iced coffee. It was air 
conditioned and lovely. We also bought a tuna bagel for the cats outside. There are a few global chains 
in Bali, especially KFC and MacDs. Being culture snobs ouselves we tend to avoid them, but then being 
Westerners and nly human we sometimes avail ourselves of their convenience. The huge dose of caffiene 
seemed to help, but I was getting conjunctavitis from the humidity and dust. For much of the day 
everything was blurry as I peered through a thin film of pus. 


Blinking often we proceded onwards, ducking around the parked trucks and bikes, checking out 
the shops, Michelle sniffing out material, myself tools. often locals would come up and practice english 
on us, asking about our children back home, our marriage. Michelle started to get annoyed by the 
womens propensity for touching her up on the bottom, which might have been for luck or fertility. Down 
a long road lined with material and small workshops and a chemist supply store, where I bought a 
beautiful old tin of brilliantine, like a time fossil from 50s Britian. No scissors though. 


About 3PM we stopped for lunch in a small warung, which had the usual array of yellow things 
stacked up on trays in the front window. The problem with these places is that the food is inhumanly 
delicious, but also quite dangerous, if only because of the flies which invariably land on the dishes in the 
window. Michelle taght me the answer. We sa and watied and drank water, until the bored proprieter 
took a dish large yellow lumps from the window, walked over to a cauldron bubbling on the stove, and 
tipped them in. There was also a wok piled high with seething green stuff on the stove. A few minutes 
later, I asked for whatever was in the pot, with rice, and some of the green stuff. There was a tense 
moment when the man took a plate and approached the front window, but he was only getting his tongs. 
He served up a bowl of rice with the sauce from the cauldron and one of the lumps, which he called liver 
but was actually a small chicken liver attached to a much larger gizzard and neck and other tubes, and 
the green stuff was chinese spinach. It was delicious, and there have been no side effects. As Michelle 
says, if it bubbles there won’t be trouble. 


It was time to return, we both felt like we had been sprayed down with sea water we were so 
sweaty, and my eyes were really going. We crossed the river again, catching an urchin in the act of 
shitting in the water right near the bridge. It was mustard yellow and a foot long, if you must know. 
We walked a long way down the road which lead back to Kuta, just enjoying the afternoon, then caught 
a bemo. We travelled alongside the river, and saw some men fishing with a seine net - fine mesh I’m 
afraid, probably grogan-proof. 


It was joy to get back to our room, the shower water ran grey. We watched some of the strange 
local TV, full of ads for skin whitening creams, then went out for dinner. I had frog legs in black bean 
sauce, which was salty and tasted like prosciutto, but I’m not sure if that was the strong sauce or the 
meat. Better than Michelles pizza. 


This was yesterday, today we have been relaxing and walking slowly around, wasting time, let- 
ting off stress. Tomorrow we rent a jeep and leave for Ubud, but we won’t be staying there for long this 
time, just enough time to pick up Michelles clothes and make a few contacts. More as it happens. 


3.6.5 (2004-06-09 14:14) 


We are in Ubud, now, again. The weather is much nicer here than last time we came, still warm but not 
quite so humid. The humidity factor makes all the difference. Plus our bodies have acclimatised now. 


Yesterday we did not much at all, just lazed around the hotel. The Vilarisi has a roof garden, and 
in true Bali style they haven’t signposted it or advertisied it’s existance at all, so we had it all to our- 
selves. It was the highest point in legian, magnificent views, and had a couple of bales or day beds 
under little gazebos, and caught the breeze very nicely. There were some interesting trees up there, some 
relative of the Morinda fruit tree, known as the rotten chese fruit but they were green and didn’t smell. 
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Also a row of neem around the edge as usual. Huge irridescent blue bumble bees were sucking juice from 
the morinda. 


Later in the afternoon I went for a long walk up towards the airport and back, down the dirt tracks. The 
whole region of the peninsula was sepperate villages which are still there but have merged into a larger 
conurbation. There were the usual sights, people sitting outside their houses carving and weaving and 
folding palm leaves into amulets for the festivals. The islands entire economy is geared towards crafts, 
appart from farming for food. In fact, they are far more mercantile people than you would encounter in 
the west. The custom of warungs, of every second family running a small shop to sell something, food, 
tools, toys, cloth, means they are not some innocent bystanders to the worlds economy, but the average 
child has a better understanding of supply and demand than I did at the same age. However, they always 
keep their eyes on the prize, and don't let the prospect of monetary success ruin their family life or take 
over from their ceremonies. 


Most of the side streets are dead ends but there are no signposts or even symbols to tell you this. 
You just have to follow the wall, down the narrow passages, until you get turned around. The best clue 
is if the locals ask you "Where are you going?” They are looking after their turf, if they know that the 
street is a dead end, you might be snooping for some reason. The dogs are also a clue, if they growl they 
probably don't see strangers very often. 


Down one dead end I admired a young guys fighting cocks, sitting in their domed wicker cages. He 
was feeding them corn and water. One had won a fight recently, but he was nursing it for a bad gash 
along the wing. 


There was a section of empty land which of course was being farmed. It was fenced off with a crazy 
wooden fence made from rough sticks. They had mainly banana and pawpaw in there. I think banana is 
the default cropp, because it grows to maturity in a year, can be moved if needed, and drains the soil of 
nutrients. So, you need to fertilise it a lot to get good results, which around here means smelly mixtures 
of blood and bone and human shit, or you can plant it where a building might be next year and not 
worry about replenishing the soil. 


I stopped off back on Legian to dump my camera memory on a CD and buy an adapter for the charger, 
which I forgot when we left. Back at the hotel Michelle had made contact with her friend Lee who was 
there with her mother. They were going down to Jimboran Bay, south of Kuta and also on the west 
coast of the isthmus. There is a long beach lined with restearants which specialise in cooking the seafood 
pulled ashore out the back, and they set up tables and chairs out on the sand. We got a ride there with 
Putu in his van - he is the local god of coolness who sits on a wall outside our hotel and runs erands and 
drives you around in his van. 


It was dark when we arrived, at an endless row of restearants along a beach, we had to drive back 
and forth awhile until we found the Bagus Bali. There was a concrete floored shack with fish tanks along 
one wall and stairs down to the sand. The tables were in rows, and there were many torches and candles 
for light. To the south we could see the lights amongst the hills, and the occasional plane came in far 
to the north. It was very peaceful, except for the wandering troubadores. Small combos with guitar 
and double bass, conga drum and even banjo, wander along the sand hassling diners until they get paid 
enough to go away. They know at least one song for each country, unfortunately the ones which picked 
on us know Land Downunder which we stopped immediately, but then they started on My Way which is 
a gret way t start a meal. 


To order the dinner you go back into the shack and select the seafood, they weigh it and the price 
is dependant on flat weight. Then they cook it, usually grilling it on a charcoal brazier. Michelle and I 
had snapper, which was excellent, although the dark made it hard to find the bones. Lee passed up half 
her lobster, which I’ve never had before. Nice too, stronger than prawn. 
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Thats all for now. 


3.6.6 (2004-06-10 16:32) 


The net cafes in Ubud are little shopfronts with local networks connected to the big data sea through a 
56K modem. When you walk in and sit down they start the connection up for you, then rush to occupy 
the other seats so they can surf through the conection you're paying for. It can be a little frustrating. 
Don't they know we know what's going on? 


3.6.7 (2004-06-12 15:51) 


Sorry about the scarcity of news, we've been travelling around and seeing the sites and doing other 
things than visiting net cafes, which are still a little few and far between here. Still, there's always time 
to update while Michelle does some shopping. 


Firstly, it’s interesting to see that Reagan has been randomised finally. His mind was randomised 
years ago, but I mean his body, too. It seems that everyone has forgotten what kind of a president he 
was. Not that he was my president or anything, but his government affected mine and everyone elses 
all over the world. Last night we watched the excellent film Walker on the cable channel at the hotel, 
english with Indonesian subtitles, a nice contrast to all the sanctimony on the CNN. 


One the 9th our Jeep arrived as we were having breakfast at the Vilarisi in Kuta, a red Nissan 
Katana. We packed quickly and left, wanting to get on the road early. The traffic was thin, mainly bikes 
and scooters taking the kids to school. We got on the main rod towards Denpassar and stuck with it. 


Driving on Bali is like walking anywhere else - the rules aren’t very strict, you just kind of nose 
your way into gaps in the traffic and try not to touch anyone else too much. It’s an endless show, quite 
tiring from the unrelenting variety. Most of the roads this close to the capital are lined with one-story 
concrete buildings and red brick, with many shopfronts offering building supplies, antenna, basins and 
sinks, plate steel, aluminium clothes hoists, kites, clothes. The warungs are hung with long strips of 
plastic sachettes of kopi and powdered drinks, and lines of bottles of water and pop drinks. Between 
these we catch site of the rice paddies and orchards out the back, incredibly complex cement channels 
for water running between them. These feed from the headwaters of the many rivers, and have big steel 
lock gates to control the flow. There must be some kind of central control for these things to keep the 
water flowing, otherwise if everyone switched their gates off at once the channels would overflow their 
banks. 


There are many bike workshops with black greasy floors and parts everywhere, and the mechan- 
ics crouych on the floor around the dissassembled angines, diagnosing faults. Ceramic tiles are popular, 
many shops sell only those. There are giant billboards for kretek cigarettes boasting "Not Mild! Full 
Flavour!” 


Further out past Denpassar the farms come into their own, endless fields of deep green waving in 
the breeze, surrounded by rows of coconut palms and neem trees and big spreading mango trees, with 
notches cut into their trunks, I think to stress them and make them fruit more. There are still a lot 
of roadside businesses, mainly making handicrafts, like carvings of wooden masks and statues, often 
huge and hideously ugly, like rearing horses cast from plaster. But often beautiful, deep stained solemn 
figures in intricate headdresses, and the traditional masks of the witches or rengda, and the demons, the 
barong. They make other things, like faux Timor style primitive totems with grass skirts, and even faux 
Aboriginal stuff like didgeridoos and painted woomeras. Then we pass more rice, like overgrown bowling 
greens, with the lighter coloured rice nurseries in the corner where they start the sprouts. 
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Coming into Ubud is sudden. One moment deep country, the next, tourists and many of them. 
Ubud, as I have said before, is the second tourist capital, the place where everything is cleaner and 
cooler than Kuta. It isn’t more ”genuine” than Kuta or anywhere else, the real Bali is a small village 
with a eroded temple, many padis, and some growling dogs which bark a lot when you approach. But it 
is a little freindlier and we know the hotelier there. 


We check into the [1]Candra Asri, and Numan and Kutut are glad to see us. The hotel is full, 
he seems to think the web page has something to do with this. Not likely, as I’ve never really linked to 
it before and you can’t find the page searching on Google, but there you go. We gladly dump our bags 
and put in an order for thermoses of hot water instead of tea this time, as we brought our own sachettes 
of coffee. 


After blogging on we drive down to the monkey forest. This is a small patch of forest around 
the local temple which is inhabited by swarms of monkeys. We buy tickets and a bunch of bananas and 
walk down the cool stone paths into the darkness. The monkeys are hovering around a small paved area, 
where tourists stop to hand out the fruit. They ignore the bland sweet potato the keepers, men in green 
sarongs and bandanas, are taking from a steel cage and cutting up for them. I tuck the fruit under my 
shirt and pull them out one at a time. A few of the smaller monkeys come, they are capuchin, the little 
1 foot high monkeys very like Rhesus. They walk on all fours mostly and thew babies ride slung under 
their mothers bellies instead of on their backs like jockeys. Pretty soon the older, smarter ones twig that 
I’ve got something clutched under my T-shirt, and one big male scuttles up and gently bites me on the 
kneecap. I decide that it’s time for a generous gesture and fling the rest of the bunch away, and then 
they leave me alone, as long as I keep my hands in plain sight. 


We walk slowly around, watching the troups moving through the trees or sitting on the paths 
picking at each others fur. A stupid punk Yank spiky hair, there with his mummy and brothers, decides 
to fling his empty water bottle into the middle of a group of mothers with babies. Instantly the alpha 
male screams the alarm and charges him, swerving aside to lead his gang over the wall of the temple. 
Their alarm calls set the other troups off too and they retreate from the humans. High overhead they 
hang from the branches and watch us, and soon return, lured by the fruit. 


We sit and talk to the keepers. They tell us that each troup sleeps in a different tree, sitting on 
the branches. They found an old grandmother, 18 years old, dead in the river the day before. They 
buried her in the temple. The monkeys actually prefer the large plantian bananas, but the small ones 
are easier to distribute. 


There are stairs leading down into the gully. There is a huge banyan tree, standing over a stone 
pool, and an alter. Further down again giant stone lizards stand guard over the stairs, and the river 
below. Everything is covered in moss and ferns and lichen. The banyan is slowly encompassing the 
stones and heaving them out of place with it’s roots. 


Next we went to the Lotus cafe, a famous establishment built in the forecourt of a large temple, 
wrapped around the reflecting pond before the gate. The cafe is exquisitely well furnished, run by an 
uptight German man who stalks around in yellow shooting glasses and makes sure everything is perfect. 
It is, frankly. The carved interior screens are worth the trip alone. We grab a seat just in time, the 
custom is to get a table before sunset and dine while the darkness floods in. They then light hundreds 
of small oil lamps around the pool and the temple wall. 


We have rijstaffl, which is spicy rice with several portions of curry, smoked duck, choped vegeta- 
bles, roast chicken, squid and other things. Excellent. Watched the white bats swooping over the dark 
water catching insects rising from the lotus pads. The trees are beautiful too - they have a way of 
sculpting them here. They cut off the outward pointing branches and then prune the emerging shoots, 
leaving one going in a roughly counterclockwise direction, so the entire tree seems to twist like a lamp 
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flame in a breeze. 


Back at the Asri Kutut is waiting to sell us tickets to the frog dance. He comes from Mount 
Kintamani and rides back home every night. He married a month ago, something he is very casual 
about. On Bali weddings are fairly subdued affairs, not like funerals. You can get married in two ways, 
one of which is to just elope. This is the risky, rock-and-roll way, for high spirited young things. 


The frog dance has already started when we arrive. We enjoy it immensely, although it’s almost 
identical to the monkey dance we saw last time we were there. When we arrive the Barong is just 
finishing the commedy opener. Barong is a large dog with a flat face, a black moustache, popping eyes, 
red skin and huge teeth in a shouting mouth. It’s the pantomime cow of Bali performances, and it only 
dates back about 100 years. It’s really just a caricature of an angry Dutch planter they introduced into 
their dances during the colonial period to make fun of the masters. It usually capers around roaring at 
butterflies and stomping on flowers and being a nuisance, until it gets scared off by something else, in 
this case a prince. The prince is played by a beautiful girl, in full costume, gold leaf, tight sash, long 
black hair. The only signifier she is male are the two armbands with hoirns on her upper arms, and 
maybe other more onscure signifiers in her costume. The prince is very hungry. He is wandering in the 
forest which is full of dragonflies. There is a twig with a gold draginfly which sticks out from his sash. 
He catches the draginflies and eats them. 


A rengda appears, a fearsome Bali witch with black and white striped limbs, long white hair 
which covers her body, snaggle fangs, popping eyes, big fluffy slippers, and long fingernails. She has long 
nails to signify her mastery of magic - she can do everything by spells, so she doesn’t even have to wipe 
herself. She is offended that a prince should stoop so low as to eat dragonflies, so she turns him into a 
frog. This she accomplishes by lots of growly spells. 


The music all this time is a fascinating, dreamy stream of sound made by gongs, cymbals and 
flutes. When the prince dissapears and the frog emerges they start playing these kazoo like things, and 
a kind of jews harp made from bamboo and plucked by a little cord. This is the sound of frogs croaking, 
and it provides a theme for the rest of the play. 


The prince frog is wearing a costume made from green camoflage material, with a desert cap 
with the bill cut off and a carved frog mask. He capers about and is soon joined by 5 small, real frogs, 
played by children. They caper around provoking him until they determine he is a prince amongst frogs, 
when they decide to start worshipping him. Pretty soon the princess apears, walking in the forest. I 
think she might have been present at the beginning of the dance too. She dances out, kind of swimming 
through space in the deft, intricate way of all Bali dances, advancing through a series of hand guestures 
coded with volumes of meaning, her fingers curved back nearly touching her wrists. She sees the giant 
frog, and scares the smaller ones away. He tries to hide from her, not wanting her to see his frogginess, 
but she is strangely attracted. His noble character shines through his green camoflage print skin, and 
she embraces him. She has to leave, and he sits and meditates. 


So it goes for several more chapters. The music was the best part for me, but unfortunately my 
minidisc stayed in pause mode all the way through. 


1. http://mspong.org/bali 


3.6.8 (2004-06-13 10:39) 


There seems to be some kind of dark forces working in the world right now. It’s affecting my friends. 
One died recently. He went out on a drinking binge over a weekend, as he sometimes did, and went 
home with strangers. He choked in an asthma attack while they were out leaving him to sleep it off in 
their loungeroom. One has problems with getting his life in gear. He’s drinking too much too, quit his 
dead-end job, doesn’t have anything planned except maybe dying in similar circumstances. What can I 
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do? What can anyone do? One of my net friends marriage seems to be falling appart, another has fits of 
rage for no reason. These times seem unsuited to us. 


Michelle and I have survived our crisis and come out the other side, and we don’t know how we did 
it. We can’t just say we were there for each other, because sometimes we weren’t. Often it was sheer 
bloody mindedness which brought us through, just determination to spit in the face of the invisible 
demons which were trying to tear our lives appart. We have both discarded the rotten parts of our 
families and regrouped with those who would fight alongside us without fear of treachery. We have both 
done pointless jobs way past the point at which they seemed ludicrous wastes of time. We’ve fought each 
other bitterly, but somehow we can untangle that and throw it away and get past it. I wish I could distil 
the chemistry of our success and sell it, or open source it for free so others could benefit. 


One thing which has sustained me is a philosophy of trees and plants. Plants have no minds, yet they get 
so much done. They have faith. In Australia, where water is always so scarce and fire is common, they 
have so many strategies. The banksias slowly grow their brushy flowers and cones, over several years, 
loaded with resin. Then a fire comes, and they explode, sending the seeds out in a spray over the ash 
covered ground. If, if, the rain comes, the seeds mght grow. If not, the tree will send out new shoots 
through the charred black bark and keep trying. They never really fail. They are so patient. They never 
question why they grow, they just do. If you gave a seed a choice between sprouting and trying to grow, 
even in the most inhospitable conditions, if there was a chance that it could succeed, what would it chose? 
The answer is obvious. 


We are mammals, fast moving short lived meat sacks with some ridiculous idea of free will encoded 
into our minds, not long lived giant woody things sucking water out of the ground. But, we can adapt, 
and the great human gift is the ability to adapt, not in millenia or even generations, but instantly. We 
take adaptation to a new level. We can even adapt to things we haven’t experienced yet. That’s called 
book learning. That’s the big difference, we’re just trees that read, that can evolve in minutes to new 
behaviours and strategies that work when the old ones fail. But we also have this burden where we 
question this gift. Do I dare to eat a peach? as Prufrock said. Another wise man, Charlie Manson, said 
"The only answer is yes, to everything.” 


3.6.9 (2004-06-18 07:01) 


We are back in the western lands, we have in fact been back since Sunday, but we had a night flight and 
then straight back to work on Tuesday so no updates. I will however record our adventures, and this 
time P'll have a wack at uploading all our photos. No room for the videos though. 


3.6.10 Bali big drive 10/06 (2004-06-27 21:26) 


On the 10th is our day for a big drive. We leave early, heading East towards the Elephant Cave, 
Goa Gajah. This was once a Buddhist temple, maybe 1000 years ago, that was remade into a Hindu 
temple maybe 500 years ago, and then abandonedand allowed to return to the jungle until the Dutch 
archaeologists discovered it and dug it out almost 100 years ago. 


There is the usual tourist machinery which springs up around any such attraction. In this case a 
large carpark big enough for tour buses, hundreds of little stalls full of people selling carvings and 
sarongs, and a dodgy looking office” where you have to rent a guide. Because we were so early the office 
was closed and most of the stalls, so we were allowed to enter the complex unmolested. 


There was a steep staircase descending into some open forest, tall tropical trees with large leaves, 
and plenty of ferns. Just a few metres down the hill there was a landing from where we could see almost 
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the entire complex. There was a bathing pool with a row of female statues holding urns, pouring water 
into the pool. 2 were still operating. The pool was surrounded with the bales and pavilions where 
ceremonial objects are stored. We descended further and came in sight of the opening of the cave, which 
delved into the cliff we had looked down from. 


The cave is a bizarre sight, the rock around the opening has been carved into the face and mouth of a 
gigantic monster. The eyes are the worst, very expressively carved, surrounded by expression lines and 
with tiny deep pupils, they look like the eyes of some mad derro who drank too much meths. Inside 
the short cave forms a T shape with several shrines let into the walls. We had a look inside but it was 
pitch black and we didn't have a torch. I took several photos with flash but all they revealed as a couple 
of altersat the ends of the T stroke with solid gold boxes on them and several black lingam shiny with 
congealed oil. 


We wandered around and I descended the second set of stairs down to a river and stone bridge. 
Several of the guides had arrived on the scene, they walked down the stairs ignoring us, stripped and 
started bathing under a spillpipe which emerged from a large rock. A girl arrived and started setting 
up a little drink station, taking her stock from a concealed box she left under some ferns. Michelle sat 
at the top of the steps while I shot the remains of more temple, which had been broken into boulders 
and formed the course of a waterfall. It was starting to heat up, and the closeness under the rtees was 
bringing on the sweat and itchiness, but it was a beautiful site. 


The guides finished washing and noticed us. They approached and one took control, starting to 
sell us on a tour down a footpath to a local village where there would be a funeral later. I was interested, 
but Michelle didn’t want to go. The guide explained that we would only go for 1K and could walk back 
along the road we arrived on, so she relented and agreed to go. 


He led us down a dirt path into the jungle, which wasn’t really jungle at all. I don’t think there 
is any real jungle on Bali, at least not on the eastern side. As we walked he pointed out the cultivated 
fruit and veges growing amongst the trees on either side, the limes hiding in the shade, the scattered 
pineapples under the ferns, and the large tropical fruit trees, such as sallack, jackfruit, and even some 
coffee. On the opposite side of the gully where rice terraces, and the farmers were already out, taking 
advantage of the relative cool of the morning to do the heavy work, repairing the bunds between 
the ponds and generally scraping dirt around. We passed a deep cave, natural this time, which was 
apparently full of bats. I ventured a short way in while the guide nervously warned me about the snakes 
which wait there for a bat to fly past to eat. There were several Buddhist shrines, which the Hindu locals 
respect and place offerings before. They incorporate Buddha into their pantheon, but they are careful 
to maintain the fact that the shrines date from before their religion was fully established on the island. 


We reached a point on the path like any other, and he turned off and started slogging up hill 
through bracken and shrubs. Michelle was suffering at this point from the heat and humidity, so he 
grabbed her hand and firmly towed her up the hill as I struggled along behind, a somewhat risque move 
on his behalf considering the local taboo on skin contact between the sexes, but Michelle didn’t complain 
and holding her hand was probably the high point of his day. We came up beneath his own house, a 
standard cinderblock house with red tile roof, high walled courtyard, and plenty of chickens. He had a 
nice white tiled bale in his yard, and his wife was there folding palm leaves, which is the standard task 
of idle hands on the island. Whenever people have nothing to do they start folding the little offering 
trays or the specific decorations for the next festival. 


So we stepped out onto a one lane road and started down towards the next intersection. We 
were right in the village now, walking along between the rough cement walls topped with red tiles 
and various crenelations and decorations, little pagoda piers rising from the corners and the peaks of 
household shrines and god thrones poking up from the other side. This was his village, with the rather 
ugly name of Blahbatuh. At the intersection was a warung shop with bale out the front, several locals 
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standing around talking and watching us, and 3 dogs which started growling when they saw strangers. 
Michelle went and flopped on the bale and started fanning herself. She didn’t want to continue, she 
wanted to wait until we returned from the temple he was leading us towards. The dogs were getting a 
little fractious, they were stalking back and forth and looked like they were deciding whether to attack. 
Nyuman grasped my elbow, which was something they understood and they stopped bothering me, but 
touching Michelle in front of his friends would be impolite, and more, it would get back to his wife. 
So, she decided to leave and started walking swiftly back towards the road and the car, and I set out 
towards the temple. 


The temple was Yeh Puluh, nothing special really but with a large and intricate carved stupa 
gate made from red brick and carved cement. Nyuman showed me some interesting things - the 
ceremonial umbrellas and masks stashed under the thatch of a bale, lying on the beams. He showed me 
a shrine with a row of idols wrapped in ceremonial embroidered sashes, and explained how old each one 
was and where it came from. Each one had a separate history, for instance they had a Ganesh said to 
come from India 400 years before, also several different carvings of a local female goddess whose name I 
forget. The fascinating thing was his attitude towards these things, as though they were local celebrities, 
like the champion bowler or weather reporter who lives down the road. 


Further down the same road we came to a specially maintained series of rice paddies which grew 
the old style of rice, and which were gardened with forged iron tools for historical reasons. They do this 
in many locations, mostly to get a supply of the ceremonial rice for putting on your forehead on certain 
dates and for temple offerings, but this one was set up with the ticket office and guides wating around 
to pounce. I was content just to ignore them and gaze out over the curvy green lines of the bunds. 


We passed the temple and crossroads and continued in Michelle’s footsteps towards the main 
road, crowded with trucks by this time. He led me back to the carpark, stopping at one point to show 
me a funeral casket sitting in a field on the other side of the road. It was a young man of 23 who just 
gone down to Kuta to work as a cook at a hotel, when "something inside him broke” and he died. The 
casket was like a big paper mache model of a fish, a primitive local freshwater fish they call an elephant 
fish, brightly painted white and gold. Later in the day they would have the funeral itself, which would 
consist of carrying it through the village, darting this way and that and twirling around to try and lose 
the spirit of the departed. (I thought that this was to throw evil spirits off the scent, but it’s actually to 
try and leave the ghost of the deceased behind so he can find his way to heaven and won’t stick around 
and haunt the village.) When they reached the burrial ground they would put it on a bier and torch it, 
and scatter the ashes. It was tempting to stick around and watch, but we had miles to go yet. 


Back at the car I paid him off and he went off in search of more tourists. Michelle was sitting in 
the car being hassled by several vendors with carvings and trinkets. We pulled out quickly, pausing only 
to pay a small stipend to the cops who were waiting around to stop traffic on the road so we could enter 
the flow. Then onwards, eastwards. 


The countryside was still green despite the dry season being in full swing. We were in deep 
farmland before long, all rice in different stages of growth, from the tiny deep green nurseries full of 
close rice seedlings like an overgrown but miraculously even lawn, to the freshly planted fields with the 
regular grids of rice plants standing in shallow water reflecting the blue sky, to the waving stalks and 
leaves of full grown rice, to the fields tinted with light yellow rice seed heads, and the harvested fields 
where the heads had been gathered, the leaves mowed down and raked up for hay, and the stubble burnt 
off to fertilise the soil. The rice was interspersed with other crops, mainly corn here, and some chilli 
and green vegetables. Every now and then we passed fields of a weedy plant with a deep red flower, 
and sometimes whole paddocks of marigolds. There were few animals. Always rows of coconut palms 
and mango trees crossed the landcape, and the occasional river ran through it’s gully walled in by the 
canals which gathered their water far upstream. We were descending the staircase of broad rice terraces 
towards the sea. People sat here and there along the road, working on their tools or resting from their 
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labours. Our glimpses of the sea became more frequent, until suddenly we were there. 


This was the south east coast, and we could see the island across the water. There was a stiff 
breeze blowing, knocking the tops off the little waves and carrying the spray towards us. The road 
ended suddenly at a beach of dark grey sand, the volcanic black sand from the obsidian produced by 
Kintamani, which was hidden in the hazy atmosphere behind us. There were a couple of unsavoury 
fishermen squatting under a palm leaf shelter beside the road, and their nets were hung up to dry. I 
walked out onto the beach to take photos but when I got just a bit of the hot sand up on my sandals it 
burnt so bad I had to gingerly goose step back to the road. 


Michelle drove us back up the road and we took the next turn right, to head further up the 
coast. Once again we found ourselves descending the big staircase, but the beach we arrived at this 
time was a little more populated. There was a carpark, and a wooden shack warung down one end, and 
a group of people in their best white cloths were sitting with a priest in a bale having some kind of 
ceremony. This consisted of lighting little fires on the black sand, ringing a bell, chanting and various 
hand movements. We stopped at the warung and had Cokes, and I ate a mystery box. This is a 
name Michelle has for a local dish, rice and some kind of curry like substance wrapped traditionally in 
banana leaf or, more likely nowadays, in waxed brown paper. They had a tray of the little wrapped up 
tetrahedrons, and I bought one. It was mostly rice, with a dollop of tasty fried peanuts and beans with 
a chunk of chicken cartilage. Like all the cheapest food on Bali it was delicious. I kept some of the rice 
for the famished dogs which always lie around such places, and they inhaled it in seconds. Then when I 
put the paper in a basket bin one fetched it back out again and started gnawing on it. So we sat and 
rested and watched the interminable ceremony continue until it was time to continue on our way. 


The next road we descended from the main way led down a series of switchbacks on the side of 
a ridge, down to a harbour with a large ferry terminal. This was surrounded by a small town and well 
guarded too. The ferry most likely crossed over to the islands, although it could have been one which 
went to Lombok, the next main island in the Indonesian chain, about the same size as Bali itself. The 
guards pulled us over and laughed when they realised we were essentially lost. We drove around the 
little yard where the vehicles waited for the ferry and returned to the switchback road. 


We were driving through more forested country now. Besides the road we saw many small stalls 
selling fish fresh caught off the coast, just a few fish at each stall lying on wet planks. There were more 
animals here, the sleek brown cows that look a bit like fat deer, and some ponies. The country was too 
steep and rocky for rice. 


Our next stop was Goa Lawah, which is the famous bat cave temple. The usual carpark with 
space for tour busses, almost empty because it was the off season and the tourists have pretty much 
deserted Bali, or if they come they stick to the resort areas and fear to travel around in case some 
ravenous horde of terrorists carries them away. The usual rows of stalls selling crap, and people trying 
to entice us to their stall to buy crap. There was a particularly obnoxious girl here who tried to make 
me buy one of a handful of strings of beads she had, and when I refused tried to give me a string of 
cylindrical wooden ones. This was such an obvious psychological gambit to make me feel endepted 
towards her that I nearby started barking (a sure deterrent in these situations) but I contained myself 
and just kept refusing. The nasty bitch then tried another ploy, sticking her foot under my own as I 
strode angrily along and yelping when I trod on it, but the watching crowd just laughed. 


Outside the gate of the temple was a little booth renting out sashes, strips of yellow cloth for 
wearing into the temple. We tied ours on and entered through the little side gate. The temple was a 
walled and paved yard which hugged the base of a cliff. A rich green tangle of vines and shrubs tumbled 
down the stones and framed the mouth of the cave, a rough triangular gap in the stone. The actual 
shrines were all inside the mouth of the cave, behind a low wall. The thrones and altars were thatched 
with black fibre and everything was lightly coated with guano. The walls of the cave were completely 
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carpeted with a seething layer of bats, each about the size of a seagull. They weren't exactly sleeping, 
because constant waves of squabbling and arguments ran amongst them and no individual bat could 
have counted on more than a minute of uninterrupted sleep a day. Every now and then a bat that 
couldn't take it any more swooped across the cave in search of a less crowded section. A strong warm 
smell like a wet dog poured forth. 


There were several large and small bales and other temple buildings around the courtyard. Some 
particular ceremony was in progress, involving some families and many unaccompanied women, wearing 
their fancy blouses made from bright polyester lace and embroidered silk vests, and carrying the 
intricately woven square offering baskets which they sell nested like Tupperware. The priest was in the 
large bale sitting at a table performing his mysteries, ringing a small hand bell in a syncopated rhythm 
and flicking large round flower petals across the table, then dipping a flippy paintbrush in a brass pot of 
holy water and asperging the floor. The women with families gathered and sat on the ground before the 
entrance to the cave while those without lined up near the entrance. Several junior priests accepted the 
offerings from the crowd sitting before the cave, taking them in and resting them briefly on the altars 
so the gods could consume their essence but not long enough for the bats to shit on them. Meanwhile 
in a small bale near the main gate a group of young lads played some kind of card game, theatrically 
slapping the narrow cards down one after the other and laughing loudly when a point was scored. I got 
the distinct impression they weren't impressed with having to come to the temple. 


At one point the single women lined up near the entrance were permitted to come forth and 
make their offerings at the largest bale where the priest was, their baskets were taken by the priests 
assistant, an old women with a helmet of lacquered hair. In hindsight I’m pretty sure the whole thing 
was about fertility. The mass of bats was a pretty good symbol of fertility, it was as though the cave 
was a giant vagina which was giving birth to millions of creatures, and the families were giving thanks 
by making offerings to it while the infertile women or mothers of infertile women were making offerings 
to the priest to intercede on their behalf. 


After awhile the proceedings started to drag, so we returned to the car and drove away. It wasn’t too 
late but Michelle was starting to feel ill so we diced to return to Ubud. At one point we found ourselves 
on the familiar switchback turns of the road down to the ferry port, and the guards had another good 
laugh as we swung past them and around the carpark. Luckily that was the only real wrong turn we 
made, luckily because Michelle’s condition deteriorated steadily. By the time we reached Ubud she 
could barely speak. Unfortunately I thought she was mad at me for some reason so I jumped out of 
the car when we arrived and returned to the hotel. I was eager to take some photos of the hotel rooms, 
something Nyuman wanted me to do for him. He was especially proud of the little kitchenette he had 
built for a couple who had stayed there for nearly six months once. They left in search of a place with 
a pool though. I assumed Michelle went to a cafe or something, when actually she locked the car and 
sat in the gutter for half an hour until her head cleared. By the time she returned to the hotel I had 
wandered up the road in search of net access. She crashed on the bed so when I returned I assumed she 
was still out and sat outside and watched night fall. 


We took it easy that night, just sat outside the room and watched the fireflies. Luminescent 
bugs are pretty rare in Aus, the only glowing things I had ever seen before were glow worms which live 
in little burrows in the ground, which glow so faintly it’s only possible to see them when your eyes have 
adapted to pitch darkness. These were amazing, little dancing lights flitting across the paddies towards 
us. At one point I managed to catch one, it was a small beetle with an orange shell and the light came 
from the last 2 segments of his body. It was incredibly bright, cool blue-green glow, and he could switch 
it on and off at will. 
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3.7 July 


3.7.1 Visit to the Vampires (2004-07-03 17:10) 


One of the worst things about my job is the radio. My cow-orkers insist on playing the fucking radio all 
day so I can't concentrate on anything for any length of time. I’d rather silence for some of the things I 
have to do, but at least if there have to be songs distracting my mind they could be something decent? 
It’s all Mix format shit, totally calculated to appeal to some kind of ideal consumer with no aspirations 
other than to swim upstream and spawn before they get too ugly, while watching reality TV to make up 
for not having a life. 


Anyway, that’s a spleen full of bile for another day, suffice it to say that one ad which caught my 
ear was the Red Cross blood bank begging for blood. It’s a blood drought apparently and they need 
donors urgently. I think this always happens in winter, because of the increased drain on the supply from 
the increased rate of accidents. 


My father donated gallons in his lifetime, and I always intended to do so myself, so I decided to go 
for it. I called and made a booking. My friend Dave agreed to come along and hold my hand too, in 
case I fainted. I made myself a nice dinner the night before, of an ox heart fried with onions. Michelle 
doesn’t usually let me eat offal in the house, but how could she resists - I had to fortify my iron levels. 
She kindly held her breath during the cooking and I tried not to growl too loudly while eating. 


It’s a surprisingly easy procedure. To start with I had to fill out a form which asked a few basic questions 
about my sexual history or lack thereof, and a few far more specific questions about how much steak I 
might have eaten while in England during the late eighties. In fact, I clearly remember the only steak 
I ate in the UK during that time, a lovely T-bone my distant cousins bought me while I was touring 
with a cathedral choir there. It saved my life, after all the "skool fude” we ate while staying with various 
cathedral schools, all the fried bread and spotted dicks. But, there was a slim chance I might have 
acquired a prion disease in that time. The form wanted to know if I ate meat more than once a week for 
6 months during that time. I was only there for 1 month. 


Next a short interview, and a blood test to make sure I had enough platelets to make it worth their 
while draining me. I have 120 micromols of haemoglobin per millilitre if you have to know, which is fine. 


Then it was off to the big scary room full of dentist chairs and other equipment. They have 2 main 
kinds of donation. Whole blood is simple - you recline on a chair-couch thing, they put a needle in your 
arm, connect it to a bag lying on a little rocking cradle which is also a scale, and your blood squirts 
into the bag until it weighs enough. In this case 470ml, plus another 3 X 10 ml samples which they test. 
The needle going in and out hardly causes any pain at all, no more than the finger prick earlier for the 
blood test. Much worse is the strange cold feeling in your arm as the main supply to your hand is mostly 
diverted to the bag. It’s creepy, but bearable. I kept thinking, medieval peasants did this all the time, 
and they threw the blood away. On the other side of the room they have big pumps which actually spin 
platelets out of your plasma and return them to your bloodstream while the plasma itself is kept for 
transfusions. They weren’t as busy over there, I think they really needed all the whole blood they could 
get. 


It was mostly over in 6 minutes, and I was unplugged and shepherded into the antechamber where 
some stern old nurses told me I had to sit still and make sure I didn’t have a seizure. They gleefully 
pointed out these dents in the wall behind me, apparently made by people catapulting backwards out 
of their chairs because of seizures caused by the sudden drop in blood pressure. The whole room was 
arranged for seizures - the tables were placed so that there was either a wall or empty space behind 
every seat. Good thing they only tell you this after you donate. Around this time Dave walked in, 
having been unavoidably delayed, and we shared some free hotdogs from the food bar. I remember dad 
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always mentioned the free food you get for donating blood. He also seemed to enjoy the relaxed feeling 
of enervation that follows, and it wasn’t too bad. Reminded my of days past, combining Mogadons with 
red wine, but not as bad - I could walk and talk this time. 


If you're after a cheap thrill for a good cause, I recommend donating blood to anyone. A lot of people I 
mentioned it to seemed worried that evidence of their alternative lifestyles would be found in their blood 
test, but I’m here to say, they're far more concerned about your British beef consumption than any herbs 
you might have smoked recently. Dave is booked in for some time next week, and we’re both coming 
back in 10 weeks time. 


3.7.2 (2004-07-07 07:36) 


I had a high fever yesterday, probably the result of eating a bad lab gai on Monday. I thought it was 
a little cold, though spicy. The trouble didn't really start until I got home, when I was feeling like an 
approaching cold was on me, but I was belching little clouds of pure SO2. I was shaking and desperately 
cold, but burning hot to the touch of a normal human. It was all I could do to crawl into bed and clutch 
a hot water bottle to my stomach and pray for it to pass quickly. Michelle forced some hot lemon drink 
down me, which did seem to help. 


That night I baked like a spud in foil, but I was a sorely puzzled spud. My fever addled brain was 
spinning in tight fragmented circles trying to puzzle something out. The question was: What is the 
origin of complexity? I can’t say why this ancient puzzler should crop up to haunt me at this time, but 
it seemed relevant. It seemed like, because my brain was shattered, it could contemplate this concept in 
parralel with itself and solve the problem with brute force. It didn’t work, of course, I just spent most of 
the night twisting back and froth thinking "What is the origins of complexity?” over and over again. 


All better now, hopefully. After spending a day languishing in bed reading and starving, my body 
ejected the poisons in a series of vile emissions. 


We saw some great movies on Sunday, they were having a Studio Ghibli festival at the [1]Val and 
we went and saw [2]Nausica Of The Valley Of The Wind and [3]Porco Rosso. Loved ’em both, although 
we had a preference for Porco. For some reason there was a huge disparity between the attendances for 
both films, there were about 20 people for Porco Rosso and maybe 300 for Nausica. Also, I;m certain 
the Matrix series was influenced by Nausica. There was something about the legions of red eyed Ohm 
insects that reminded me of the machine world creatures crawling through their garden of pods, and the 
storyline of the world covered by an alien ecology which only certain special people could enter. Porco 
was so funny, and the idea of the flying ace aflicted by a spell which turned him into a pig worked far 
better than it should have. I mean, the pun is obvious, but it worked on levels far higher than that. 


Then we went to the Excelsior hotel in Glebe to see our friend Jill in her band the Scuttlers. They 
were launching their new CD. They play Irish style folk, and their full lineup includes guitar, penny 
whistle, accordion or harp, bass, violin and 2 bodhrain players. They were excellent, very lively and 
entertaining. We’re not into folk music as such, in fact, one of the worst experiences Michelle and I 
ever shared was to go to the Canberra folk festival, but these guys rocked out. They are all extremely 
accomplished musos, but they don’t have the po-faced serious attitude that some folkies have to their 
traditions, they recognise the humour intrinsic to this music, which after all evolved from music to be 
played in pubs to drunkards. Doing a cover of Kiss’s I Was Made For Loving You doesn’t devalue their 
skills as musicians. 


1. http://www.valhallacinemas.com.au/ 


2. http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0087544/ 
3. [http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0104652/ 
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3.7.3 (2004-07-12 15:36) 


[1]TISM totally rock! Words are, by definition, inadequate to communicate the magnificence of TISM. 
They are the apocalypse of music arrived early, rendering all other attempts to create music unnecessary 
and foolish. In fact, they are so effective in this task that they render themselevs obsolete, and we wonder 
why they bother even playing another gig with their tired old gimmicks, their masks and satyrical songs 
etc. 


I love going to see TISM, because I keep hoping one of the members will have a heart attack onstage. Can 
an un-enhanced human jump up and down continuously, in a white polyester jumpsuit and ski mask, for 
2 hours straight? It isn’t possible. Maybe the powers of bile and disgust propel them beyond the normal 
endurance of our species. Maybe the giant signs on their heads have aerofoil properties. Yes, they seem 
to have perfected the head sign technology they first tried years ago on Hey Hey It’s Saturday. 4 Johns, 
a Paul, a George and a Ringo. They didn’t crumple or fold, but they did tend to get ripped off by the 
audience. They seemed to have a special roadie standing buy just to supply replacement masks as the 
old ones got ripped off. 


1. |nttp://www.tism.com.au/ 


3.7.4 (2004-07-18 16:00) 


I’m sick again, this time with a regular cold. I had to take it to work yesterday and share it around 
because my cow-orker was away. I filled hankie after hankie with snot. The asians in the room looked 
on with cultural horror as I spluttered and sneezed into a unhygenic rag of linen instead of tissues, but I 
don’t care. They can go and eat some loud slurpy noodles whenever they like. 


Now it’s the weekend and I’m still ratshit. This is so unlike me. Must be from the loss of blood. 
The worst thing is the effect it has been having on my sinuses. They felt like someone has planted 
bamboo inside my head and the shoots were boring into my brain. I can take the pain, but there’s more 
to bad sinuses than pain. They seem to effect your brain directly. They seem to rot at the roots of your 
very lobes.But I took a Neozep, a powerful Indonesian antihistamine, and the bad feelings slowly drained 
away as I tapped one after another chamber of my head forthe thick fluid within. Michelle has it too, 
but not so bad, and she doesn’t have much sinus trouble usually. 


Now I’m reading the paper and listening to my latest acquisition, the 4 CD set of the [1]Conet project, a 
recording of numbers stations made by European enthusiasts. It’s an extraordinary thing. Not music, but 
very atmospheric (literally) recordings of secret shortwave transmissions of messages from government 
departments to spies in foreign countries. There are hissing, bubbling shortwave ’sferics, and emerging 
from the static come spooky, cold voices reading out repeating strings of letters and numbers. Beautiful, 
lonely, somehow poetic. I’ve always had a special attraction to unintentional art, like driftwood and 
white-ant-eaten wood and crushed wads of wire from the road. Not spam poetry for some reason. Spam 
poetry kind of falls flat. There are strange humours and moods in the Conet recordigs. A male voice 
reads strings of German digits, while a saxaphone solo kind of drifts in and out of hearing. English digits 
read by a Rusian station, with strange off kilter intonation, like he doesn’t know whether to go up or 
down at the end of a string. 


Which reminds me, George Lucas is gonna release a directors cut of [2/THX 1138 on DVD soon, with 
enhanced scenes and revamped sound. This has always been one of my favourite movies, and I have a 
worn cassette tape of the entire soundtrack which I sometimes crank up on the bus or while working. He 
swears they haven’t ruined the movie by putting in unneccessary changes, just corrected things which 
have always bothered him and added some scenes which he would have loved to do at the time but lacked 
the money or technology. I must say the screenshots of the cop driod assembly plant are amazing, and 
the extended crowd scenes are entirely logical to the plot. This movie was made over 30 years ago and 
it’s more relevant today than ever before. 
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1. http://www.irdial.com/conet.htm 
2. http: //www.imdb.com/title/tt0066434/ 


3.7.5 (2004-07-20 06:56) 


Looked up an old frind recently, Matt Godden, from the warehouse days. I haven't seen him since I 
was living in Annandale and working for the public service at CRS Ausralia. He's changed, as have we 
all. He still lives in the city, but in a house now, and he works as a teacher for multimedia software like 
Macromedia and Quicktime. He does a few sites still, but nothing like the volume he used to, just a few 
regular clients. Top marks for still being in the game most of us lost. He must have won good customer 
loyalty, which is hard in any industry where the actual work involved in making the product is so easy 
to devalue. The old "My son makes web sites at school” problem. 


He introduced us to something amazing. The Sounds of Sinema, a film night run by Jamie from the 
Mu Mesons archive. The Mu Mesons have been an institution in Sydney for many years, and Jamie and 
his girlfriend, as Jay Katz and Miss Death, have run the extremely popular Sounds of Seduction cult 
music night in just about every venue in town. They seem to be victims of their own success - whenever 
their night gets really going someplace the management gets scared their venue will get pidgeonholed as 
a quirky hipster hangout instead of a moneymaking mainstream venue and closes them down. But their 
latest venture is a film night at the Annandale hotel every Monday, and we met Matt there. 


They showed a very corny sampler of old english slaspstick comedy, first. Aparently the archive re- 
ceived a bequest recently of several hundred films that belonged to an African man who travelled all 
the time and couldn't lug them around with him any more. The real highlight was the feature, [1]Birds 
Do It, Bees Do It, a documentary. It was an amazing film about sex in the animal kingdom, although 
there were a few plants early on. So, it brushed past most species with unusual dicks or strange sexual 
practices. Incredibly funny. The true highlight was the collection of bulls semen by a man sitting inide a 
motor powered cows hindquarters. It had to be powered so it could retreat in a lifelike fashion when the 
bull mounted up, and he had to sit inside to hold and position the toasty warm artifical vagina. I bet he 
had a PhD and wishes he didn’t. 


The experience was enhaced by an organist playing, during the intermission and other delays, tradi- 
tional corny theatre organ music. Matt said he was from a local band, Darth Vegas, who play psychedelic 
lounge music. Jamie is the best MC for these events. His love of forgotten cinema is legendary, and he 
has the presence and delivery of slightly more deadpan Criswell. 


We'll be going back. Next week it’s [2JWild In the Streets. I guess we'll try and get there sooner so 
we have a chance to talk. 


. http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0072703/ 


1 
2. [http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0063808/ 


3.7.6 http://www.asofterworld.com/ (2004-07-23 13:44) 


o o TA: d 
yee, 1 believe in iove, > 
yes, i's a dresser. 


cut 1'e mot alone, 7 


there are more of us 
than you suspect, 


truth and beauty boabs. 


1. http://www.asofterworld.com/ 
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3.7.7 (2004-07-26 05:48) 


Saturday - sanded the bathroom door. I mean demounted the bathroom door, dragged it outside, and 
sanded it down. This is something Michelle has been wanting me to do for ages but I have flatly refused, 
but I decided to be nice. It was because of the way she would ”ferret” and spot any slight imperfections in 
my efforts to renovate the house back in 2002 that i got conditioned against doing any more renovations. 
Conditioning is bad though. We should strive to break down our conditioning, to live free of compulsions 
which prevent us from doing what needs to be done. So, I was happy to do this for her, and I must say 
that Michelle didn’t have any gripes with the job I did. She intends to paint the door soon, perhaps 
before the end of the decade. 


Saturday night - went to a very pretentious art music night at the Darlington school. This old sandstone 
schoolhouse on the grounds of Sydney university is the common venue for very highbrow experimental 
music nights, and this was a classic. I wanted to see the loop orchestra perform, but they were on too 
late so we left after Rik Rue did his set. He did a piece called Voices in the Wire, which is essentially a 
remix of a boxed set of CDs with recordings by Burroughs, Gysin and early dada vocalists. There was 
also some guy with a turntable with 4 arms, who played test tone records and golfing instruction disks. It 
was a nice effect, especially the test tones. Michelle was bored rigid, but that’s what you get for insisting 
that the bathroom door needs sanding... 


Sunday - helped the luscious Deirdre clean out the bottom half of her house so she can turn it into 
a self contained flat. We hardly made a dent, but a dent is better than nothing. She rewarded us by 
cooking the finest roast rack of beef that I have ever sampled, a masterpiece. We fell in love with her dog 
Tilly, too, a beautiful long haird chihuahua with manners of royalty. 


3.7.8 (2004-07-27 16:59) 


This job is seriously starting to stink. Not that I’m thinking of quitting, never that. Not never, but not 
right now, I mean. But, it’s starting to drag. 


The worst thing is the many different hats I need to wear, and all the pressures from different peo- 
ple. Many of the people I deal with are lazy and run constant campaigns where they try and shit work 
from their pile to mine. For instance, sometimes I have to arrange for a users account to be activated or 
extended without their having to pay for it. Our automated pay system usually takes care of this, but a 
user might arrange something with a magazine distributor to cash in some of their rewards scheme points 
to buy the software. The thing is, they’re meant to visit our website and set up their own account before 
they do this. The instructions say so, and the people who manage the rewards scheme know about this 
too. But, they keep acting as if they don’t, and then sending nastygrams when a user says they asked to 
buy the program with their points and it’s been a month, and whinge whinge whinge. 


I try and maintain the necessary distance. ”Care factor equals zero” as Michelle says. But it’s like 
erosion. The impact of miriad of airborne sand grains wearing down a mountain. 


The worst thing is the way this job switches from mundane things, like talking users through basic 
operations on their computer that a primary kid should know, to verbal dueling with voracious execs 
in meetings at the distributors where you have to get your facts exactly straight and consistent or they 
slaughter your credibility, to finicky precise testing of the most recent changes we’ve requested in the 
software, involving running hundreds of files through a development server and checking their state at 
each stage of the process, to stuffing envelopes. I might need to quit and then return just to inform the 
necessary parties of the complexity of this job. The money is nice but it isn’t essential, and in my book 
it doesn’t really compensate me for the mental wear and tear. 
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3.8 August 


3.8.1 (2004-08-04 17:10) 


The basic service we provide is software support over the phone. Many of our users don’t ever check 
their email, and write in all caps using no punctuation, so it would be ridiculous to try and do it through 
email. 


Because of the complicated nature of our business, which is a coalition of 3 competing magazine dis- 
tributors and an association, we need to have a phone menu, where a caller can call the central number 
and then select who they would like to speak with. 


The top level of the menu has options to speak to a distributor, technical support, financial support 
or the association. The distributor option has 4 sub-options where you can chose which distributor you 
want to speak to. Simplicity, for some, a nightmare for others. Many times users call the technical 
support for something to do with a distributor, or another piece of software software like their point- 
of-sale system. They have great trouble telling where the responsability for our poduct ends and their 
point-of-sales begins. After all, we deliver files which they then open and use in their POS. It’s like calling 
Netscape because the graphic file you downloaded using their software wouldn’t open in Photoshop. You 
might not do that, reader, but you can imagine someone who does. 


But, this isn’t the nugget of the story. One day the managers of the company appeared in a cloud 
and spake in a loud voice, saying ”T'here have been whinges amongst the users that their phone calls 
are not being answered, their messages not being responded to in a timely manner. We desire that you 
arrange to report on your answering of the phones!” 


When I stopped trembling I started to plan my actions. First, I would have to find out who had set up 
the phone system in the first place. Questions to this effect were emailed here and there, but the answer 
was, nobody had, or rather, no one could remember. Luckily one of the managers was able to recover 
an ancient email with the name of a representative at the telecom company who had been involved. I 
emailed him and received a reply from his successor. 


There then took place a long and convoluted exchange where we danced around each other, feinting 
and jabbing, trying to ascertain whether I was in fact an employee of the same company which paid the 
bills for this line, not a prankster trying to cause havoc, and that the original person who had set up the 
line had been banished from memory for some forgotten crime. Finally we were able to discuss business. 


As soon as I described what we wanted - a report which said whether calls to technical support had 
been answered or gone to a voicemail - we hit trouble. For starters, they had no way of knowing where 
the call went, because the voicemail was on the PABX of the office where I work. From their point of view 
all calls were being answered. So, we would have to set up new phones which were outside the PABX 
and which would give a good old engaged signal when they were off the hook or on a call. Also, they 
couldn’t set a dangling arm of a phone menu to do anything as smart as switch calls between a phone 
line and a message bank - only fully fledged 1300 numbers have the brains to do that. So, they would 
have to provide us with a new 1300 number to act as a switch. It would try and switch the calls to our 
tech support line, and if it was engaged, to our message bank. 


So it was agreed, although it was a lengthy process to nut this plan out, involving actual meetings 
in the telecom companies conference room high above Sydney with magnificent views of the harbour and 
the parks. They set up a new 1300 number, and we arranged to install "dumb rotary” phones whose 
lines bypassed the company PABX and would behave like any POTS line, ie. they were capable of being 
engaged. However, every step of this process was beset with false starts and stops. Anything which could 
be misunderstood, was. For instance, on several occassions the wrong lines from the menu were directed 
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to the new lines. Also, the overall plan had to be reexplained several times to everyone I dealt with. I 
became highly proficient in explaining the entire mechanism quickly, and learnt enough of the telecom 
companies jargon that I could avoid misunderstandings on several vital points. 


Which brings us to the present day. On a strangely busy day, when the people I was dealing with 
are away and can't help me, someone has decided to rush through the final changes. Currently calls from 
the tech support line, plus 2 of the distributor lines, are going to our dumb rotaries. Calls which aren't 
answered or reach an engaged line are not being reflected to the messagebank we set up. 


I have established that, when I leave tonight, I can forward all calls to the message bank by brute 
force. That is possible. The helpful people with brains will be back tomorrow, when I can start explain- 
ing again what we need and how it's all supposed to work. Meanwhile, the managers want their stats, 
and I have to explain to them why there are no stats. The best thing is that they trust me enough not 
to think I engineered this to hide the stats, although I’m sure they will be bad when we get them. 


3.8.2 You were wrong, Cabinet Sanchez! (2004-08-05 06:15) 


[1]http://www.spamusement.com/ 


1. |nttp://www.spamusement.com/ 


3.8.3 (2004-08-09 18:21) 


A major revalation this weekend past. Michelle and I went to see the [1]Cremaster Cycle, or at least parts 
1 to 3. I can’t express how indescribably happy I am that the Eraserhead universe has poked through 
into our own world at 5 more sites. No action on the [2]Ronnie Rocket front for a long time now, and 
brave efforts like [3]Gummo; don’t really open the gate wide enough to really see inside. Since my lifelong 
dream has always been to move at will into this universe, even being able to glimpse just a few more 
features of it’s landscape are a blessing. 


Should I rant and rave for hours about these films? We didn’t have the strength to brave the final 
2. After the marathon sitting of C3 without intermission, we were stumbling, barely able to speak. It 
seemed the images and connections had bored out our minds and replaced them with sticky new un- 
differentiated flesh. I can’t stop thinking about it. Gary Gilmore maturing in his cocoon, twisting and 
turning like a pupating grub in his dirty coverall, before changing and busting out to shoot the station 
manager, like an angry wasp. The metal dude covered in swarming bees croaking down the phone line. 
The impassive hostesses in the twin cabins of the blimps hovering above the football field, waiting as 
the girl patiently bores her way up through the table to get at the grapes, which she uses to control the 
marching cheerleaders on the field below. The mason riding the roof of the lift up inside the Chrysler 
tower, pouring concrete into the cabin, while the Chrysler smashup derby goes on in the lobby below, 
in a bizarre parody of the alchemical Work, purifying and distilling the essence of a zombie, which was 
placed in the cabin or an early Chrysler, into it’s essential nature. 


I could, but I won’t. Just go and see it if you get the chance. There don’t seem to be videos avail- 
able of any except short portions, and it’s so much better on the big screen. 


1. |nttp://www.cremaster.net/ 


2. http://scifiscripts.name2host.com/scripts/RonnieRocket.txt 
3. http: //www.imdb.com/title/tt0119237/ 


3.8.4 Deepest underground pit (2004-08-10 06:25) 


[1]http://www.smh.com.au/articles/2004/08/09/1092022411252.html 
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Cave explorers discovered the deepest underground vertical drop, in Croatia. ”At the foot of the Velebit 
cave are small ponds and streams, including one of the largest known colonies of subterranean leeches, 
Sutlovic Baksic said.” 


Subterranean leeches. Think about that for a moment. What do subterranean leeches feast upon, in 
the deepest subterranean pit known? What strange crawling horror exists to provide them with enough 
blood, or should I say ichor, to subsist at those depths? 


1. http: //www.smh.com.au/articles/2004/08/09/1092022411252.htm1 


3.8.5 It’s raining again (2004-08-17 07:08) 


It's raining. What a blessing. The lawns were so dry they crunched as you walked across them. Every- 
where that should have been green, was yellow. Even the trees were starting to lose their leaves, and the 
European and imported species were dying outright. The local flora is adapted to periods of dryness, 
but even hardy gums can be killed by an extended period of drought. There were occassional sprinkles 
of rain, but they were barely enough to settle the dust. They covered the windows and cars with yellow 
splotches of airborn topsoil and pollen. The air was dry and insulating. Our cats would jump under 
repeated static shocks whenever we stroked them. Every time I enter or leave the office I have to ground 
myself before touching the electronic door lock or 1 could fry it with my charge. Even our potted plants 
needed more water, as the dry air sucked the moisture through the unglazed terracotta. 


This looks like part of the permanent change to the local climate. The whole of the south of Aus- 
tralia is getting reduced rain over the past decade, and some places like Perth are looking at a serious 
state of affairs, as even the artesian water table starts to plumet from too much pumping. The weather 
reports now carry updates on the level of the major dams and the total percentage fill of the reservoirs. 
Currently around 50 % overall, with Sydneys major dam just above 40 %. 


Even this rain is not hitting the dams, it's falling on the city and suburbs, east of the mountains where 
the dams are located. 


There is a stormwater canal near our house, which for years has been crumbling into concrete ruin. 
Rats and other life live in the large holes caved into the sloping sides, we even see foxes around that area 
sometimes. Recently the council began to repair it, starting by building a dyke of gravel-filled gabions 
across the mouth where it empties into the harbour, and walling it across with sand bags. With a large 
generator and pump to lift the water over the wall they were able to empty it out and start replacing 
sections of wall. With this recent rain, this morning the pump was silent and the water was almost as 
high as the harbour on the other side of the walll, and covered in a rich scum of rubish and leaves. 


3.8.6 (2004-08-17 20:18) 


On the weekend Michelle and I went to see Cremaster 4 and 5. They were a dissapointment, lacking the 
depth and scope and beauty of the others. Even the first movie was better. 


Part 4 was a simultaneous race on the Isle of Man between 2 bikes, while a sheep man played by Barney 
tap-danced his way through the floor of a pier. As he tapped away, 3 naked women loaded his pockets 
with large pearls, as though he as a suicide with rocks in his pockets for weights. Once he dropped 
through the floor into the drink, he dug his way through the floor of the ocean below and found himself 
trapped in white vaseline-coated tunnels which seemed to run beneath the surface of the earth in every 
direction. He slithered through the tunnels towards the middle of the island, like a sperm swimming up 
the fallopian tube looking for an egg, while his friends the naked girls picniced in a field on top of the 
cliff and rang bells to guide him. This sounds better then it was, though - perhaps I just hate sport so 
much that the ongoing bike race, with riders on sidecars whose testicles seemed to be abandoning them 
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like rats leaving the ship, creeping out of slits in their leather jumpsuits and crawling away, turned me 
off. 


Part 5 was better, but tedious, and took the form of an opera in a dark nighted European city. A 
frail old queen was lead about by her twin assistants. The real action in the opera was happening in the 
baths beneath the opera theatre, which she could watch through holes in her chair. There, a giant was 
wading into the water, assisted by a bevy of dryads who carefully tied ribbons to his testicles, which with 
the help of pigeons attached to their other ends helped to lift them. This was the ultimate reference to 
the cremaster muscle, the thin ribbon which your balls dangle from and whch can contract and lift them 
up when it gets cold, to maintain them at a constant temperature. They also relax to let them down, say, 
when you enter a nice hot bath. I think Barney has a liking for prosthetic genitals, I can imagine he has 
a cabinet of them in the livingroom at home. When he and Bjork have friends over he likes to take them 
out and wave them around, perhaps offer to try them in. "Hey look, this is the flower-like one I wore in 
Crem 3, with the flesh apron. And this is the tiny willy that Gary Gillmore flashed in his car in Crem 
2, when I was just about to burst out and murder that Mormon.” I got off work early just to go and see 
parts 1 and 2 again on Tuesday, and they were better the second time around. I really love these movies, 
they make so much sense. They seem to come from somewhere better, despite the terrifying imagery and 
nightmare atmosphere. Perhaps it’s because I always found nightmares and night terrors so comforting, 
because they seemed to suggest the posibility of a world outside this one, a world with different rules. In 
such a world even horror can be loved. 


It’s still 2 weeks to spring, but the warmth and the rain has worked magic and the sprouts are starting 
to come on the deciduous trees. Once again I left it too late to take cuttings. I wanted to start some 
mulberries or even some decorative vines or something. You can do cuttings at any time of the year, but 
they take best when you do them during the winter months, when the plant is concentrating on healing 
it’s wounds and conserving it’s strength and driving it’s roots deeper into the earth. At least in Australia 
this is the case. I still have time to try and cut the peach tree before the buds burst forth. There is a 
baby tree growing beneath the main one, seeded from a fallen fruit, but it doesn’t promise to be very 
fruitful. Sweetness in fruit is a recessive characteristic, and the fruit of the old tree is not very sweet. It 
doesn’t have very much flavour at all really. But I like it anyway. 


3.8.7 What is going on here? (2004-08-18 20:01) 
[1]I Love Bees 
What is happening on this site? The more I click the deeper I dig. The strange dialog, it seems that 


something is trying to emerge or evolve itself, like trying to wake from a deep sleep. Here’s a tip - read 
the source code for each page if it gets too hard on your eyes. 


i 
3.8.8 Customer support (2004-08-19 16:39) 
Caller: I cut off my finger with a knife. 
Customer support: How did you do that? 


Caller: I don’t know. I put my hand on the table, then lowered the knife down on top of it, 
and before I knew it my finger was off. What should I do? 


Customer support: Well, you should put your finger in a plastic bag with some ice, and your 
hand as well, and call an ambulance. 
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Caller: Oh... But aren't you supposed to fix this? 

Customer support: No, I can help you with knife problems, not medical emergencies. 
Caller: But I used one of your knives to cut off my finger. 

Customer support: Yes, but now you need medical attention, immediately. 

Caller: You’re not helping me! 


Customer support: Sorry, but I am, I’m telling you to seek medical help immediately or they 
won't be able to reattach your finger. 


Caller: It’s just stupid, I wasn’t doing anything wrong. Your knife doesn’t work very well. 
Customer support: It is a very sharp knife. 


Caller: Your knife cut off my finger. I was following the instructions and it didn’t work cor- 
rectly, it was supposed to cut the carrot I wanted to chop. 


Customer support: Okay. What exactly did you do? 

Caller: I got out the chopping board, and then I read the instructions on the knife. It said to 
lay the item to be cut on a hard level surface, so I put the carrot on top of the fridge. Then I put my 
hand on the cutting board and positioned the knife above it with the sharp edge downward- 
Customer support: Sorry, why didn’t you put the carrot on the chopping board? 

Caller: Because it isn’t hard! It’s made of wood. The fridge is much harder. 


Customer support: And why did you put your finger under the knife? 


Caller: It said. In the instructions. It said to keep your hand in the way of the blade or some- 
thing anyway I brought the knife down and- 


Customer support: Actually, could you read out the instructions? I think you'll see it says to 
keep your hand OUT of the way. 


Caller: Okay, I left them on the bench. Here, Pll just get them... Oh no. Oh no. I got blood 
all over the sheet. Now I can’t read them out. It definitely did say to put your finger underneath the 
knife. 

Customer support: You really do need to put your finger and hand in a bag of ice now. 

Caller: Okay. Can you do that for me? 

Customer support: I’m sorry? 

Caller: Can you put my hand in a bag of ice for me? It’s not too much to ask I mean I did 
pay for this knife and all and it’s given me nothing but trouble you should be the ones who put my hand 
in a bag of ice... 


[Curtain] 
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3.8.9 Whinge (2004-08-23 19:58) 


My work practices are becoming far too ramified and complex for me to sustain now. Especially now 
that I have to answer the phone live. This really sucks the big dick. 


To explain how it happened I would have to go back to how it used to be. At first the calls came 
in on a phone line which was answered by my coworker, Jarek, or they went to a voicemail. We would 
check the voicemail once every while, and mostly this system worked. The coolest thing about it was 
that the voicemail tended to weed out the frivolous callers, because they didn't want to record themselves 
saying such stupid things. It was a filter. 


Then I was tasked with a job to get the phone system rearranged. They wanted call quality report- 
ing. They wanted us to send them reports on how many calls were going to the voicemail and how many 
were getting answered live. Something to do with complaints I imagine. 


Telstra our phone company said that it was possible, but complicated. Basically, because the answer 
point of the tech line was in a PABX system, from their point of view all calls were being answered, even 
if they went to voicemail. So, we would have to get new phones installed. Then, the calls would have 
to be routed through an inbetween number, to act as a switch between the phone and the messagebank. 
The reporting would be done on the data from this switch. 


There were a myriad of details to work out and fix, including getting a security certificate for the website 
to download the data, getting the dumb rotary lines installed, so Jarek and I could share the line, and 
getting the inbetween switch number configured so that it would do what we wanted it to do ie. switch. 
There were dramas and heartbreak, like the first time the system was switched on, and it didn’t success- 
fuly route unanswered calls to the messagebank, and we had to desperately answer our calls as fast as 
they came in while begging Telstra to switch us back. 


Now everything is working, and it is hell. The phone rings, and we can’t avoid it. Jarek has his head 
screwed on straight, he leaves the phone off the hook for most of the day. I download stats and feed 
them into an Access database and generate pretty graphs to send off to the managers weekly, so they 
can criticise our performance without having to dig up the figures themselves. The only problem is they 
expect us to continue to develop scripts and write documentation even while waiting for the phone to 
ring next. A 

constant rain of change requests comes down, while the servers still pack up and we still have to cope 
with floods of calls from morons who don’t have a clue what might be going on in the world. 


3.9 September 


3.9.1 (2004-09-03 22:39) 


Each day I bring a white plastic bucket with a lid to work. I leave it with the coffee cart downstairs. 
They fill it with their grounds and I lug the thing home on the bus. It’s a pain but it’s worth it. The 
grounds have the same nitrogen load as lucerne, and they rot amazingly well. It’s basically steam-cooked 
and ground beans, so it’s a far tastier meal for a worm or a bacterium than chopped grass. 


I’m gonna have another bash at raising tomatoes this year. I bought advanced seedlings from an Italian 
gardener at the markets last week, and Pll dig in my bean plants tomorrow, and a bucket of black gold 
and some blood and bone, and plant them along the south fence where they’ll catch the sun. My citrus 
are doing amazingly well, the little lemon already has such a large crop I had to thin out the baby fruits 
so it doesn’t overload the branches. 
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3.9.2 (2004-09-03 22:40) 


Pm still suffering from the worker blues, even worse than before really. It’s starting to get personal. This 
could mean the end of my stint at XchangelT. 


It all depends on the behaviour of a certain midlevel manager who I have to contend with. He is starting 
to break the unwritten law of the company, which is that the issues which concern us will not be used for 
leverage in the competition between the distributors who have collaborated with each other to form the 
company. Because XchangelIT is a coalition between 3 competing magazine distributors, there's plenty 
of opportunity for these guys to gather intel on each other’s operations, which could be used for business 
advantage. They decide on how much to reveal to each other, and mostly their gentlemans agreement 
holds, and they don’t fight, but one particular bastard has started to try and gild the reputation of his 
own company by pointing to the failings of the others. The funny thing is, he doesn’t have to do this. 
The other 2 distributors are quite capable of failing spectacularly and publicly without his shining the 
spotlight on them. 


One other thing which was having an untoward effect on my mood was actually the music I’ve been 
listening to. I was working my way through [1]Blue Jam while riding the bus too and from the torture 
chamber each day. It’s a radio show, broadcast on BBC1 several years ago, the work of Chris Morris. 
It comprises mostly downbeat, illbient music, mixed with ”comedy” breaks, which are actually the dark- 
est pitchy black no-laugh comedy I’ve ever heard. It’s like little snipets of news, interviews and verite 
recordings from the nightmare world. Fascinating, brilliant, sometimes even funny, but very depressing. 
I really noticed how it was affecting me when I took a break and started listening to some Fear Factory 
instead. It was much better, I picked up immediately. Don’t do black humour kids, it leads to ruin. 


1. http://chilled.cream.org/forums/bluejam. php 


3.9.3 Damn (2004-09-06 06:29) 


Damn hail took ma seedlings! Fuck. The tomatos are okay but the basil and parsley look shredded. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photo.gne?id=347601 


3.9.4 (2004-09-06 17:01) 


We went to the farmers market at Leichhardt on Saturday. They hold them in the playground of a school 
there on Saturday mornings. It’s a bit wanky, a lot of yuppy types wandering around exclaiming over the 
exquisite freshness and tastiness of this and that. We do appreciate the produce though, so it's enough to 
tempt us to fight through the cantankerous crowd to the stalls. We don't care too much if the produce is 
organic or free of pesticides, but we love giving our money direct to the producers and growers, bypassing 
the stupor-markets, which are all foreign owned now. 


We got some whicked bread, some spelt sourdough which is so tasty you can eat it on it’s own. I 
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made french onion soup using several gigantic spring onions, and I put toasted sourdough in the bottom 
of the bowl in the traditional way, it was excellent. We also bought Maltese sausages, which were full of 
sage and garlic, and very tasy, although the fat sprayed out all over the griller and Pl have to get out 
the 409 on it. 


I spent Saturday afternoon working in the garden, preparing a patch of bed for this years herbs. I 
dug in the crop of beans which were there, with some compressed lucern, a bucket of coffee grounds, half 
a bag of blood and bone, and put in the seedlings. I had 6 tomato seedlings, advanced and vigorous, 
which I picked up last week at Roselle, and some basic basil and parsley from the hardware store. Fore 
some reason I have shit luck with growing herbs from seeds. Anyone can start a tomato, but herbs seem 
beyond me. Parsley is too hard anyway, it takes so long to germinate you get weeds covering the surface 
of the punnets before the seeds poke out. 


As it turned out, I might not have bothered, because a tremendous hailstorm came on Sunday and 
wiped most of them out. I think the tomatos are okay, they seem to have intact stalks, but I don’t know 
if the leaves will wilt from the bruises. But the little basil seedlings were hammered into the ground. It 
also stripped about half the leaves off my citrus and totally shredded anything brad leaved or succulent 
which was in the open. 


I’ve been in plenty of hail showers before, but they usually happen in minutes. This one went on for 
most of an hour. It was so thick it noticably chilled the air, and the ice persisted to this morning in some 
locations. Great sheets were cascading off the roof and forming drifts on the lawn, and the street was 
slippery enough to cause accidents. It was almost like that mythical substance which I’ve heard of but 
never seen, the stuff they call "snow”. It’s never snowed in Sydney, but this came darn close. Luckily the 
stones were small enough that they didn’t damage any windows, and my little greenhouse came through 
unscathed. 


3.9.5 (2004-09-06 17:39) 


We had lunch with Michelle’s grandfather Ken on Sunday. We’ve just joined the local RSL, Five Dock, 
but he insisted he wanted us to come to the Harold Park raceway and eat at the club there. 


The depression starts at Harold Park when you drive past the old hotel, which used to be a good 
one until they knocked down the warehouse where I used to live next door, and built a complex of units. 
All these new units attracted a population of strangers who wanted to live in funky Glebe, and then 
decided they hated the sound of patrons coming and going from the hotel. So, they complained to the 
local council, who used their noise complaints to close it early. Unable to survive the early closing hours, 
the owners sold the hotel to developers who did some kind of rapid building, it looks like they were made 
from polystyrene and plaster. There they sit now, open to the elements, while the hotel broods blind 
behind the formwork which they clapped over the windows. 


After parking in the mostly empty yard we climbed up the stairs to the part of the club which is 
open on Sundays. The thing about the Harold Park is the eerie lack of character to the place, and the 
inhabitants. The smell of cooked beef wafted through the rooms from the bain marie, while crusty old 
farts sat nursing their schooners of old and watched the ”foight” on the big screen. Ken was there with 
an old friend, whose name I didn’t catch, a battered old grogan with a nose like cauliflower and the 
deep flesh-tan of someone whose liver is dying by inches. He doesn’t have any teeth, not even falsies, 
probably because of the expense, money better spent on bee-ar. Ken is a little better, but he’s been 
sliding since his wife died last year. His eyes are watery and lost in his face, and he still doesn’t know 
what to do with himself now that she’s gone. He spends a lot of time at our house visiting his daughter 
Pam, Michelle’s mother. They were hunched over their bee-ars, getting stuck in, emitting the ghostly 
stream of non sequiters and ancient jokes which passes for conversation for these old guys. I used to have 
a real problem with this phenomena, because I couldn’t emulate it. Even when I learnt the basics and 
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probably could have generated a passable imitation, I couldn't bring myself to do it. Nowadays it’s easy, 
partly from talking to newsagents all day. They are past masters at this meaningless substitute for real 
communication, so I learnt all the building blocks from them. You just need to learn a critical number 
of queries and responses, and pretty soon you can generate an endless string of the shit and join right in. 


Having a few cleansing ales. Noice day ferret. Couldn be betta. It's all happening. Wouldn be dead fer 
quids. That one was better than ther last one. Maybe the next one will be better still? Could be. Only 
one way to find out. Etc etc. Ken has a cheerful, chipper turn of phrase like an old school bookie, but 
the words bubbled out of his mate like methane emerging from a lump of congealed pitch. 


After the obligatory chitchat we wandered over to the counter to see what was available. The delightful 
repast included roasted beef, turkey and ham, potatoes, pumpkin, peas and gravy. Michelle picked up the 
bill, cheap as it was. The food was basic, but soft, which was essential for the convenience of members 
like Kens friend who left their choppers at home. He gummed the food down with a back and forth 
sawing motion of his lower jaw which nearly made me spew on more than one occassion. The sight of 
him forking great lumps of meat into that black maw and then vigorously pushing his jaw forward and 
back was deeply gross. 


Pretty soon the nightmare was over and it was back to the bar. Ken and co. settled in for another 
schooner and to bore poor Pam and Mick to death with more empty noise packets, but Michelle and I 
couldn't stand it any further. We went exploring and found, wonder of wonders, a pool table under a 
dusty old sheet. Even more amazing, it wasn’t coin operated, but free. You just had to leave some ID at 
the bar for the box of balls. So we set them up and shot a few games. It's been over a year since we last 
played, but we used to play all the time in the Gallery cafe on Booth street in Annandale when we lived 
in the warehouse nearby. We were crap from lack of practice, sometimes we each had 3 shots before one 
of us sank anything, but that pool table saved our afternoon. 


3.9.6 (2004-09-09 16:36) 


Our software doesn’t just deliver files to the newsagent, it also retrieves files produced by their 
point-of-sale systems and returns them to the magazine distributors. These sales data files contain 
valuable info on how many mags they sold, date and time of sale, and other info about how they supply 
their subagents. Now, the distributors tune their product management systems to produce files which 
work with the XIT system, compliant files which are then converted and served up by the servers, but 
we have to test the point-of-sale manufacturers systems to make sure they are capable of providing the 
right kind of file. 


I did this testing, to my regret. The test was composed already, it involved providing the devel- 
opers from the point-of-sale company with a set of magazine invoices, and a script. Not a perl script 
or anything like that, more like a movie script. The script described a week in the life of a fictional 
newsagent. Each day the newsagent would download these files we provided with magazine data, then 
import the files into their register, then do things with the magazine, like sell them, return them early 
because of damage, and they would complete the test by sending us the sales data that resulted from 
these actions. Then I could compare these files against a golden master to see how well they complied 
with our standards. It was a little more complicated than this, there were 3 stages they had to go 
through - in the first we gave them a lot of help, in the second there was a time limit and the script was 
different, and in the third the files came from a different distributor. 


There was a deadline which the POS companies had to complete the tests by in order to pass, 
and a prize, or bribe really, for those that passed. The tests weren’t really hard, just tedious, but when 
several companies were at different stages of the test it got quite difficult to manage all the finicky 
numbers. Most of the time I marked the files by imprting them into Excel and commenting on the values 
in each cell, on whether they were correct, or quoted where they should be, or pointed out the mistakes 
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where I could. 


Each point-of-sale company has a personality. Take Allbran for instance. That’s not their real 
name by the way. Allbran is a small outfit run by one alpha geek who, when he isn’t out on the road 
visiting clients and setting their systems up, is writing new features. He’s a really nice guy, but his users 
tend to be very dependant, and they run him ragged. It seems that his obliging style attracts them, 
and they take full advantage by loudly demanding help even in situations where they could fix things 
themselves. From my point of view he was the easiest to work with, and he actually helped us work out 
some kinks in the testing procedure. 


Then there is Nutrigrain. A much larger company run by an autocratic, super-ambitious pain 
who can’t be trusted. They were determined to finish the test first, and they alternatively cajoled me 
and threatened me as I assisted them to finish the test. To be honest I have to say they have the best 
software, which combines a nice graphic layout with big pictorial icons for the user to click on, with a 
fairly solid database, but they have given us a lot of greif with releasing upgrades which reset certain 
settings which XchangeIT depends on. These settings tell their program where to find the files which 
XIT delivers, so we usually get a stampede of calls from users who say they can’t get their files and it’s 
OUR FAULT! He can’t be trusted because he loves to blast off mass nastygrams to your manager, and 
your managers manager, and so on when he doesn’t get his own way. One unstated claim to fame is he 
has never apologized for anything. He is never wrong. If you are wrong in any way he advertises it to 
the world but when they released these bad patches they clammed right up and never said anything, 
they just laid off the rest of us for awhile. 


Then there is Rice Bubbles. They actually have a bigger user base than Nutrigrain, with their 
cranky old DOS based system. This is mostly because they’ve been in the market for longer, and they 
lose a steady trickle of users to other systems as time goes on. The people who work there are beyond 
belief. The main programmer is notorious for his delicate mental balance, partly due to his use of 
pharmacutical amphetamines to combat narcolepsy. This engenders rampant paranioa, which exploded 
in gigantic hissy fits whenever something in the testing procedure seemed unfair or too hard. Several 
times he threw up his hands in despair and had to be cajoled to return to work, and he displaid that 
typical behaviour where the closer he got to finishing the test the more likely he was to make a mistake 
and essentially sabotage his own efforts. Nethertheless, I just managed to get him over the line, staying 
back late at work on a Friday evening at the end of the testing period. 


I wish I never did that. I wish I went home and let them fail. The next thing I knew they were 
demanding their compliance payment pronto, sending daily emails to myself and my managers, insisting 
that we should pay them right away. This inevitably got on everyones nerves, and it was exacerbated 
when they started to roll out their complient software and we started to get sales data back which was 
highly suspect. The strangest thing we saw were the negative sales, big bunches of them, mostly at 
the end of the day. This turned out to be user behavior, the users where returning stock from their 
subagents to the main shop by scanning the magazines and doing a "reverse sale” to add them to the 
shop stock, but they didn't do this during the test. 


Fearing that their payment would be delayed while we tried to fix up the data, they threatened 
to remove the sales data production feature from the next version of their software if we didn't cough 
up the money pronto. This didn't go well with the guys at the distributors, and they pointed out that if 
the software didn’t produce sales data it could hardly be called compliant with the standard. So, Rice 
Bubbles stopped the sales data in their new version, and as the newsagents upgraded the flow of data 
from their users thinned as each one went offline. 


Since then there has been mutual silence, neither side making any moves to patch the difference. 


I think the managers just didn’t want to give any money to these dickheads, but punishment is not a 
common motivation in these circumstances, in the business world deadly enemies can seem to become 
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friends overnight, if it benefits them both. 


Then a new option appeared - Rice Bubbles for Windows. This is almost certainly a simple 
front end for the old product, enabling the user to give commands with point and click, or more usually 
in the newsagency, with a touch screen. It’s amazing how many users find this attractive, living in fear 
of the technical threat posed by the keyboard and the implication that you can type the wrong thing 
and destroy the computer. They have this faith that you can't just as easily click the wrong thing. 1 
guess typing rm -rf *.* in your home directory is more disasterous than accidentally dragging files into 
the desktop bin, but still, how likely are you to type a meaningfull command by accident? 


At any rate, they promoted this new program as a new program and not just a front for the old 
one, which meant we had an opportunity to test it for compliancy again. Matthew, would you mind 
doing the honours? 


Of course I would, but there really is no choice. I should mention here that the original test was 
going to be done by a Welsh programmer they hired on a contract for this one job. He was going to 
finesse the test, test the test ie. make sure there were no errors in the files or the procedure to be used, 
and then impliment it. What actually happened was he started taking days off every week and then 
dropped out because of stress issues. So, they handed the whole mess to the patsy. At least we had just 
hired Jarek, my cow-orker and a damn fine one at that, to talk to the newsagents while I did this job, 
but the call volume was far less then than it is now. 


So, we meet again once more, my old friend the Rice Bubble programmer, his mind just as frag- 
ile. I send them the test and the introductory files and forget about them for about 3 months. During 
that time one of the magazine distributors starts sending out an email to all users giving them a kind 
of score of their ability to supply sales data files. Of course the score for users of Rice Bubbles is a big 
round zero. This gets back to management at the company, as irate newsagents, who would probably 
bet on two flies crawling up the wall, seem to take an almost sporting interest in improving their scores 
on this report. Eventually the pressure works, and out of the blue one day I get an email with the 
resulting files from the first test. 


Despite the heavy call load, which has grown to be more than both Jarek and I can handle eas- 
ily, I mark the files and send them back, pointing out the mistakes they made. My managers who I 
include on the first email are amused at this development. They aren’t terribly confident that we can 
get them through, but they watch with interest. 


After another go they pass the first stage of the test. One of my managers tells me to warn 
them that, even when they pass the test, we can’t just extend the ability to do electronic magazine 
returns to all users of their software, they will need to pass further tests on newsagents working in the 
field with real data. I mention this in an email during the second test, and it was like sticking a twig in 
a beehive. Within minutes an incredulous, furious email comes back, exclaiming that we can’t change 
the test without forcing all other point-of-sale suppliers to go through the changed test as well. His 
managers weigh in, while I clarify my position, no, the test hasn’t changed as such, we just don’t want 
you announcing that everyone using your product can now do returns electronically. 


But to no avail. I finished marking their second set of results, all correct as it happens, and 
that’s where it stands. To wrap up, it seems that there is a culture of madness at this one company, the 
managers partake of it too. It could be the result of long dealing with newsagents, which means I’m in 
trouble as well, but you would expect the guy from All Bran to be just as bad if that were the case. No, 
it’s just endemic to this one company. I sometimes wish I could be a fly on the wall in their offices. I 
imagine it’s like a survivalists bunker, all draped with cammo netting and crates full of cans of beans left 
over from Y2K, and a cache of weapons in case their perceived host of enemies tries to surround their 
compound and force them to comply with any industry standards against their will. 
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3.9.7 Fancy a hedhehog? (2004-09-14 16:28) 


Michelle used to have ferrets but they died of old age. She would still like to have ferrets, but can't 
because of her breast cancer. 


One of the things they do when you have breast cancer is remove all the lymph nodes from under 
your arm on the same size as the breast. This is because the cancer metasticises through the lymph, and 
they discect and study the nodes to check if the cancer has started to spread. 


However, you need those nodes in your arm, they perform a vital job. They pump the lymph away 
from your arm and exchange it with your blood. Without the nodes, the lymph still flows up the chan- 
nels, but not as well, and you are prone to oedema of the arm. You also have reduced immune system in 
the arm, so you have to be as careful as a leper about your affected arm. Michelle never goes anywhere 
without bandages and plenty of antisceptic in case she gets a scratch or injury. Even if she got sunburnt, 
her arm could swell up and never go down. She could get stuck with a kind of giant club for an arm, 
which isn't much good. 


At any rate, ferrets are prone to biting and scratching in an excess of affection and love, so they are 
right out. It's bad enough having cats which fight from time to time. Still she misses the little furries, so 
I suggested getting a hedgehog. 


Hedgehogs are adorable and cute, they are insectivores, so they have tiny peglike teeth for crunching 
up earwigs and crickets and snails and so on. They can’t pierce your skin, and their spines aren’t as 
tough as some people think. Plus, there's all the usual jokes: "Fancy a hedgehog?”, "While you're down 
there, how about a hedhehog” etc. etc. Michelle would love a hedgehog, so we decided to locate the local 
hedgehog owners association and go to a meeting. We assumed that, like ferret owners, there would be a 
hedgehog group that met for tips and to see each others pets, and they might tell us how one looks after 
this exotic pet. 


I searched online, and found a group, in the form of a special interest group on meetup.com. There 
didn’t actually seem to be a group as such, because there were no members, but there was a page for 
Hedgehogs in Sydney, so I put my address on it. Pretty soon I got email asking automatically if I would 
like to host the next meeting of this group”. I didn’t want to, so I didn’t reply. 


We forgot about this until last week when a message came through that the next meeting was due 
on Saturday at a cafe, which puzzled us a great deal. Usually the ferret meetings we went to were at 
peoples homes where the ferrets had the run of the back yard and they assembled a playpen where all the 
ferrets could be put in together. We thought it might work, but the hogs would all have to be in cages. 


Then we were driving along thinking about whether to go or not, when we realised where the cafe 
actually was. Darlinghurst, the centre of Sydneys gay community. Right on Oxford Street, which is the 
main drag, so to speak. Suddenly our cafe full of charmingly eccentric people with little cages full of 
hedgehogs became a cafe full of uptight, nervous, fey young men eyeing each other off and wondering 
who else was there because they were looking for oral sex. We decided not to go. Maybe if the system 
announces another meeting in a less gay part of town we might go, but the more we thought about it, 
the better it seemed to just leave sleeping hogs lie for the while. 


3.9.8 Mad Monday (2004-09-16 14:40) 


Michelle and I have taken recently to going to a movie night at the Annandale hotel every Monday, 
run byt the Mu Mesons archive. This is a private foundation run by this extravagent couple who call 
themselves Jay Katz and Miss death, who live and breath outsider culture and worship forgotten celuloid. 
They screen such salubrious movies Realities of the World and Flight to Mars, for donations in the basket. 
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Good for the pub too, it fills the bar on a night when it would normally be empty. 


On Monday I turned up, early as normal, because I catch the bus straight there from work. How- 
ever, the bar was closed, with signs up saying there was a private function. 1 wandered around the back 
and stepped in through the beer garden, emerging from behind the bar to a hideous sight. 


The bar was full of young beefy guys, kind of staggering around and moshing. There wasn't a band, but 
there was amplifyers onstage playing the basic rock and roll standards bogans like to hear. They were 
jumping onto the stage and spasticating around for a few seconds before staggering down into the rest 
of the room, while the music roared. It was kind of like they were retarded kids from a sheltered home 
who had always wanted to go to a metal gig but were scared of the idea of mixing with other patrons, 
so their minders had agreed to make their dreams come true and organised this private ”gig” where they 
could make believe they were "rocking”. 


One still sober guy was leaning against the bar. He saw me. detached himself and wandered over, 
asking if I was there for the movies. I said yes, and he lead me outside and pointed up the road and said 
that, tonight, they were on at the Mu Meson archives themselves, in their private theatre. I thanked 
him and wandered up the road to the top secret location of this institution, and we had a great night 
watching movies in a theatre lined with racks of cans of film and stacks of boxes of tapes of every format 
and description. It was the first time I’ve ever been in there, and I’m glad I got a chance to see it. 


The funny thing is, before the movie started, Jay told us what happened. The retards in the bar 
were actually the Sydney Swans, our AFL football team. They were engaging in a ritual commonly 
known as Mad Monday. Because all the games are on the weekend they can’t go out and "rage” on Friday 
and Saturday, because they have to perform. So, their coach, who must have been the sad old guy who 
showed me the way, organises these special fixes of sheltered nightlife for the boys, to compensate. So I 
wasn’t too far off the mark in my interpretation of the scene at all! Other people who walked into the 
front door of the bar reported even more gruesome scenes, like brimming vomit buckets standing around 
the bar which I hadn’t noticed. Anyway, it was all a big surprise to everyone when the pub told them 
that for one night they couldn’t have the movies there, but they were getting a lot of money, so too bad. 


When I mentioned this at work the next day, the footy fans all knew about this thing, and they even had 
pictures in the paper of the guys having lunch at the bar earlier that day. They’d been going for 8 hours 
by the time I walked in. 


earle (2004-09-16 10:18:13) 
Gotta love sportsmen. 


3.9.9 Secrets of the universe (2004-09-23 13:53) 


[1] 
[2)2004-09-22 1625.30 Rant 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong. 
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Scratched into a park seat in Five Dock, the secrets of the true nature of the universe await discovery by 
passers by. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/532220/ 


2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/532220/ 
3. [http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


3.9.10 Whiteboard lexicon (2004-09-24 23:11) 


[1] 
[2]2004-09-24 1026.46 -Whiteboard 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong. 


In the other half of the office where I work, some American programmers have been helping with migrating 
the ordering system to their companies software. They started keeping this lexicon to understand the 
local lingo. Just after I took this, one of them rushed in to add the word ”waftle”. He wanted to record 
it’s use as a verb, "to waffle”, meaning to speak at great length about nothing in particular. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/550063/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/550063/ 
3. [http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


3.9.11 2004-09-26_1222.36_Meat_meat_meat (2004-09-28 11:26) 


[1] = : I love this shop, I pass it every day on the bus. There’s something kind 
of cheerfully idiotic about the repetition. "Meat meat meat!” 


1. http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/596735/ 
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3.9.12 2004-09-27_1631.44 Let_us_remove_you (2004-09-28 11:27) 


"ERAH HANDMADE 


[1] 


On the other hand, this old sign always gives me a weird existential chill. 


1. http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/596741/ 


earle (2004-09-30 11:25:42) 
Makes me think of We Can Remember It For You Wholesale. 


3.10 October 


3.10.1 2004-10-04_1522.22 Cahill St (2004-10-05 09:18) 


[1] > 
I went for a long walk yesterday, in search of coffee. It was Labour Day in NSW, a public holiday, but 
I had to go to work. It wasn’t a holiday in any other states. When I left the office everything was shut 
or shutting. It seemed that as I reached each cafe they were closed with a note on the door stating they 
had shut just minutes before I arrived. 


These pictures are from Annandale, where old houses sleep in the back streets. I love the warmth of 
sun on old stone or brick. I have to go back, there are some other sights there I need to shoot. There 
is an ancient Hillman car deep in weeds in a driveway, and a hidden lane which 1 shot, but it was all 
washed out by the low light. At midday the sun will be coming down through the trees, so the shadows 
will be nice and deep. 
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[2] 
1. http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/704321/ 
2. http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/704318/ 


3.10.2 2004-10-04_0331.02_Foofnas (2004-10-05 09:30) 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/704306/ 


earle (2004-10-08 13:00:15) 
I like the way they're all sitting in the same position, more or less. 


carbonunit (2004-10-13 07:14:39) 
The window is in that direction. They can see the occassional bird fly past. When that happens their ears all 
swivel and they make odd sounds in their throats. 


3.10.3 Just some dumb links to break the monotony (2004-10-11 11:47) 


[1]Dissabled plushy animals 

This is so sick. They even have a mail order service where you can subscribe to receive a different mutated 
or blasphemous teddy bear or bunny every month. Forget drugs or child porn, this is the true evil of the 
internet. Link provided as an example of what not to click. 


1. (http: //www.morbidtendencies.com/botmc-details.html 


3.10.4 Politics of self interest versus politics of the greater good (2004-10-13 17:09) 


There was a federal election in Australia recently. The incumbent right wing [1]Liberal party won. It’s 
funny to read news from the USA where “liberal” usually refers to left wing politics, where Republicans 
rant against “liberal” politicians who want to legalise drugs or scale back military spending. The reason 
for the name is that the party was founded by industrialists who wanted to counter unions and worker 
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friendly legislation from the other parties, they claimed it was restrictive to their business and they 
wanted to liberate themselves from it. 


It’s actually usually called the Coalition, because they coalesced with another party, the Nationals. But 
the larger party, and the one whose policies survived the merger most intact, was the Liberal party. 


The other major party is called [2|Labor, and purports to be left wing, although the points of difference 
between them are pretty minor now. They agree on most policies, they just maintain a few token 
exceptions to fight about. 


I voted [3]Green, mainly because they were the only party with actual altruistic policies. It’s been strange 
and sad to see politics being driven more and more by self interest and greed, where parties offer flat 
out bribes to the voters. The story of this election was simple - the incumbent Liberals had accrued $25 
billion in taxes and was now going to hand it out. Labor had to counter this with their own plan for 
handing it out. This was usually similar to the Coalition, with a bonus, like a free set of steak knives. 
So, the Coalition might say they are pouring X into coastal surveillance to keep the evil terrorists at 
bay. Then Labor might say they were also going to pour X into that, plus, they were going to employ 
marginalised fishing boats to supplement the patrols. Actually, that’s not such a bad idea. But that’s 
more a sort of policy the Greens might come up with. 


The big divide in politics nowadays isn’t between wings, left or right, it’s between self interest and 
altruism. The parties attempt to tempt the voters with their tasty policies, and the voters vote for 
whichever morsel they find most attractive. The scariest thing is that the self interest politics seems to 
hold sway universally. People vote like flatworms swimming upstream along a smell gradient towards 
some food. They don’t think about the long term consequences for other people, they just respond to 
the offerings and retreat from the fear uncertainty and doubt. By far the best example of this was the 
Tasmanian logging issue. Tasmania is the large island state south of Aus, and it sits right in the 40 
degree latitudes, with constant moisture blowing in from the Bight. They have the remains of some 
very large forests there, and a huge forest industry. The loggers are staring doom in the face, because 
they are logging the trees far faster than they can regrow, and the industry has shrunk a great deal 
in recent years. It’s inevitable that the industry will either collapse or change radically into a different 
form, perhaps farming fast-growing plantation timber, or manufacturing MDF from hemp or something. 
Anybody with a brain in that situation would want to start looking for alternatives now, when you have 
time to experiment and see what works as a substitute for old growth timber, but not the lumberjacks! 
The Liberals offered them protection on their industry and they voted for them. This issue could have 
swung the entire election around. 


Michelle works at a large company, and experienced a vignette of what can happen during an election. 
The company wanted to change their workplace agreement, and they offered a deal. They deleted several 
rights, none of which seemed very important, and the big sweetener was that they would alter the pay 
scale slightly and retroactively, and to eliminate the need for difficult calculations on a person-by-person 
basis to see what everyone would get, everyone would be given a flat $1000 bonus. Needless to say, there 
was much rejoicing, and she was surrounded by friends urging her and everyone to vote for these changes. 
Michelle however pointed out that there must be a reason, that they wouldn’t be throwing this money 
away if they didn’t want something in return. 


Nobody listened, and when they held a referendum on the issue it passed almost unanimously. Her 
friends had hardly finished blowing the money when they discovered what the managers real aim had 
been. They had removed some complex requirements which guaranteed the existing employees a certain 
percentage of available overtime. Before, if a lot of extra work came in, management had to give most of 
it to existing employees at overtime rates. After, they didn’t have to do this at all, they could hire temps 
and casual staff at lower than normal rates to carry the slack. This was a huge blow to many staff who 
depended on the large amounts of overtime to pay off their houses. 


One interesting thing she reported too was the number of promoters of the new agreement who switched 
to endless whining about this loss as soon as it became apparent. It seems the louder they were in their 
praise, before, the more bitter and angry afterwards. She said it was almost as though they completely 
forgot how vigorous they had approved the plan. 
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My theory is different. Australian seem to have a need to be downtrodden. We love to swap stories 
about how hard our lives are. We’ve always been this way, maybe because you have to want to suffer to 
colonise this dusty brown land in the first place. So, we love to make decisions that we regret later, only 
we love to pretend we were forced to make the decision against our better judgement. The biggest issue 
in the election was interest rates. By a subtle process of innuendo and spin, the incumbent government 
convinced the electorate that they controlled the interest rates, not the banks and lenders, and that if 
Labor won then the interest rates would rise. Now, immediately after the results are in, the banks are 
already talking about raising the interest rates, to offset their liability on all the money they have leant 
out in housing loans. The amount of debt in the country is so high it could result in a runaway interest 
rate hike, because if enough people foreclose and leave the banks wanting, they will raise the rates again, 
forcing another wave of people to foreclose. Any moron can see this, and see that the government has 
no control over this process at all. Not even Labor, despite Latham signing a big promissory note saying 
he would prevent it. The only thing that can forestall or prevent this from happening is to cool down 
the economy for awhile, and let the borrowers pay off some more of their loans. We'll see how the free 
trade agreement really hits the homeowners when it becomes cheaper to buy American made goods and 
services than Australian, and the jobs really start to dry up. By that time the government will have 
changed the media ownership laws and responsible billionaires will control all news outlets, so they will 
be able to prevent negative press and ciriticism. Roll on interesting times. 


1. http://www.liberal.org.au/ 
2. [http://www.alp.org.au/index.php 
3. [http://www.greens.org.au/ 


3.11 November 


3.11.1 RIP John Balance (2004-11-16 18:08) 
[1]http: //www.thresholdhouse.com/index2.html 


It was an accident too. Most unlike him. Or perhaps, exactly like them both, considering some of 
their creative practices. 


1. (http: //www.thresholdhouse.com/index2.html 


3.11.2 (2004-11-25 21:40) 


It's been awhile. I haven't felt like posting anything. Plenty of things happen, but small, inconsequential. 
Or large, beyond analysis. Recent history has happened. Everyone knows how that’s turned out. I don’t 
like it, but my thoughts on the subject are of no interest to anyone except for those who think the same. 
That’s the take-home message from the recent elections, in Australia and other countries. Everyone has 
their won party for their own reasons and nobody is open to argument. 


Except me. One interestingthing about the recent elections in Aus is how the result, the policies of 
the conservative government returned to power, stand to benefit me personally. I hold liberal views 
because of my philosophy, because I believe that the purpose of existence isn’t entirely about self interest 
and consumption at the expense of others, but because of my high income I stand to benefit from the tax 
breaks. When I think of all the worthless westies who voted for the Liberal National coalition, who live 
off unemployment bennies and child bennies, and how the first policies to be implemented by the gov are 
aimed at reducing the amount of disability bennies being paid by getting the gimps and bad backs back 
into the workplace, I think, maybe they’re right. 
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Pll think about this some more. It smacks too much of the inevitable slide from liberal to conserva- 
tive that affects nearly everyone as they age. My father had a great revelation soon before he died 
though. I remember one day talking to him, and he said he had realized something. ”I realized, of course 
the Liberals get things done - they have the money to pay for it to be done!” This was very deep for 
him, because so much of his personal philosophy revolved around the idea that paying for anything was 
intrinsically less valuable than making of creating it for yourself. In other words, if a thing could be done 
without using money, it was done properly, whereas if it needed money or could only be done by ”apply- 
ing money” as he used to term it, it was worthless. I think the logic was that anything could be done if 
you had enough money, but as technique, logic and planning could reduce the amount of money it took, 
therefore there existed an ideal technique or method for doing everything which would take no money 
at all. The closest one could get to spending nothing on whatever you did, the closest to the elegant 
ideal of absolute freedom it was. So, one day this belief collided with the obvious fact that conservative 
governments, which always seem more productive than liberal ones, have far more money to work with, 
because of their wealthy donors and investors. 


Blah. 


I was ready to quit my job recently, because of personal problems there. I’ve probably mentioned this 
before, but one of the companies which forms the coalition which is my company is much smaller than 
the others, and has a very precarious hold on life. They constantly seem to be sliding into the red, and 
then squeaking out at the last moment. They consider themselves a ”boutique” magazine distributor, 
which means that they cost more but are provably more reliable than the others. Of course this doesn’t 
mean much to most publishers, because they just want to lower the bottom line and are happy to accept 
some problems with the service to get this on their books. They want to show their shareholders higher 
profits, and the shareholders nowadays are not that interested in customer satisfaction, until it starts to 
seriously impact on the share price. 


So, the manager who works for this company is constantly under stress, because his company could 
go bust at any moment, and he seems to take it out on me. He orders arbitrary changes to be made, 
and demands that procedures be rewritten while being practiced, and generally churns and fiddles with 
things in way which stresses me out. His usual modeus is to start firing emails around demanding to 
know about some aspect of my job. "Why are you spending so much time on sales data and nothing on 
returns” was a recent one. This because his company was focussing a lot of energy on doing electronic 
magazine returns with their newsagents. I mean, he could have just asked, but he had to fire emails to 
everyone he could to try and make it look like I was favouring the other distributors. The fact that the 
same mechanism which conveys electronic sales data also conveys electronic returns wasn't mentioned. 


I provided him with Perl scripts which analyzed the return forms and data and compared it to the 
server logs and showed which newsagents had outstanding returns, and he never implemented them. I 
think he was scared, the reports from the scripts might have revealed some massive failing in his own sys- 
tem. Next, he started to wade in on the issue of the development of the next version of our software. This 
has been proceeding slowly, in the hands of a large company which mainly does database maintenance 
for clients, with a little development on the side. They hate doing our program because it’s such small 
fry for them. They have one guy who spends a few minutes a day on it, which just isn’t good enough. 
But Brett isn’t helping anything by demanding that I act as his mouthpiece and get mad at them, just 
as he used to do back when he was managing this aspect of the company. 


And all the while the calls roll in, customer service calls from morons who don’t even think to try 
dialing up with a browser to see if their internet connection is even working when our program fails to 
deliver their files. Most of them have such a hazy understanding of what happens inside their computers. 
They don’t see the lines between the operating system, the programs, the files. For instance, many of 
their computers have the logo of their point-of-sale system as a desktop graphic. So, when you ask them 
if their pos is running, they say sure, it says so on the screen. You have to ask specifically, is there a 
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button for it on the grey bar along the bottom of the screen. That's the only way to be sure. And after 
dealing with a croaky old fogey from Upper Kumbuckta West who stoppe driving trucks when he was 
fifty and bought a newsagent so he could sell papers and live out his life, and had to buy and use a 
computer because the magazine distributors wouldn't increase his supplies unless he could prove to them 
how many he was selling, and he hates the same electronic bastards with a passion and never remembers 
anything he’s told about how it works for longer than it takes to get the job done, after helping him I 
then have to asnwer a dozen emails from Brett asking nasty sniping questions about minor aspects of the 
development or some other business. 


I was going to quit, but I won't. Pl stick it out. I’m not sure why. The money is good. The fact 
that the world economy looks set to collapse when the world stops buying American debt is another. 
When the US slides down into terminal bankruptcy, a lot of jobs are gonna go, especially in countries like 
aus which have tied our wagons so tightly to theirs. [’ll rest then, assuming that any of my investments 
remain. 


Pd like to post more, but I’m just too tired. After walking home from the bus I usually make din- 
ner and when Michelle comes home the mental conflict starts up once again, just like work in many ways. 
I used to be able to just pull more rabbits out of the hat, but not any more. They also moved me from 
a small office to the main call centre, and the buzz and conversation around me is too distracting. It’s 
hard to focus on the job at hand. 


3.11.3 (2004-11-27 16:11) 


It’s starting to get hot now. I hate the heat, but the long days are a blessing. I used to be able to stay 
up half the night and get by with far less sleep than nowadays, but that seems to be one of the things 
which dissapears as you age. 


The tomatoes have reached the top of the fence. They seem to have done well in the stalk and leaf 
department, but are somewhat lacking in the frequency of fruit they are starting to produce. It might be 
necessary to prune them or something, Pll have to do some research. I think it was partly my fault for 
giving them a good dose of copper sulphate, which they do love but maybe if they are content with an 
overabundance of nutrients they don’t feel the need to reproduce. Like how beating fruit trees produces 
more fruit because they get stressed and have to propagate their genes, or how you stop watering citrus 
when the flowers come. 


Michelle and i will be going to Dave’s party tomorrow, looking forward to it too. This i something 
we don’t get enough of. The only regular socialising we get is the movie nights at the Annandale. 


We went to the farmers market this morning and loaded up with organic veges. No salad stuff though, I 
think it goes brown and dies on you too soon. I know the commercial stuff lasts because it’s unaturally 
full of nutrients so the leaves can continue to metabolise for days after they’re picked, but we aren’t 
fanatics about organic food. It’s funny, we pay about double for the fresh groceries, but there’s a stall 
there that sells high quality second hand clothes, business shirts for $5 each for instance, so I pay less 
than 10 percent for that. I’m not going to buy any more white ones and try to dye them, that never 
works. They might be cotton, but half the time the stitching thread is poly cotton and doesn’t take the 
dye the same, so they end up looking like some failed detailing. 


It’s been awhile since I last updated this journal, I should get more into it. I usually think about it 
but then think "Who could want to read such miniscule details” but then I get fascinated by journals like 
[ LJ User: malwae | or uncover one of my old book journals and have a read. It’s worth doing in the long 
run. 
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3.11.4 (2004-11-28 21:36) 


It was another party, at Davids place, with a nominal ”rock” theme. This just meant that they would 
wear their normal dress, perhaps with a few accessories, and everyone who came would fit in slightly 
better, if they bothered to make the scene. Michelle and I opted for safe all black, with no embarrassing 
costumery. 


Dave lives in Strathfield, which is pretty far from public transport or anything our circle of friends 
knows to be easy to get to. He shares a large house with a band called Blatherskite, although he is in a 
band called Sub Lucis Ortum, and manages another band called Sirens of Io. They live the rock life as 
much as they can. The house is the usual shambles, still looking like student accomodation even though 
Dave is 35 and the other boys in the house in their mid to late 20s. They don’t go in for the found junk 
sculpture as much as my generation did, but they do have a lot of amplifiers and other gear to fill up the 
corners of the room. They actually have some nice kich, like a big storage unit with built in aquarium, 
and brown lounges all around, perfect for hiding the bongwater stains. 


Speaking of bongs, they favour plastic Orchy bottle jobs with garden hose stems, which always 
bothers me. I believe that smoking cannabis should be done properly, using a glass bong of some kind, 
and I bought a glass drill bit and learnt how to bore holes in bottles so I could manufacture decent 
equipment for myself. I guess I’ll have to make them something. We don’t have any good bottles at the 
moment, but I'll keep my eye out. 


David is one of my oldest friends and his housemates are all really cool people. They work at a 
variety of jobs. One is a student sound engineer, and he makes good money working for the RTA 
monitoring sound levels near heavy traffic roads and highways. I recently saw one of their monitoring 
stations. Walking home along behind a sound wall that runs beside the City West Link, I noticed a kind 
of plastic box sitting in the front yard of a house, with a whippy antenna sticking out the top with a 
microphone wind ball over the top. Anyway, other flatmates are accountants and work for video rental 
companies, but their band Blatherskite play awesome serious metal something like Tool. 


Most of the time we spent sitting out the back of the house annoying the neighbors playing NIN 
and Ministry and drinking beer. No barbeque this time, it’s too hot. We brought some toasted Turkish 
bread and hummus, which went down a treat. They always like hummus, except I didn’t put honey in it 
this time. 


Kia was there. She is the lead singer in Sirens of Io, and something of a work of art. Flamboy- 
ant, rough, shambolic, pretty slutty, a human junk sculpture, always falling over, but always doing it 
with style. She drinks more than anyone else and parties hardest. Dave has a hard time keeping up with 
her and trying to channel her energy into the band and away from destroying herself. Eventually she 
will destroy herself, of course, but that’s as it should be. 


There was live music when Dave and the drummer from Blatherskite and Kia played in the front 
bedroom. The room was fitted for recording, with matreses over the windows and wads of foam in the 
corners of the ceiling to absorb the sound that gets focused there. There was standing room for an 
audience of 4, so I only got to see part of their set. Later, Kias sister, who is a DJ, played in the back 
garden, threatening to wake the neighbours. Luckily the police stayed away, what with the orchy bongs 
laying around. 


We caught up with Giant Dan, an old friend. He recently had to move from a warehouse being 
run by my old landlord Sam Shovel (the good warehouse landlord, not Richard) to a space above a 
second hand furniture shop in Marrickville. It just happened to be one of Michelles favourite shops, 
specialising in eclectic finds and things like 20s brass bowls and art deco art glass thingys. Now he has 
to move out of there. He just doesn’t get along with the couple who run the shop. Not that they don’t 
like him, but apparently they drink a three litre cask of goon (cheap red wine) every day and then bicker 
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with each other. he said he's only ever friends with one of them at a time, and he's tired of trying to 
keep track of which one it is this week. Luckily he seems to be on the track of a shopfront in Bondi 
Junction he might be able to sell his own collection of 50s furniture through. 


Maria was also there, in a latex dress, fresh from the country. She's bought a church, a weather- 
board number in a forgotten town in the south. She told us how she located it with the help of her sister 
who lives near Canberra. It wasn’t actually for sale, but there was only one parishioner, an old man who 
attended the church once a fortnight. The church agreed to sell it, and she attended the deconsecration 
ceremony. She said the church was packed for that, and the old man was furious, demanding to know 
why everyone who came that day hadn’t been attending on Sundays, so the church could have remained 
in use. 


She intends to move down there for good in 2 years time, and start a business doing bookbind- 
ing. Good luck to her I say. We still have second thoughts about the church out at Bendick Murrel, but 
really we couldn't survive in the country yet. Despite the fact I can’t drive, it would drive us both to 
drink or drugs or at least very eccentric behavior, that is, more then our present spectrum of pathalogical 
symptoms. 


A 


Today was unbearably hot, well above 30 and it felt worse than Bali. We stayed inside most of 
the day, with brief trips outside to water the plants worst affected by the heat. It's pretty serious when 
the sun is so intense that you have to screen or cover over some of your plants, but I’m sure I just saved 
the life of our little Japanese maple seedling. 


But a lovely southerly buster just blew through a couple of hours ago, so we went out for a walk 
around the park. It reminded me of the weather of my childhood. There was a regular cycle in summer, 
as day after day grew hotter and more muggy until, on the fifth or sixth day, the change arrived, a cold 
front from the south that blew all the hot air away. Often you could see it coming, a straight line across 
the sky, clouds forming at the thermocline where the wedge of colder air was levering the sodden warm 
air up into the stratosphere. The cold and wind would arrive when the line of cloud was still halfway 
between you and the horizon, so there would be an eiry period of bright sun and cold wind, before the 
clouds crossed the sun. 


bluedevi (2004-11-28 10:44:31) 

Can I just say this was a fantastic description of the party? I felt like I was there. Hey, I should give you my 
address so you can drop a letter for me! It's Deirdre Ruane, 36D Colney Hatch Lane, Muswell Hill, London N10 
1DU, UK. 


carbonunit (2004-11-30 10:03:26) 
Excellent, I will send a couple of letters by street post this week. I’m glad you liked it, it’s harder to describe a 
pleasant event than an unpleasant one. 


3.11.5 (2004-11-30 18:42) 


At the Annandale last night we saw a truly amazing film, Latitude Zero. I can’t do justice to this amazing 
gem of camp and 


It all begins with a scientific expedition to study a current which runs across the Pacific ocean. The 
bathyscape gets lost when there is a nearby volcanic erruption, but the scientists and reporter are res- 
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cued by frogmen who take them onboard a mysterious submarine. 


They wake up in sick bay being tended by a cute blond in cutaway gold lamé jerkin and tight shorts. 
She has completely fixed them up with her advanced science, and sends them up to the bridge to meet 
the captain, resplendant in open neck shirt with gold chains across his smooth chest and gold lamé neck- 
ercheif. 


He explains that they are onboard the Alpha, a 200 year old submarine which was on a mission for 
a secret undersea society who live in a giant bubble city called Latitude Zero, which lies at latitude zero 
longitude 180 degrees. There, thousands of scientists and great people live and work to the betterment 
of mankind, in fact most of the great scientists and thinkers who had disappeared or died throughout 
history were there. 


On their way to the city they are stalked by another sub, the Black Shark. Inside, in a control room with 
lepoard skin upholstery and Maltese Falcon like moldings, Patricia Ford and Ceasar Romero fight their 
neverending battle against the goody goodies, who probably dissaprove of their rubber bondage gear. 
They fire torpedos at the Alpha, but it switches on its field supressor and escapes into the bubble of the 
city. 


There, amongst graceful buildings and open spaces, the people, dressed mostly in the ubiquitous gold 
lamé, stroll around thinking deep thoughts, or bounce on trampolines. Here, the captain of the Alpha 
actually explains away the popularity of their favourite fabric, by saying they extract the gold from sea- 
water and consider it cheap and easy to clean. 


It just gets better from there. Highlights include the raid on Ceasar Romeros’ secret hideout, a rocky 
island. The goodies dress up in entire catsuits of gold, with gold gloves packed with a different weapon 
in each finger and matching gold rocket backpacks. As they work their way across the rocky island, 
their gold boots do not protect their feet from the pools of burning acid! Meanwhile, Ceasar Romero 
transplants the brain of an uppity minion into a pantomime lion, then grafts on buzzard wings and hits 
it with a growth ray, to whip up a kind of instant monster to attack them. Needless to say the minions 
brain refuses to respond to his commands, and it attacks him. I also liked the giant mutant bat monsters 
he keeps around to menace people with, and the pantomime rat costumed people crawling through his 
tunnels. 


Also at the pub, Matt, with friends, one of whom had a small python crawling around his neck. Also 
Gloria from the party yesterday. I think the movie night is starting to get more audience, even for obscure 
showings like this one. 


3.12 December 


3.12.1 (2004-12-01 16:42) 


Michelle has a false boob, made of plastic and silicone. It’s essentially a plastic bag full of silicone, or a 
silicone implant that doesn't need to be implanted. It's quite large because she is well endowed on the 
other side. 


Recently it started to leak. A seam on the backside opened up and allowed a bit of the silicone in- 
side to poke through and contact her skin. She got a bad rash, and thought she had to buy a new one. 


Well, she contacted the shop she bought it at, to see if they had her size and shape in stock, and 
they told her she didn’t have to buy one. Her tit was still under warranty. Yes, their boobies come with 
a 2 year warranty so she gets a new one for free. 
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I don’t know who to call about my hair though. 


3.12.2 (2004-12-02 13:35) 


As a slightly lapsed Subgenius nothing gives me greater pleasure than spending work time doing other 
things. The only problem is that I expend almost all my brainjuice on work, and only tiny dribbles 
remain to fuel other things. 


If I had a reliably supply of brainjuice, I think the most urgent thing to divert it towards is learning 
LaTeX. This would be so I could automagically transform my [1]Cyclopedia from a website to a printable 
document. I really want to have a downloadable version where the index references go to the correct 
page numbers. The only other way I could think of doing this is to try and convert it to RTF. I spent 
hours trying to get this working earlier this year, because I do have Word at work and people don’t know 
what you’re doing, staring at pages of cryptic code or a Word doc, but it proved impossible, or at least 
beyond my modest capabilities. LaTeX should be the go, but it’s one of those things you have to learn 
in some depth to use. 


The next thing would be to try and write some of that there nano fiction the kids are so into these 
days. But just my luck, the filth would catch me, and my contract gives them rights to whatever ex- 
cretions my brain vomits forth during work hours. So far this has been considerable, because between 
calls I’m either writing newsletters for our customers, or perl scripts for the magazine distributors to 
use creating reports about system performance and sales data. I recently wrote my first program with a 
GUI, a little perl script with a TK window that allows one to view the contents of files and resend them 
if necessary. 


The brainjuice shortage is my worse bugbear these days. It’s not so much that the juice is short, it 
is but it’s also watered down. Age and the impact of recent realisations about the nature of the world 
and my place in it steal my enthusiasm for the futile persuits that used to amuse me. 


1. http: //www.mspong.org/cyclopedia/ 


3.12.3 (2004-12-04 09:26) 


I’ve been thinking about the nature of the self doubt and sense of futility that attack whenever I try and 
do something creative, that isn’t directed entirely to making money or further my career. It’s personified 
as the ghost of my father. Love him though I did, he was a cranky old protestant type who sneered at 
anything without immediately obvious returns. I’ve always had him on my shoulder, especially when 
he was alive, like the Old Man of the Sea, telling me again and again that the things I was doing were 
useless and worse than useless, they were a waste of time and would come to nothing. Whenever I took 
something up and tried it, he would be there, in my immagination if not in person, telling me it was 
a Waste of Time. There were some things he could aprove of, like wine making - that’s saving money, 
isn’t it? Gardening and growing veges was too. Anything that didn’t involve buying any materials or 
investing money is okay, except anything to do with computers, which were a Waste of Time. 


It’s quite ironic because the only resource he approved of expending was time. You could examplify 
his philosophy as, it is better to spend one hour sawing through a piece of timber with a blunt saw, than 
buy a new sharp one and spend 1 minute. The natural corollary of this philosophy is, it is even better 
not to bother trying to saw anything in the first place. 


So Pm still trying to shrug him off, and probably always will be. He personifies my self doubt and 
in this I might be lucky. Instead of a free floating anxiety my limitations are personified, and a smaller 
target. I just wish that target wasn’t wearing the face of my old dad. It makes it hard to defeat. I mean, 
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it is his fault that his memory is so intimately entwined with these issues, but it's me that has to unpick 
the knot. 


That reminds me of family holidays to Port Macquarie. He used to encourage us to gather the big 
balls of fishing line on the beach and unravel them to reuse them. He taught us how to knot nylon line so 
it wouldn't break. That taught us a lot about patience, but it's something I would never do now. Nylon 
fishing line rots in the sun, and being washed around in the water with sands wears it through, it’s weak 
and breaks easily. It was worse than useless for fishing with, because as soon as you put tension on the 
line it breaks. It’s an obvious false economy, except if you want to keep kids occupied for hours without 
spending money. Maybe he was watching for us to rise up, refuse to fish with the useless line and demand 
new line. We did have new line, you can’t use knotted fishing line with a rod, only as a hand line wound 
on a cork. We used to fish in the inlet canals near the coal fired power stations north of Sydney. Dad 
helped design those stations. One time he took us to where a canal had been blocked off and they were 
draining it. There were dozens of blackfish and leatherjackets hiding under the rocks for us to pick up. 
He knew they were draining the canal and realised the fish would be trapped and easy pickings. That’s 
the sort of person he was, not bad, just frugal and weighed down with responsability and deeply scarred 
by the Depression of the 30s. 


So how do I persue the friviolous lifestyle of a 21st century dilletant which I so very much am with- 
out feeling guilty for not slaving honestly to lay up grain for the future? The short term answer is, I 
don’t. I work, I save money, I reduce my outgoings and balance my accounts. I worry about expenditure. 
I just bought tickets for a holiday to Malaysia for Michelle and I next Feb, which is my birthday present 
for her. Dad was there on my shoulder, trying to tell me "You don’t need to go overseas so soon after 
your last holiday, why not put it off for awhile?” and I was telling him ”She's worth it, we deserve it, I 
earnt it. I grow vegetables in the garden and compost foodscraps. I still have a dialup net connection at 
home. I only have one pair of good shoes. Go away!” He went away, for awhile. 


3.12.4 (2004-12-04 11:51) 


I was despairing that we would get any tomatoes this year, but looks like 
there are a few, at least on the Roma plants. 


[2] 
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a DEA A The plants have reached the top of the fence, I’m not sure if I’m supposed 
to trim them now, or just let them hang down again. The wind blows quite strong up this side of the 
house, they might snap off anyway. 


Michelles gargoyle looks good hiding in the greenery. 


Michelle hides from the camera, while Flash looks for trouble in the lounge- 
room. Officially her territory is only the kitchen and dining room, but when we're around she takes 
advantage of the protection we offer to try and extend her power. 


[5] 
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My father's old cycad has just grown another new set of leaves. 
It a out last year because of the stress of moving. Cycads throw up a new set of leaves every year 
in a huge burst of growth. They feel alot like plastic when fully hardened, but when new and green they 
feel like soft ferns. There is a mantis hiding in the plant. 


1. http://www. flickr. com/photos/mattspong/1897550/ 
2. http://www. flickr .com/photos/mattspong/1897458/ 
3. http://www. flickr .com/photos/mattspong/1897548/ 
4. http://www. flickr .com/photos/mattspong/1897547/ 
5. http://www. flickr .com/photos/mattspong/1897452/ 


gutbloom (2004-12-04 12:26:29) 
Isn't it early in the season for you to get tomatoes? Winter for us is just getting underway. When does your 
growing seasons start and when does it end? 


carbonunit (2004-12-04 20:42:00) 

Sydney is sub-tropical now, our growing season is extended. I put these in at the beginning of September. They 
got a lot of fertiliser, blood and bone, buckets of coffee grounds too. The previous crop was bush beans so there's 
lots of nitrogen. I could probably put in another crop after this one in January and get tomatoes by May. [1]They 
had a difficult start to life as well. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/347601/ 


3.12.5 (2004-12-08 21:10) 


Finally our software developer has come up with something that has the new features we want, and 
seems to work, so it's time for me to do the regression testing. We've had a lot of trouble from these 
people. They didn't seem to do any testing of their own, and kept on sending us stuff which could barely 
stand up, which even just running it and looking at it would reveal serious flaws. I think they were just 
compiling it and emailing it to us and clocking off and leaving us to spot the mistakes for them. 


Luckily the main developer has gone on holidays, leaving the unqualified but far better programmer 
to work alone. Consider this. The program needed to have several new entries added to a file which 
stores the user settings. This isn’t the first time this has been done, we released a major version about 
a year ago. Anyway, everything they sent us seemed to erase all the user settings from this file. We 
kept assuming that it was the program, that it was incorrectly reading the settings file as corrupt and 
replacing it with a blank copy from the backup folder. Actually, it was the patch that installed the new 
software, it was also installing a new, blank setting file and overwriting the old one. The developer didn’t 
even know that the program reads this settings file in on startup and saves it again when it shuts down, 
and that it can add entries when it detects they are missing. He just had to reuse the old code the last 
developer put in there. 


It was busy today, so I couldn’t start the testing. Maybe tomorrow. It’s a long hard slog, we need 
to test it in 8 different configurations. Twice for each of the 4 main Windows systems our customers use, 
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and twice on each system for the 2 java VMs which are out there, Sun and Symantec. On each one we 
have to get it to upload and download examples of all the different flavours of files, through ADSL with 
a router, and through a dialup connection. This should exercise it in every way it might be used in the 
wild, or at least cover our arses well enough that no-one can point the finger and accuse us of releasing 
hasty. 


Another piece of luck, the manager who gives me all the trouble is busy at the moment, his distrib- 
utor seems to be going through some kind of corporate convulsions at the moment, so he shouldn’t give 
me any grief for a few weeks. One of these days Pll give a potted description of these guys, they're fas- 
cinating because they're each so different and amazingly indicative of the companies they work for. Just 
like how people resemble their pets, they also resemble their companies, although whether the company 
molds them in it's own image, or selects them for their prior resemblance, is up for debate. 


3.12.6 (2004-12-09 22:03) 


I’ve been reading the log of [ LJ User: flying -blind ] on a daily basis, and looking forward to it. He 
only seems to write about the weather, but each post is a short tone poem in a minor key, although that 
might be because it's winter where he lives. Fog, mist, rain, dampness and cold, these are luxuries in 
short supply where I come from, and yet, my genes yearn for them at a basic level. It’s a refreshing dip 
in a deeper, less hip worldview than most of the web I read. 


gutbloom (2004-12-09 20:28:59) I Agree 

It’s a great journal. His posts are completely wonderful. His comments in my journal are often funnier than the 
original post. They have a completely different tone from what he writes on his own pages. If he wanted to pander 
to the groundlings (and please understand that I count myself among the groundlings) he could be a “big hit”. 
I’m not sure how he resists the temptation. 


carbonunit (2004-12-10 02:10:11) Re: I Agree 

Yes, I see what you mean. But don’t you see, now you’ve destroyed my fantasy! I thought he was some kind 
of contemplative, amateur monk, living an austere life of meditation in a forgotten country house, eaking out a 
living from an inheritance, avoiding the world and all it’s attachments, his whole life like some Hal Hartley film. 
Now I learn he watches TV, probably has a normal life, and his mind just as cluttered with pop culture as mine 


is. Damn! 


3.12.7 (2004-12-09 22:08) 


I released a rumour into the wild today. Actually not a rumour, but I secretly let it be known that we 
were testing the new software. I called up a guy who works for Tower, one of the point-of-sale systems 
which reads our files, and told him. Simon is a specialist in EDSL and routers, and he told me some 
surprising things, mainly that a lot of people have XIT working behind a router without it needing to be 
configured. This emans that a lot of the effort we went to with this release isn’t required. Damn, and I 
wondered why we weren’t being hassled so badly by the customers who go to ADSL without reading our 
site. 


Simon will tell Mark, and Mark will tell everyone on his newsagents discussion group, because there’s 
nothing Mark likes better than proving how plugged in and essential he is by being first with the news. 
This will mean a lot of newsagents with nothing better to do will be calling us up and wasting our 
time asking questions about it or demanding it immediately, not for any particular reason, but because 
software with a higher version number is better, innit? 


However, it had to be done. Mark is also a big time supporter of Bill Xpress, a bill paying network 
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which installs terminals in newsagents so people can pay their water bill while buying the paper, and 
they do it by putting people on a broadband network, but the network is a WAN. This means there is a 
giant centralised router, and you can't set it up because the current hack for setting up routers for our 
software, is to essentially tell them that anything which comes in on a certain port has to be sent to the 
one computer where XIT lives. The new software should work with them, but they’ll have to test it, 
which means I have had to tell them, but if I told them before Tower and Mark, Mark would get his nose 
put out of joint. So I had to tell Simon who would tell Mark who would tell everyone. Sigh. 


3.12.8 (2004-12-11 19:47) 
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3.12.9 (2004-12-11 20:01) 


The ultimate cafe is a pub that doesn't serve alcohol but has great coffee. Without alcohol there are no 
morons, no dumb drunks. With coffee we have brown liquid happiness. Also required are comfy seats 
and tables that are not too low. If you find this place please tell me. 


AD163 used to server schooners of coffee. A schooner is a beer glass which holds about 4/5 of a pint. 
But it wasn't the perfect cafe. There were too many dim tourists serving, and the proprieter was too 
lax. He ended up losing the place anyway, couldn't keep the rent up. The next owners were macrobiotic 
vegetarians who served soy lattes with granulated honey instead of sugar. At least they weren't vegans. 
They stripped all the colour off the walls and made everything oatmeal and biscuit dough. They wanted 
it to be a chillout venue for ravers whose raw nerves couldn't take any textures or strong colours. 


In fact, the ultimate cafe would better be described as a library with coffee. There is a library tea- 
room on Kent Street in Sydney but it's a bit too twee for me, with little bentwood chairs crammed in 
around tables about the size of a supreme pizza. 


Even most pubs have poor seating and tables. But then they aren't designed for reading or writing, 
or often even for talking. Aussie pubs are mostly for standing up, swilling down the grog. Not like 
English or irish pubs, which are much more civilized. 


There is a scene in the movie Meetings With Remarkable Men, this bloke from the secret society that 
Gurdjieff is hunting for enters a bodega, pauses, and declares "Yes, one can think well here!” I'd like to 
find that place. 
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There are no good cyber cafes too. They're all crowded packed little dives, superheated by the herds of 
boxen, one cannot think well there. 


Actually, the ultimate cafe is the old style mens club. Preferrably with a flatfooted butler who knows 
how to leave you alone, and makes a decent cappucino. 


I went out to see Team America with David today, which inspired these thoughts. We were walking 
around the Haymarket end of town looking for somewhere to sit down and have a coffee around 5.30, 
the only place we found that was still open was a skanky little cafe serving the coach tourists at Central. 
We could have gone up to King Street but you’d think there would be something better near such an 
important travel nexus. 


Team America was great, which is good because I promised Michelle I’d see it with her too. She had 
to go to her work Christmas bash, which promised to be an eternity of agony for anyone like me. I like 
things quiet. 


The Green Iguana is the best place I know, we go there for dinner about once a week. It’s nearly 
the last of it’s breed, as cafes go; they have a Starbucks on King St. now, and that’s the end really. They 
rode Mackers out of town on a rail a few years ago, KFC too, but Starbucks can stay, with their rainbow 
sticker in the front window like a talisman against criticism. 


3.12.10 (2004-12-16 20:24) 


Recently I gave an innocent little girl a copy of His Dark Materials by Phillip Pullman for Christmas. 
The entire future course of her life has probably been altered, for the better I hope. 


Actually Kiara isn’t stupid, she’s very smart and reads a great deal already. She would probably have 
stumbled upon this book herself. 


Still, one has to be careful about these things. It’s possible I am partly responsible for the downfall 
of the brother of a friend of mine into drugs and despair, and all because of a book, or rather a comic 
character - Ranx Xerox. 


Tim is the brother of Jill W, who I used to know. She was the girlfriend of one of my best friends, 
David L. When I lived in a warehouse about 12 years ago, with Dave and Jill and many others, Tim used 
to come over and hang around with us. He must have been around 15 when I first met him. 


He was pretty smart, though not in a geeky way. He became a bit of a pest, hanging around a bit 
too much sometimes, especially when I was much more hermetic back then, and didn’t have that much 
practice in dealing with humans. He was perky and keen and used to drop in every now and then to visit 
his sister and the rest of us and find out what crazy stuff we had been getting up to. 


One thing we had in common was a love of comics, and I introduced him to Ranx Xerox comics by 
Liberatore and co from Italy. Ranx, in case you’ve never seen it, is a violent dark funny comic series 
about a brutal humanoid robot love slave who is helplessly in love with a spoilt 12 year old girl called 
Lubna. A usual storyline might involve Lubna going to score heroin from the home of a dealer, where 
there is a mysterious door which is never opened. While stupefied on smack she opens the door, surprising 
the mutated 2 headed brother of the dealer. The dominant head is a violent imbecile obsessed with Elvis, 
who attacks them all with a chainsaw while singing a meddly of rock hits, while the tiny, smart, sessile 
head appologises profusely every time he severs a limb. Ranx destroys everything and helps Lubna steal 
the remains of the smack, and fin. 
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Fair enough, that's a typical violent underground comic from the pages of Heavy Metal or any other 
anthology series, and the artwork is amazing, beautiful full colour pages done entirely with felt tip texta 
pens. I liked it, Tim was utterly obsessed. Strangely so, as there were only 3 commonly available softcover 
english translated collections of Ranx that I had and knew about. But he had the usual other interests 
that we all shared, in violent and dark movies and books like Henry Rollins meanderings and Nick Caves 
florid novels. He borrowed mine, then bought his own copies of Ranx, and used to enthuse about them 
whenever we met. 


Later on things went wrong. He got into dealing drugs, mainly speed and mull at first, but then the 
poppy. He started to use it more and more, got addicted. It’s so cliched now, so banal and tedious. His 
father was a success director of some big companies, he retired with a pile of money and then started 
trying to help his son. They moved to New Zealand, they sent him to those rehabilitation camps where 
they never let you out of their sight. he attended the funeral of our friend Paul accompanied by a very 
attentive minder who seemed to be litterally glued to his side. To no avail. The last time I saw him he 
was walking down the street, looking thin and sick if cheerful. The last time I spoke to anyone who had 
been in contact with him, they said he had escaped from all help, his family had given up on him, as far 
as they knew he was back on the stuff and happy. 


It’s impossible to untangle the influences that shape our lives, because we can’t determine the reach 
of our will. The three things that determine the shape of our lives are genes, upbringing and example, 
and our own self control and direction. I hope that Kiara’s evident will and intelligence will enable her 
to derive some good wisdom from this book, which is full of it in my opinion. With any luck I’ve helped 
steer her in the right direction. Still, it always makes me nervous now, to give or lend someone a book, 
especially someone young. I never speak to Jill anymore, I think she and her family might blame me for 
their boys condition. I hope it wasn’t my fault. 


3.12.11 (2004-12-16 22:07) 


[1]This guy might be about to kill himself. He sounds like it, doesn’t he? He's plainly discussing topping 
himself, distancing himself from the subject by writing about himself visiting his psychiatrist in the third 
person, as though it were a film script. Further back in his journal he discusses the beginnings of this 
bout of depression, and further back again he mentions his manic depressive condition. 


Now, [2]over here we have a magazine article by the same guy where he details his history of suffer- 
ing from this disease, and how it was recently diagnosed and medicated. I can’t find a link to the cover 
of the issue that had this article, but it’s a beauty, with his round bald head looming out of the darkness. 


I noticed this cover especially, because I work for a company which is associated, in a sideways way, 
with the Bulletin magazine, and for a time our office was just down the hallway from theirs. Posters of 
the covers of their magazines were always put up inside the glass door of their office, and it startled me 
to see his mug one day when I arrived for work. 


The reason it startled me was that I worked for Spike, the company he founded. I was their first 
employee, for 9 months from September 95 to July 96. It was a truly amazing time, working in the first 
proper successful web design studio in Australia. I wasn’t trained or anything, I just answered an ad in 
the paper that specified HTML skills. I had those from putting my execrable novel online, and they were 
looking for someone different, someone who didn’t come from a print or regular design background, and 
also someone who wouldn’t try and hog the creative limelight from them. 


In [3]this article in the Sydney Morning Herald Chris says he [4]regarded the company as a garage 
band rather than a business. Ruby, the true creative power behind the company, did too, in a way. They 
were in it for the glory. The first real glory we got was [5]this article. I’m the [6]guy at the back, with 
the hat. Chris is down the front holding the laptop, Ruby is to his right. Chris was furious with me for 
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wearing that Game Over teeshirt. He took things far too literally. 


If Spike was a rock band, then I was the drummer. While doing layout and breaking up their giant 
Photoshop concept graphics into working and (vitally important in those days) fast loading pages, I in- 
troduced them to such essential concepts as global search and replace editing of web sites, animated gifs, 
embedded video, background audio and other technical developments, as they happened. I remember 
when Netscape 2 came out, with frames, java and plugins. Everything changed at that point. 


Chris was autocratic and dominating. I tolerated most of his bullshit because he was an American 
and we Aussies cut them slack in these areas, because of their culture. They can’t help it, poor bastards. 
But as time passed and we acquired more and more clients the pressure went up, and I started to burn 
inside. It was all well and good being the drummer in a rock band, and the pay was stunning, but I 
wanted to get some recognition as well. I understood later from rereading the article that Chris and 
Ruby were trying to cultivate an image of Spike as being the work of non-geeks, to distance us from the 
extremely geeky image of web design at the time, and to seduce the clients who couldn’t tolerate dealing 
with nerds, but I didn’t care about that at the time. They maintained that they didn’t understand the 
underlying technology at all, they just worked on what looked good and the technology took care of itself, 
but we all know now it doesn’t take care of itself. 


I reached breaking point when that SMH article was published, because I didn’t rate a mention. I'd 
been with them longer than anyone else, but they didn’t mention my name. I’m sure they would have 
cropped me out of the picture if they could have. I bided my time until my next payday, then did a 
midnight runner. I took my computers - I owned 3 of the computers we were using, as well as Syquest 
disks and other gear - and cleaned out my desk late one night. The next day they called me and tried to 
talk me into returning, after a cooling off break of course, but I wasn’t interested. 


So all that time Chris was suffering from manic depression. I only seem to remember the manic side of 
him, I never saw him in a real long lasting depression. Perhaps those only came when the company failed 
a few years later, their shares plummeting down to a few cents each before they went bankrupt. I still 
feel a little shadenfraude about that, just a little. I met Ruby a few years ago, she enjoyed buckets of 
shadenfraude herself, but then she always had more invested in the company, both money and time, and 
was cheated out of more, herself. She retired to raise her family in far north Queensland in a house in a 
pocket of jungle up there. 


Anyhow, despite everything, I personally hope that Chris doesn’t do himself in. Not that I feel any 
affection for him, but I don’t approve of that stuff. Chris, don’t be a dickhead. Go and fuck some more 
Japanese backpackers instead. 


1. http://www. lomography .com/homesDeLuxe/diary_feed . php?cid=839255&day=15 .12.2004 


2. http: //bulletin.ninensn.con. au/bulletin/site/articleIDs /482A5CEACAFF9E27CA256E610028F SDE 
3. http: //mspong. org/various/spike1. jpg 

4, http: //aww nspong .org/various/spike2. jp 
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madslasher (2004-12-17 08:38:19) 


5 


sirspike (2004-12-27 04:48:06) 

Chris was autocratic and dominating. I tolerated most of his bullshit because he was an American and we Aussies 
cut them slack in these areas, because of their culture. They can't help it, poor bastards. As an American having 
lived (and preparing to live again, shortly) in Australia, I can verify the accuracy of this. Of course, it goes both 
ways at times, but... Yeah though, dude’s journal seemed pretty serious...any more recent word? 
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3.12.12 (2004-12-22 15:31) 


The worst thing about this job is the way it seems to sandblast my mind. I come to work full of grand 
ambitions to slack the day away, write, post, do something worthwhile with my time, and Jarek's away, 
I’m the only one on the support line, and tons of hapless newsagents are calling. I hate to beat a dead 
horse to death again, but they are pretty stupid people. It's the week before Christmas - what better 
time to make major changes to your internet connection, your point-of-sale system, your firewall and 
virus protection etc. than just before a major holiday? To be fair, I think that some of the blame lies 
with unscrupulous vendors. The newsagents are pretty gullible and they believe the vendors when they 
tell them they need to upgrade to cope with the rush. Rather than muddle through with what they have 
now and upgrade when things quiet down, which any sane smart person would do. 


But damn, I can barely think. I just swallowed a coffee down, and took the phone off the hook. Let the 
calls pile up, I don’t care. 


We went and saw KMFDM on Saturday, they were alright. I'm not too big on that cliched kind of 
industrial music, but Michelle liked it. It was a bit of an experiment for her, she prefers metal, so I 
thought this might broaden her horizons without disappointing. The fact that only 1 original member 
remains in the band was a plus, it suggested they would stick to formula and please the crowd. Nice 
crowd too, lots of familiar faces. Chris Dubrow was doing sound for Switchkicker, they were pretty good. 
We'll be keeping an eye out for them. 


On Monday at the movies they showed an amazing aussie classic film, [1]Wake In Fright. An amaz- 
ing, frightening, artistically shot and edited film, and a crying shame it’s been so effectively forgotten. 
They actually lost the negatives until recently, and the Mu Mesons was the ony] decent print in Australia. 
They were half jokingly expecting the copyright holders to storm the pub and halt the screening, just to 
get their hands on the print, except they’d be concentrating on the negs now. It’s the story of a teacher 
from a tiny speck on the map town in the outback who is heading for Sydney over the summer break. 
He stops in the Yabba, some mining shithole out there, and gets pissed with the local cop. The cop 
shows him the two-up school, and makes a few bets and wins. When he realises that one more win would 
pay off his student loan, he goes for it, and loses. From there it’s a downward spiral, as he falls in with 
a local character and his mates who aggressively pour beer into him and take him roo shooting. The 
hunting scenes were obviously the major inspiration for Mad Max, as they chased the roos down in an 
old Holden. It gets worse later that night, as they spotlight them and actually fight them to death. The 
blasted desert scenery is perfectly reflected in the desolate hopelessness of the locals lives, where the only 
consolation is constant drunkeness. It seems amazing when the guy survives and makes his way back to 
the school where he teaches. 


1. http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0067541/ 


3.12.13 (2004-12-28 14:17) 


Another Christmas, like many others. Actually, we did things a bit different this year. Finally, after a lot 
of persuasion, we agreed to not give each other any gifts within the family. It’s a lot less stressful, and 
does away with that greasy uneasy feeling we get from supporting the consumer economy. Instead, we'll 
be buying things for each other at an appropriate time - I’m zeroing in on a source of cheap ex-government 
PCs for Mick and other people who need them, and Pam might make me some picture frames for my old 
photos. 


We had lunch on the back patio, [1]pictures here. It was extra sad this year, missing Nan as well as 
my father and of course Nanna Walker, and we didn’t have any orphans this year either. I played a 
bunch of terrible Christmas music I downloaded like Mexican brass band doing carols, and Spike Jones 
doing their version of the Nutcracker Suite. Then Mick slipped on a fart noise disk and brought the house 
down. There’s nothing wasps like better than some toilet humour. 
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On Sunday Michelle and I went for a drive down to Bundeena, in the Royal National Park. This is 
a beautiful little town kind of marooned in the middle of a huge tract of bushland south of Sydney. I 
used to pass through here often when I was bushwalking in the park, you can get there by ferry from 
Cronulla. Anyway, here’s a [2]picture for those languishing in a cold northern clime: 


Work is spookily quiet today, I might see if I can give myself an early mark. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/sets/65366/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2604877/ 


gutbloom (2004-12-28 04:19:23) 

Hey, you guys are wearing the paper crowns from thos cracker things. That’s an English custom, isn’t it. Here 
you folks are always trying to get us to not equate you with the English and as soon as we turn around YOU’RE 
HAVING A LITTLE ANGLOPHILE PICNIC ON CHRISTMAS. Well, I’m true to my rebellious colonial roots. 
I mean, I wear the little paper crown on Christmas but I you’ll never take a picture of me enjoying it. 


carbonunit (2004-12-28 11:01:21) 

Nyah, shaddap. We don't care about the not-being-english thing anymore, the job's been done, you know that 
the small hot continent in the southern hemisphere is different to the cold island in the northern. We drink tea 
too, hot tea with milk, and often eat roast sheep. I can even do a perfect BBC World Service accent. But I do 
bathe more than once a week, an important point of difference. 
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Chapter 4 


2005 


4.1 January 


4.1.1 Happy new year (2005-01-02 17:34) 


They say the best parties always happen on the edges of disaster. Michelle and I and our friend Karen 
celebrated being alive and on top of the land in style this year. Unlike previous years, when we might 
have an extra biscuit with our white tea and go to bed early after the 9PM fireworks, and unlike the 
poor souls around the Indian ocean who are busy pouring their friends and relatives into body bags and 
saving fingers for later ID. This year we went to the Sounds of Seduction, an anual bash put on by Jay 
and Miss Death of the Mu Mesons, who stage the regular Monday night films we always attend. 


[1] 
It was an absolute hoot. The scenery fascinating, the rich interior of the Gaelic club only enhanced by 
the many projectors casting strange images on the walls and the dancing crowd. The crowd, intelligent, 
friendly and never belligerant with drink. As Michelle said, you know you’re in a good venue by the 
number of patrons who wear glasses! This, from a girl who refuses to wear her own... 
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The music was lush, funky and fun, as Jay and imported Italian DJs explored some interesting tributaries 
of the music of the 50s to 70s. The costumes were excellent, my favourite was the guy dressed as Ash 
from the Evil Dead series. You can see his chainsaw prominently in the balloon drop photos, and Divine 
was divine, also the girl from Xanadu. The general vibe was beatnik freakout in a time warp with some 
monsters and spacemen thrown in. 


[3] 


They had prizes, for some reason I won a DVD even though I hadn’t dressed up really, perhaps my 
retarded frenetic dance style caused the judge, Vern Pullen, to think I was a special person or something. 
It was cool to see Vern in the flesh, I’ve been reading his columns in the local music paper for years. He 
writes as a professor of the Jim Jones university, prognosticating various trends to their logical conclu- 
sions and making plans to profit from the results. The disk was The Wicker Man, an awesome movie. 


When we got tired of dancing we went upstairs where they were showing the pilot episode of the Six 
Million Dollar Man, with subtitles so we could watch it with the music. They later screened an episode 
of Lost in Space, the one where Doctor Smith turns the Jupiter 2 into a hotel for aliens. 


[5] 
At midnight they had a balloon drop, and then we danced and talked to the freaks and watched movies 
and went home very late. We spent most of yesterday recovering, a hazard of advancing age, it takes 
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longer to recover from a night out. [6]Click here to see more photos, as I upload them. I got a few videos 
as well, but I'll use work bandwidth to put those online. 


So now we know why we didn't give each other gifts this year - the money was needed elsewhere. There's 
a [7]table here which is good for working out where your dollars will do the most good. I gave mine to 
[8] Medicines Sans Fronteirs, mainly because they try and assist in regions where the other charities won't 
go. We all know things must be bad in Mayanmar/Burma now, even though the military government 
won't admit it or let any news leak out. They don’t want their neighbours to think they’ve been hurt, 
and they don’t want to admit that they don’t have any infrastructure for assisting themselves. So for 
good karma, pay some tithes, they make your sneakers and buy your debt, now they need a hand. 


— 
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sirspike (2005-01-04 08:26:08) 

The Wicker Man...that shit fucked with my head when I saw it as a little kid. I guess it was the sense of impending, 
inevitable doom as you started to realize what was going on and realized he wasn’t going to make it off the island. 
Great feel and sense of unease during the movie that hasn’t really been replicated in anything else. 


carbonunit (2005-01-05 18:57:38) 
I know what you mean. The only thing a little bit close would be Blair Witch project, which for my money 
should have been classed a tragedy instead of horro. But the Whicker Man is much better. 


4.1.2 (2005-01-05 06:30) 


I am Criswell! For years I have told the almost unbelievable, related the unreal, and shown it to be 
more...than a fact 


Now, I bring to you the shocking revelations, my predictions for the Year of our Lord 2005. Read 
on, in glee or horror, depending on your personal viewpoint, as I drop my temporal spoilers. 


1. I predict that a movement of radical honesty will spring up online, regarding file sharing. Similar 
to straight edge punks and ”promise keepers”, followers will abstain from downloading anything 
copyright. However, they will also abstain from consuming anything copyright whatsoever in any 
format, in the hope that they will ignore the labels and Hollywood studios out of existance. They 
will be a source of great anguish to the commercial media, who hate being ignored far more than 
they hate being ripped off. They will attempt to ridicule them in turn, thus winning more converts 
to their cause. Musicians and film makers will emerge, are already emerging, who will cater to 
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them only, releasing entirely free music and living on the proceeds from their tip jars and live 
performances. 


. I predict that the archetypal consumer used in advertising and other media will veer towards an 


incredibly venal and spoilt wretch, and will by years end be entirely like some cad or bounder 
from Charles Dickens. I predict that someone indistinguishable from Flashman will be used to 
advertise sports cars, and SUV ads will show smiling families driving over huddled beggars clutching 
cardboard signs, and ads for foodstuffs will show humorous shots of starving African villagers eating 
caterpillar stew intercut with a western family cutting into a haunch of roast beef. 


. I predict that a Christian movement will emerge supporting and promoting the idea of a new 


Crusade to convert the heathens in the Holy land. They will essentially be demanding that the war 
in Iraq be recognised as a holy war, Christian against Muslim, and that the eventual aims should 
be a full conversion of the entire population of Iraq and neighbouring countries to Jesus. They will 
be nervously ignored by the media. 


. I predict that China will launch a one-way suicide shot mission to the moon. This will be decried 


by western nations, while the USA through NASA quickly ramps up another space race, to prevent 
the Chinese establishing claims on lunar bases. There will be the start of a space war, as failures in 
Chinese missions are blamed on western sabotage and attacks. The taikonaut won’t actually die, 
but his ship will lack any facility for a return journey. Although they might be able to provide him 
with a unmanned resupply drone, exposure to radiation, both from the sun and the atomic thermal 
plant which provides his power and heat during the lunar night, will severely curtail his lifespan. 


. I predict that a number of movies and TV shows will be made depicting very old people, in their 


80s and 90s, working at various jobs. This will be in response to the revelation that current levels 
of superannuation and pension savings are nowhere near enough to allow people to retire at the age 
they customarily do. 


. I predict that radical nature haters will begin seriously campaigning to deliberately destroy bio- 


diversity stocks and industrialise the national parks and wilderness areas, claiming that man is 
inherently unnatural and therefore anything which benefits the natural world at the expense of hu- 
man profit is evil. They will counter arguments that point out the necessity for natural resources, 
such as the fact they produce oxygen or promote evaporation for rain, with basically illogical bull- 
shit. They will garner huge support from many people who see a chance for personal benefit from 
their policies, or who just hate trees and animals. 


. I predict that stupidity will start to be considered a disability, so that stupid people will be allowed 


to claim benefits currently reserved for disabled people. Once someone has been diagnosed as 
"stupid” they will be able claim reduced responsability in a court case, and there will be special 
services provided for them. They will also be able to claim for discrimination when they are refused 
employment because of their lack of intelligence, and employers will be forced to provide a safe 
workplace for stupid people, and suitable tasks and duties they can carry out. This will seriously 
reduce productivity, but do wonders for the employment figures. However, despite complaints from 
the stupid lobby, the gap between the smart and dumb will steadily widen, as the thick lag behind 
in their understanding and adoption of new technology. 


. I predict that as the Huygens probe descends to the surface of Titan it will image some form of 


life, perhaps branching growths like coral reaching out of the surface of the oily seas. This will not 
cause anywhere near the amount of excitement NASA hopes it would, as most people just don’t 
care and either believe that Star Trek is real or that God created only one special planet blessed 
with life and this is it. 


. I predict that trilobites will be discovered crawling around in the mud of the deep bits of the north 


polar sea. 


10. I predict that the next big thing on the internet will be private currencies. This will evolve out from 
3 main loci; karma ratings on blogs, tip jars for content providers, and swap meet sites. By years 
end it will be possible for a dedicated, thrifty individual, in a net-hot city like San Fran, to live 
entirely using income in these currencies, assuming he owns his own home (because the likelyhood 
of a landlord accepting karma points for rent is pretty small). 


So keep your eyes on the skies, number 8 comes due in about 9 days. 


4.1.3 Sneak Preview (2005-01-07 16:04) 
[1]http: //www.mspong.org/cyclopedia/cyclopedia.pdf 


What this is, is a PDF version of the Household Cyclopedia, made using pdflatex. Watch out dialup 
users, it’s 10 Meg. 


Pdflatex is like Latex, but it makes PDF files. Latex is a program which controls Tex, and Tex is a 
document preperation system which has been on Unix for many years. 


I’ve only just got into Tex, and it rocks. The way it works is, you make a text document, and em- 
bed all these commands in it which describes how it should be structured as a document. Then you 
run it through the converter and it comes out all nicely formatted. The reason I’m using it is I want a 
printable version of the Cyclopedia which has accurate index and contents page. I knew there had to be 
a way to use the links which already exist in the web version of the Cyclopedia to do this, and Tex is 
that way. 


It’s also cool because appart from occassional peeks at the output, I’m working with pages of plain 
text, so I don’t attract any attention in the office. So, I can steal oodles of company time (which would 
have gone to waste anyway, things are quiet right now) and nobody gets upset. 


The thing about Tex is, it makes up for the fact that you are working in the dark, you can’t see the 
output until your run it through the converter, by having loads of layout intelligence built in. This means 
you can trust it to hyphenate well, and place images in logical places, and it has decent built in formats, 
but it causes problems as well. 


So pretty soon I need to do a lot of things, like work out how to make single lines flush left instead 
of indented like paragraphs, impliment lists properly, keep titles and at least the first paragraph of the 
article on the same page, set the page size to A4 etc. Also, the index needs a lot of work. But, it’s all 
happening, and pretty soon you’ll be able to kill a tree or 2 printing it all out. 


1. http://www.mspong.org/cyclopedia/cyclopedia. pdf 


bluedevi (2005-01-07 11:01:22) 

Nothing to do with LaTeX (as I can’t help typing it), though it is also a thing of beauty - but thank you so 
much for the sarong. Is it actually from Bali? (Bali’s taken on an almost mythological significance for me, since 
a discussion with my mum many years ago about how much I needed to travel, resulting in her giving me a Bali 
guidebook and saying ’maybe this’ll make you go there’. Haven’t made it yet, but some day.) Sadly, the street 
post letter hasn’t got to me yet. What sort of place did you drop it in? 


carbonunit (2005-01-07 13:50:31) 

Yes, LaTeX, and it’s pronounced "tech”, no? It is a beautiful program, such a simple and logical concept. It 
was probably designed originally so writers could create formatted documents on line terminals, which means 
you could do the same thing now on a superphone. And you never lose the contents of your document through 
corruption, it’s always accessible. I keep spotting these selling points as I think about it. Yes, the sarong was 


147 


from Bali, it’s a typical Bali pattern too. It’s second hand, so someone wore it once. I hope you go there one day, 
it’s a very nice place. I left the letter on the wall around our Hyde Park. I might try another one in a different 
location. 


bluedevi (2005-01-07 13:56:34) 

I also think the output of LaTeX is beautiful to look at, somehow, from a typographical point of view. There's 
something very visually pleasing about (especially) mathematical docs done in it. And now I’m thinking if I 
ever have a house of my own I might paper one wall with a collage of LaTeX maths papers. What a shameless 
font geek I am. 


earle (2005-01-08 00:04:34) 

Very nice indeed. I was always impressed by your Cyclopedia project, and I continue to be. I actuallyhave a 
book here that the Cyclopedia made me think of digitising - a Victorian cookbook, about a thousand pages long. 
(Can’t remember if I mentioned it before...) The problem is, it’d be a truly massive undertaking. Maybe I’ll leave 
it until 2010 or something, when I have time. 


carbonunit (2005-01-08 07:15:44) 

Thank you. I hope you do put your book online, but it does take a lot of time. Now that you’re freelancing you 
might be able to get into it during the off times. I’ve always been worried that the body of literature which has 
escaped copyright might someday be captured by bad laws. Those "fixation rights” rumours sure scared the crap 
out of me. I think that’s why Google are wanting to digitize the major libraries in the US. Nowadays I worry 
that someone will spot the fact that the Cyclopedia has recipes for guncotton and gunpowder in it, where the 
evil terrorists might read them. That's why I want to prepare it for re-emergence into the real world. Welcome 
back BTW, you’ve been quiet for some time. 


4.1.4 (2005-01-08 01:03) 


We went to see Koyanisquaatsi at the Opera house this even, with Phillip Glass and his ensemble doing 
the music live. Absobloodylutely incredible! I wish I got tickets to one of the other shows, but the sold 
out rather fast. This was good enough though, and the live music sound made it so very much better, 
even when we saw it before. I think he changed the score a little, there was a bit where the electric power 
towers came on which sounded different. It was great to see the intricate fingerwork of the keyboardists 
as well, although Glass was doing the bass lines so he wasn’t working too hard. Most of the ensemble 
sing as well as play their instruments, too. 


My attitude towards the movie has changed as well. I used to just absorb the stated message, anti 
industrial and anti metropolitan as it is, but now I find the visual overload of the city scapes and the 
speeded up trips down the freeways to be hopefull and positive elements in the composition. Now I see 
the overcrowded streets and train stations as monuments to human adaptability, and the faces of the 
people in close up, who are meant to be hopeless and worn, now seem brave and worthwhile. The old 
message of the movie might have been ”Hopi indians predicted that modern life would be an industrial 
nightmare” but now it's "look at what we can do! Look at canyons next to our skyscrapers, rivers next 
to our highways, it's all so rich and strange, nature could never do anything like this!” I think it’s be- 
cause we've all broken through the barriers we once thought we'd be trapped behind, as to how much 
complexity we could handle. Futureshock is just one of those things you think you can't handle until one 
day you just have to get over it, like learning to swim or going to court. 


It was so cool too to emerge from the movie onto the opera house forecourt, where they were rehearsing 
a concert which is on tomorrow night for tsunami relief, so there's rock bands playing on stage, and the 
city rising above them, and the sails of the opera house itself, all lit up, and lights strung across the 
harbour bridge, which were part of the new year celebration, doing light shows every hour, and the giant 
mirror ball they hung from the arch, and the ferries on the water, it's a perfect combination of natural 
and man made beauty. 
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4.1.5 (2005-01-11 06:19) 


Pretty good movies at the Annandale last night - The Sex Killer and The Love Cult. Something of a 
theme night for them. They were both cheesy sexploitation titles, but with redeeming features. We liked 
the Sex Killer best, a short, punchy document of one mans descent into depravity and violence, mainly 
due to the purchase of a pair of binoculars, and the fact that he worked in a manequin shop. Watching 
sunbathing girls on rooftops, and handling disconnected female forms every day, it’s not long before he 
starts invading womens homes. I’m sure this movie influenced Taxi driver in it’s depiction of a lonely 
weirdo gone wrong, and Eraserhead in it’s depiction os sleazy cheap interiors of the buildings, and the 
constantly droning winch at the shop. There even seemed to be a bit of Law and Order SVU in there, 
as the action was bracketed by little grabs of street scenery with the camera panning around wildly to 
focus in on some detail, exactly like on that show. 


I was all set to have a sicky yesterday, so I called in and left a message, and went back to bed. Then, 
I thought Pd check the messagebank to make sure my message was received. It wasn’t, all calls were 
still waiting as before. I tried Jareks phone, no answer. So, cursing, I threw on some office clothes and 
headed for the city. There I found no Jarek and no explanation, he just decided to take the day off 
too. The problem is, he was already booked to take the next 4 weeks off starting Tuesday, to go skiing 
in the Alps. He must have just felt that coming in for 1 Monday was too much bother. Bastard. The 
mailman brought my Fowlers Vacola jar lids just as I was leaving too, I could have preserved the rest of 
the peaches. Damn. 


4.1.6 (2005-01-13 18:44) 


I’ve added all the material to the Cyclopedia downloadable book, it’s almost ready for the prime time, 
now all I need to do is tidy up the index and fix the last formatting mistakes. 


[1] http: //www.mspong.org/cyclopedia/cyclopedia.pdf 


My eyes feel like they’ve been driven back into my head with blows from a hammer, the side effect 
of too much concentration on ascii text. I was using a plain text editor which doesn’t colour code the 
TeX. The source file is [2/here. You can’t really compile it though, the images won't be accessible. When 
it’s ready to be published Ill host it as a package, a tar file with the images included. 


You know, the Google project to scan all the old books in the libraries of those US universities will 
probably come up with a way to do this in under an hour, with more accuracy. 


1. http://www.mspong.org/cyclopedia/cyclopedia. pdf 


2. |nttp: //www.mspong.org/cyclopedia/cyclopedia. tex 


spacemummy (2005-01-17 08:53:56) 

Hey, Tex is pretty neat, wish I had time to learn its convolutions. I thought for awhile structured text was for me. 
But I am too lazy write anything but plain text. I use some cheetah templates to format my html, but the most 
sophisticated my data gets is to put a carriage return in for paragraphs. 


4.1.7 (2005-01-17 17:04) 
While LJ is back up again I better quickly post an update. 


Weekend weather too hot, went to conspiracy movie night at Mu Mesons Friday, watched vids on Satur- 
day, went to museum and saw Egyptian stuff Sunday. 
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The conspiracy vids were okay, not too overblown. I'm thoroughly unconvinced there were bombs strapped 
to the bottom of the jets that hit the WTC, but that hole in the Pentagon was way too small no matter 
how you slice it. They also showed the pilot episode of the Lone Gunmen, a series I wasn’t even aware 
off, although I remember them from X files. In the pilot they thwart a plot to crash an airliner into the 
WTC. Only the plane was to be flown by remote control by a black ops CIA hacker. if that was the pilot, 
I’m glad I never saw the series. 


Saturday was too hot to move. I can’t stand hot humid weather. Hot alone is okay, humid is worse, 
but hot and humid is the pits. I had to get up early to mow the lawn before the conditions became 
unbearable, then spent the rest of the day sipping ice tea and lying on pillows watching videos, especially 
Wild Zero, which I recorded the night before off SBS. This movie is so rock, I could hardly stand it. 
I kept wanting to jump up and start punching the air or biting walls or hitting myself with a stick or 
something because I couldn’t stand how awesome it was. See it, if you can stand it. 


Our cunning plan for Sunday was to go to the museum where they have air conditioning, and stay 
there until after the predicted cold front came through and saved our souls. They had an excellent exhi- 
bition on Egyptology, the peices were organised in linear order by their place in the death ritual. I wish 
[ LJ User: spacemummy | could have been there to tell us the real deal. The cold dry air in the museum 
sure served to preserve our flesh, in fact it dried me out and rendered me stupid from dehydration. I hate 
it when that happens, but it always days in museums and libraries. How ironic that these institutions 
of learning should be so hostile to my brain. Not that I actually need such a thing, the Egyptions went 
to great pains to preserve their lungs and heart and gut and they threw the brain away, they must have 
thought it was some kind of gland. 


Throughout all this I kept logging on trying to find fresh images from the Huygens lander. That was 
so frustrating, and still is. I WANT HIGHLY DETAILED LARGE SCALE PICCIES, ORIGHT? Give 
them to me, now. Don’t make me wait. We’ve been waiting 7 years for this, now deliver. I wonder how 
Stephen Baxter is coping. It seems the premise for his novel is still somewhat valid, but Titan is far less 
mushy than thought. I would like to know what the composition of the surface was, and whether the 
highlights from the dark surface was reflection from liquid or the shiny surface of a plain of pitch. 


spacemummy (2005-01-17 08:48:34) 

We egyptians (hrm) believe that though thought might originate in the brain, consciousness does not. What good 
did thinking ever do you? Try to answer without thinking. Gotcha there, eh? It’s a closed system. And like all 
closed systems, it’s subject to entropy and therefore death. The ka, however, lives on and on. It may look like a 
bird at times, or smell like cheese, but it endures in many forms long after the brain has hit the stone floor of the 
embalmer’s studio. Is anyone going to ask the question: How come every planet looks like Arizona? 


gutbloom (2005-01-17 15:32:15) 

Dear | LJ User: spacemummy ], I know what you are up to. At first glance it may appear that you are helping 
Livejournalaks with your offerings of ancient wisdom, but I can see that you are just schilling for Malcolm Glad- 
well’s new book [1]Blink: The Power of Thinking Without Thinking. As if that guy isn’t getting enough press 
already. I also thought you should know that I am one of the rare people that has two kas. Really. I have kaka. 
Last, I think your observation about the surface of Titan is most astute. I wonder if Dairy Queen has picked a 
location yet. 


L. 


//www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0316172324/qid=1105975436/sr=2-1/ref=pd_ka_b_2_1/104-8619468-6088743 


spacemummy (2005-01-17 18:53:02) 

Wait, you are very sly. You yourself recommend the book. (hrm) Strange I have never heard of it and yet it is 
ranked number 3 among Amazon’s book sellers. Kaka? I hope you say that with the emphasis on the second 
syllable and a spear in your hand. My conspiracy friends call all the space photos, "views of the catbox.” As if 
the Cats of Saturn get out to the satellites. 
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carbonunit (2005-01-17 21:26:16) 

So you did know that the brain was involved in cognition? I guess it’s obvious, when you see what a blow to 
the head does to someones behaviour. But then, ancient people were often well aware that the brain is quite 
robust, they witnessed accidents like that guy who accidentally shot a nail into his brain and didn't know it, and 
realised it must work as mushily as it looked. Titan might look Arizonan, but at least it's yellow! NASA has 
done Serrano one better - Piss Planet! Moon, whatever. 

haruspexx (2005-01-18 02:04:37) Love Has No Borders, Nationalities or Genders 


Totally agree with you about how awesome Wild Zero is I gotta find a way to get flames to shoot out the back of 
my bmx bike now! 


4.1.8 Welcome to Hell (2005-01-20 17:14) 
Operator: "Lignus Puzzle Systems, Matthew speaking, how can I help you?” 


Customer: ”Hello Matthew, Im having a terrible time with one of your puzzles, I think it must 
be broken, can I get a replacement?” 


Operator: ”Of course, we have a warranty on all our puzzles. Which puzzle is it?” 

Customer: "The peg puzzle. The pegs won't fit, they're the wrong shape.” 

Operator: "Oh, perhaps some pegs from another puzzle were included.” 

Customer: "That's it, pegs from another puzzle.” 

Operator: "How many pegs were included?” 

Customer: ”T'wo.” 

Operator: "And this is the 2 hole puzzle, isn’t it?” 

Customer: ”Yes, it has a square hole and a round hole.” 

Operator: "Could you describe the pegs please, so I can work out what puzzle they came from?” 


Customer: ”Okay, one is kind of shaped like a rolled up newspaper, and the other is shaped 
like... a box of rice crackers.” 


Operator: ”I see. So, you could say that the pegs have a round cross section and square cross 
section.” 


Customer: ”Hang on Einstien, I don’t understand all the gobbledegook. Im just trying to de- 
scribe these pegs, I don’t know what kind of lingo you speak in-” 


Operator: "Sorry sir, just a moment, it’s possible the pegs aren't the wrong ones.” 
Customer: ”Whataya mean? They don’t fit, I told you. That's why I’m calling.” 


Operator: ”Perhaps they do fit, if you do it right. Could you pick up the one shaped like, what 
was it, a newspaper.” 


151 


Customer: 
Operator: 
Customer: 
Operator: 
Customer: 
Operator: 
Customer: 
Operator: 
Customer: 
Operator: 
Customer: 


Operator: 


one.” 
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Customer: 
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Operator: 
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"Okay, I got it.” 

”Now, could you hold it above the puzzle.” 
”Okay.” 

”Hold it directly above the round hole.” 
Okay.” 

”Hold it so it’s pointing straight down.” 

” Alright.” 

”Now gently lower it towards the puzzle.” 
”Okay.” 

”Did anything happen.” 

"Well, how about that! It went through the hole.” 


"There, I thought so, this peg is the right peg for this puzzle. Now lets try the other 


"THIS one Im SURE is wrong for this puzzle. It isn’t even the same shape as the 


” 


"Let's try it anyway. First, hold the piece up in the air.” 
Okay.” 

”Point it straight down.” 

”Okay.” 

”Hold it directly above the square hole.” 

”I am.” 

"Bring it down gently.” 


"Right... there, I told you, it doesn’t fit! I want to send this thing back, it’s al 


”Hang on, lets try this again.” 
”Okay, but I haven't got all day.” 
”Now, hold it in your hand.” 


"What, the base or the piece like a cracker box?” 


Operator: "The piece. Leave the base on the table. Are you holding the piece in the air?” 
Customer: ”Yes.” 

Operator: "Point it straight down.” 

Customer: ”Okay.” 

Operator: "Hold it directly above the square hole.” 

Customer: ”Okay.” 

Operator: "Bring it down until it is touching the top of the hole, even if it doesn't go through.” 
Customer: ”All right, but I don’t see where this is going.” 

Operator: ”Just trust me. Is it sitting on top of the hole?” 

Customer: ”Yes.” 

Operator: "It isn’t going through though, is it?” 

Customer: ”No, it can't, the hole is too small.” 

Operator: ”All right, now, slowly turn the piece around.” 

Customer: ”Turn the piece around, what do you mean?” 

Operator: ”I mean twist it. Twist it around, like you're twisting the top off a bottle.” 
Customer: "Okay... hey, it just went in!” 

Operator: ”Yep, it's all in the wrist.” 


Customer: ”Alright! Hey, do you have an instruction manual for this puzzle that you could send 
me, I couldn't find one in the box.” 


” ” 


Operator: 


madslasher (2005-01-20 06:26:17) 

They can be a rare and spectacular kind of stupid at times. I had one that tried to deliver a hand-mixer as though 
it was a freakin’ newspaper. He just chucked it over the fence from a moving vehicle and wondered why we told 
him off for improper delivery! The mind boggles... 


carbonunit (2005-01-20 19:23:36) 
Now that is so sad. He must be like some kind of robot, he can't conceive of delivering something except by 
throwing it like a paper. 


gutbloom (2005-01-20 10:14:53) 


Beautiful. I love the "Hang on Einstien, I don’t understand all the gobbledegook. I’m just trying to describe these 
pegs, I don’t know what kind of lingo you speak in-” comment. 
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carbonunit (2005-01-21 01:46:00) 

Thanks. Of course I was inspired by that excellent ep. of the Simpsons where they send Homer into the Third 
Dimension. From [1]http://www.snpp.com/episodes/3F04.html Lisa: Well, where’s my Dad? Frink: Well, it 
should be obvious to even the most dim-witted individual who holds an advanced degree in hyperbolic topology, 
n’gee, that Homer Simpson has stumbled into...[the lights go off] the third dimension. Lisa: [turning the lights 
back on] Sorry. Frink: [drawing on a blackboard] Here is an ordinary square — Wiggum: Whoa, whoa — slow 
down, egghead! 


1. http: //www.snpp.com/episodes/3F04.html 
spacemummy (2005-01-20 16:53:41) sansabrain 
Shrikeshit, my head's all whirligig just reading that. Must be all the time I spent in public schools. 


carbonunit (2005-01-21 01:47:08) Re: sansabrain 
I don’t get it. Do you mean those public schools in the UK where you get the paddle daily and learn to like it? 


4.1.9 (2005-01-20 18:58) 


It's the time of year that $10 cases of tomatoes appear, which means it's time to bottle them. I like to 
put a few away each year. Tins of tomatoes are probably cheaper when you factor in the cost of the 
labour, and especially the possibility of botulism, but there's something I like about having home made 
preserves in the pantry. The procedure is pretty simple. First you cut out the stalk of the fruit with a 
knife, then you dip them each in boiling water for 10 seconds. This cooks a thin layer beneath the skin 
and allows you to peel them. 


After peeling, chop them in half and put them in the saucepan. Cook on low heat, covered, until 
enough juice escapes, then turn the heat up. 


When they are nice and soft, mash them down with a potato masher. Pretty soon they should be 
entirely liquified. 
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While they are cooking, wash out the bottles and rinse them. To fill them I ladle the sauce into a 
funnel and stir it through with a satay stick. Leave an air space. 


Put the bottles in a tall saucepan and fill with water. Place crown seal bottle caps on the bottles 
and start the heat. Ideally your saucepan should be deep enough so you can out the lid on, I use a steel 
bowl inverted over the top. Simmer for 1.5 hours, then remove and seal immediately. There are cheap 
sealers which look like a stamp, and you use a mallet to drive them down, but the lever action types are 
better. If done right there should be negative pressure in the bottles so you hear a hiss when you open 
them. 


I always smell the contents before using, and never tip them directly into the dish when cooking. Of 
course the big scary monster of home preserving is botulism, which can destroy your liver and sundry 
other organs, without visibly discolouring the food. It’s actually a chemical poison, the waste product 
from a bacteria which can grow slowly in sealed jars and bottles, but luckily heat totally destroys it, 
so cooking with the sauce will protect you. It also doesn't like acid environments, which is why it’s so 
notorious for lurking in tomatoes and mushrooms and other neutral preserves, but you can add a little 
lemon juice if you’re worried. 
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madslasher (2005-01-20 06:12:51) 
Cool! 


4.1.10 (2005-01-22 16:12) 
I’ve gone and done it now. The printable Cyclopedia is launched. 
[1]http://www.mspong.org/cyclopedia/download.html 


Of course, there is much more to do. Next I think PI take a look at the [2)/Semantic Web thingy, 
and see if I can render the Cyclopedia into a form compatible with that. So that, when the all en- 
compassing global mind emerges from the depths of the internets, it will have a solid grounding in the 
manufacture of horse balls and Hungary water, and be able to detect the adulteration of bread by chalk. 


But seriously, there is a lot of information in the Cyclopedia that would be useful to this project. The 
hard bit is working out how to bash it into nicely constructed nodes without doing it one by one by hand. 


Also I might need to look into making it a Torrent, if it becomes popular. I’ve got plenty of spare 
bandwidth, but even a 13 Meg file can eat that up in days if it gets popular. 


1. http: //www.mspong.org/cyclopedia/download. html 
2. http: //infomesh.net/2001/swintro/ 


4.1.11 (2005-01-28 18:34) 


We had Wednesday off, because it was Australia day. Australia has its own day, which celebrates the 
first time that a member of Captain Cooks exploratory party set foot on Australian soil in 1770. Thus, 
it isn’t really a celebration of the discovery of Australia, although for awhile it was taught in our schools 
that this country was discovered on this day. We know the Dutch were all across the northern coast in 
the 2 centuries preceding this, Abel Tasman definitely sailed around the North and South coast and then 
on to New Zealand, and the Portuguese left their anchors off the West coast, probably on secret voyages 
around the Indian ocean trying to get the jump on the Dutch. Cooks voyage was supposedly to observe 
Venus transit the sun, but it seems pretty clear that this was just to put the French off as he went looking 
for a continent in the south of the Pacific. They believed it had to be there to counterbalance the mass 
of Europe. 


Most explorers before Cook recoiled from Australia like it was poisoned, which it kind of was. Cer- 
tainly this flat, eroded land was pretty devoid of spices or fragrant wood or anything else the early 
explorers were interested in. Most of the west and north coast is either desert or jungle full of crocodiles, 
and the rest is dry sclerophyl forest, the kind that burns every decade. But Cook quite possibly was al- 
ready informed that he was looking for a site for a prison colony, so he went home and wrote a favourable 
report, and the first boat loads arrived in 1788. 


Michelle and I went out early in the morning to a nice little spot on a beach in Botany Bay, right 
up against the fence of the airport, and watched a few planes come in. There are usually a few geeks 
standing around there, making notes and noting makes and models and airlines. On Wednesday there 
was just one, who was waiting for a friend to come in from Fiji. The plane landed, and a few minutes 
later his friend rang - he had seen him from the plane. So he left, and we watched a few more planes 
including one of those spooky unmarked blue and white ones with no windows. The thing that bothers 
me about those planes is, it would be a great way for notorious criminals to smuggle their ill-gotten 
gains around the world. They could just do up a plane like that, and wear black sunnies, and stare 
down the security guards after they land, and speak with American accents, and get away with it. But I 
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guess these “official” unmarked planes get through because of phone calls from the embassy or something, 
some secure channel from Canberra. otherwise it would be a great source of insecurity for our country, 
unmarked planes flying all over the place, wouldn't it? 


It got a little hot, so we drove around for awhile, looking for a nice place to have our picnic of Veg- 
emite sandwiches. After a bit of aimless wandering we found the perfect position just up the Cook river 
from the bay, where there was a boat ramp and lots of wogs launching jetskis and zooming around. There 
were some trees to sit under and, most importantly, we were just close to the flightpath, so an enless 
procession of interesting planes went by. There was even a small market garden nearby, which radiates 
good psychogeographic energy all through the neighbourhood. It was the perfect afternoon. Althought 
our lily white palor was ruined by the sun coming through the trees. 


4.2 February 


4.2.1 (2005-02-06 21:42) 


I haven't been doing much recently, partly because of the crappy weather, which is hot and humid and 
keeps me down. I belong in a much colder climate than this. 


The only thing I’ve done recently of any interest is finally finish an old project, the [1]Michelle Quilt. I 
started this about 6 years ago but it has languished for most of the time since then in a box. I took it out 
last week, determined to get it done before Valentines day. Yes, I’m a hopeless old romantic. Although 
it isn’t usually considered romantic to sew a quilt with your girlfriends face on it. 


ie 


[2] 


1. http://mspong.org/michellequilt.html 
2. [http://mspong.org/michellequilt.html 


madslasher (2005-02-06 11:39:26) 
That's decidedly nifty. 


bluedevi (2005-02-06 11:46:25) 
My Lord, it's huge. How did you do it? 
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carbonunit (2005-02-06 18:47:50) 

Well first I took a black square, and sewed it to a white square... That's about it really. The only things I can add 
are, that the basic unit of construction was 4 x 4 squares which 1 made into long strips and then sewed together, 
and that half the patches had small squares of paper glued on. That is called a maquette and it acts as a guide, 
you sew along the edges of the paper and it helps to align the tiles with each other. 


sirspike (2005-02-07 10:20:05) 
I love it. You just kicked Chuck Close's ass! 


carbonunit (2005-02-07 22:03:18) 

Hardly, but thanks anyway. Close rocks, I am in awe of him. Pll tell you one thing, the biggest hurdle in this kind 
of art is the fear of making a mistake. That's part of the reason I shelved the quilt for years, the finishing stages 
are the hardest. I had started to sew the finished sheet to the padding and the stress of that was too much so I 
boxed it up and put it away. When I look at Closes work, he often sets up these conditions and then executes 
them, and the final result could be a total waste of time. Like his Phillip Glass portrait, where he stuck all these 
little blocks of pigment in paper pulp and arranged them inb a grid and then pressed it, so the pigment would 
spread and stain the final paper. The day he pressed it, or rather while it was drying, would have been pretty 
tense. My next idea is actually to do something a bit like his work, where I do a portrait quilt using patterned 
material from op-shop clothes, and use portions of the patterns in the composition, to make sub-patch detail if 
you will. 


sirspike (2005-02-08 17:27:15) 

The op-shop idea sounds badass...it would definitely allow for a lot of detailed, textured (no pun intended) 
minute effects. It (and the Close stuff) almost reminds me of something one of my friends was into, creating 
these sort of pixellated images by melting down plastic beads in a grid. You can check out his overview of it at: 
http: //v5planet.completelyfreehosting.com/perlers /index.php 


haruspexx (2005-02-08 02:43:42) 
heee, i see you got a boingboing mention 


carbonunit (2005-02-08 05:21:44) 
Yers, it’s eating all my traffic allowance too. Slowing down now, but I might still need to pay for extra at the 
end of the month. 


4.2.2 (2005-02-10 14:05) 


Monday equalled hectic. Tuesday equalled hectic. Wednesday equalled hectic. Thursday has so far 
equaled a nice easy day. The users are quiet... too quiet. I already know that some of them are up 
to something. That renegade maverick of the newsagents, MF, is out to make trouble again. He is 
pretending to have recently become aware of the fact that a rival Point-Of-Sale system to his own does 
not send sales data back to the magazine distributors, and he wants to turn this into capital, or at least 
start some arguments. It might actually be good for us to lance this wound and pour the pus out into the 
open, but I doubt it. The rival POS is rival not only in user base, but in viciousness of their corporate 
culture. MF seems to run his company like some California management guru, projecting an image of 
creative controlled anarchy with a crew of bright young things who are shepherded, have their creative 
drive channeled, by his shaggy eminence, when in reality we know he drives them like dogs and shame- 
lessly attacks and blames his underlings when something goes wrong. But, the rival company projects an 
image of autistic disfunction, hardly ever replying to emails except for sarcastic all-lower-case rebuttals of 
perceived criticism, and we know that this is exactly how they are. Their main programmer PD is always 
zoned on dexadrine to combat his epilepsy, and they are notorious for abusing their customers. They love 
to withdraw support to their customers when they ask too many questions, and ask for arbitrary charges 
for various modules of their system, any one of which can render the whole useless by it’s absence. So 
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MF is teasing them by threatening to out them on the fact that they shut down the sales data when they 
couldn't get my managers to pay them their compliance bribe fast enough, and we know it will all erupt 
into a whole He Said No He Said First kind of bullshit. Oh well, at least we got some warning this time. 
MF actually emailed us asking for comment. I doubt my managers will respond. 


To complicate matters further P've been putting another POS under rather halting compliance test- 
ing recently. The dialog kind of went like this (and I should point out that all the references to "days” 
are because the test involves a fictional weeks trading in a fictional newsagent equiped with this particlar 
POS): 


SF: We want to do compliance testing now. Now. 

ME: Okay, here is the test, here are the files, please follow the instructions and send me the resulting 
sales data and returns. 

SF: Here you go. 

ME: This is... interesting. There are many things wrong with this, allow me to laboriously help you by 
pointing out each mistake and hinting how you can do it right. 

SF: How about this? Sorry we can't do half the things we need to, but our POS is like a crippled orphan 
trying to run on crutches, have pity on us. 

ME: Slightly better results, perhaps you could do one day of the test process at a time and move on when 
you get the last bit right. 

SF: Okay, here are the results for the second day. Sorry but we can't do a lot of this as well, our system 
runs like a clockwork automatum which only does certain things at certain times, namely 3AM on a 
Monday morning. No explanation for why this is, except maybe our users are so stupid we have adopted 
a corporate policy of taking as much control away from them as we can. 

ME: Interesting. In order to continue with this test 1 will have to change it so much it won't bear any 
resemblance to the one the other POS systems passed more than a year ago. I will need to confer with 
the Great Old Ones. 


(And so, in the deep buried cavern wherein the Managers dwell, the acolyte came before them, and 
amidst the smoking incense and sounding gongs did relate these facts. They declared that the test could 
not be changed any further and the subject needed to start adding features to their POS or fail. And 
further the Acolyte related his plan, to query the varlets as to exactly what their capabilities were before 
continuing the test. They nodded their hoary, bearded, pshent-crowned heads to this.) 


ME: So it seems that your system has retrograde capabilities vis-a-vis doing work and stuff, and not 
to put too fine a point on it, 1 doubt you could go much further even if we carried you. Could we perhaps 
have a phone discussion with your boss and everyone there to see just what you lack and whether we 
should waste any more time on you? 

SF: Ub, okay, next week. 


Next week: 

ME: Well here we all are. What we need to discuss is the capabilities of your system. For instance, can 
it add numbers to each other? 

SF: Ah, okay, well, how about you write the questions down and email them to us, okay? 

Me: Sure, if you prefer. 


This is duly done. 

SF: Hello, thanks for the email, we would like to call you and put you on the spot at a randomly 
chosen time to discuss the answers, now that we have leisurely digested the questions. 

ME: Nope, I don't think so. Send the answers by email please. 


At this point their big boss picks up the phone and starts calling my managers and their managers, 
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basically trying to act like he has a dick. If there is anything good about this job it’s that my managers 
have learnt that I have reasons for the things I do and they tell him to put it away and email the answers. 
They do. 


The answers are fascinatingly positive, and not only predict that they can pass the rest of the test, 
but that they should have been passing bits of the test they already failed. Today I started the ball 
rolling again by sending my last email again, pointing out which bit their answers tell me they should 
have been able to get right. And now, we wait some more. 


4.2.3 For Valentines Day (2005-02-13 21:36) 


Gee, our sex life was stilted and formal until we discovered the [1]young person's sexual song-with-animal- 
legs. 


BTW I personally have thingy for hairy armpits on the ladies. Seriously. Click the link, you'll see. 
Rowr! Don’t worry, it’s safe for work. It’s a sex manual from Japan sometime around the middle of last 
century. The front cover is about the raunchiest thing in the whole book, the rest is just bizarrely funny. 
Ten points for trying though, this was probably published around the same time the yanks were worrying 
that Elvises’ pumping hips might cause their women folk to go insane. 


1. http://www.harmful .org/homedespot/newtdr/NEWtdrARCHIVE/6diary/SEXBOOK/1.html 


gutbloom (2005-02-13 23:40:27) 
No comments? No comments on this fine link? I read the manual this morning. An outstanding find. I’ll never 
look at test tubes the same way again... and wait till the boss gets to experience my new bellybutton technique. 


haruspexx (2005-02-14 00:15:45) 
now I discover i’ve been holding hands completely wrongly all this time! hmumpf! 


sirspike (2005-02-14 09:23:22) 
That is some hot, hot shit. But seriously, there’s something kind of sweet about the hand-holding instructions...I 
dunno. Maybe it’s just me. 


4.2.4 Onwards, to Malaysia (2005-02-15 08:58) 
Through no fault of my own, I find that I am doomed to a weeks holiday on Malaysia next week. 


| LJ User: sirspike | , do you have any recommendations? We fly into KL, and we intend to stay 
there for 2 days, but after that we want to move on. What would you do? 


UPDATE 18/02/2005 

I hope my idion didn’t offend you, I didn’t mean to imply that Malaysia was some kind of “ho” in the 
modern sense. ”Westward ho!” or indeed ”<anywhere> ho!” is a catchcry from the old Western movies, 
it’s what the driver of a stagecoach or covered wagon shouts at the horses before he sets off. I will change 
the title of this post anyway. 


4.2.5 (2005-02-15 09:28) 


[1]A Short Biography of the Baroness Else von Freytag-Loringhoven, Including Some of Her Writings 


1. http://homel.gte.net/zzyzlane/write/essay/baroness.html 
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4.2.6 (2005-02-16 12:50) 


Jarek is back! My Polish cow-orker has returned from the Old Country where he has been skiing and 
wasting time with family instead of here in the office taking calls. 


If I had my way we would lose the software company we've been outsourcing the programming to and 
give the job to him. He knows Java, the language XIT is written in, and he's already been invaluable 
just for decompiling the program and finding the error messages and bugs which we then have to ask 
them to fix. I will repeat that: Jarek decompiled our own program (because the company we outsource 
to won't give us the code), then researched it and found things which we then had to point out to the 
company so that they could fix it. On one occassion he extracted several hundred error messages, when 
we were trying to get this company to write documentation for us, and they wouldn't admit there were 
any undiscovered error messages. The thing I don’t get is how they aren't embarressed by how pathetic 
they are. I wouldn’t piss on them if they were burning to death. 


madslasher (2005-02-16 08:41:22) 
He’s a good one, our Jarek. 


carbonunit (2005-02-16 22:11:40) 
YOUR Jarek? Whaddaya mean YOUR? He belongs to US now. XIT ownzors his soul. His thinkmeat = our 
tool. You HAD him, but then we made a better offer. HAH! 


4.2.7 (2005-02-20 06:47) 


Tam in KL right now, using the box provided by the hostel place we are staying at. I'm just starting to 
enjoy myself, and pretty glad that this holiday isn’t turning out as horrible as it begun. 


Our flight out of Sydney was delayed, first becaue of the computers going down, and then a fero- 
cious storm came over and kept the plane on the tarmac for an hour extra. So we left 2 hours late. Also 
the checkin guy kindly gave us seats near the doors, in case we felt like a stroll outside or something, 
but he neglected to tell us how narrow they were. I could barely fit, let alone Michelle. Luckily they 
found other seats for us before we took off. 


Whinge whinge whinge, all the way over. When we landed I felt filthy. The low pressure air, 
and the constant roar of flight, always brings out the worst in me. But the air in KL is absolutely filthy. 
I couldn’t believe the oily sulferous coils of smoke that twisted around the lights at the airport. Which 
is about the size of Lichtenstein, BTW. You have to take a train to get from the landing site to the 
baggage collection. 


My mood blackened and twisted in a spiral of hatred for the world, as we strolled right through 
customs, where they weren’t checking anyone, and found our way to the teksis. One typical Asian 
custom you often encounter is to establish several layers of beaurocracy between you and your goal. For 
instance, you don’t just jump in a cab and go, you have to pay a bloke at a counter. He takes you to 
another bloke, who takes you outside and introduces you to the teksi driver. It seems pretty dodgy, and 
the fact that our vehicle did not have any taxi markings reinforced this impression. Still, he got us to 
the city OK, largely by the simple expedient of driving in 2 lanes at once. He seemed to need the white 
line running right under the car to navigate. 


Our hotel is right behind the Regent, in a little alley dedicated to serving the needs for the local 


transvestites. The Casa Ambon. Next door to the Thermos sauna and steam rooms. Lovely. Luckily 
the girly boys are quite polite and kind of cute... 
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So we stumbled into the hotel at midnight, 3 hours late. The proprieter was still up waiting for 
us, he seemed pretty easy going. It’s really a backpacker hostel, more down market that I thought when 
I booked it online. They made it seem like the TV and bathroom was in the rooms rather than in the 
common room. We like the place though, it’s funky and we don’t mind sharing the facilities with the 
mostly European clientelle. 


Waking up this morning was absolute murder. Every time I go to the tropics my head tubes tie 
themselves in knots and no amount of antihistamine or aspirin will work, and since this time the had 
such a head start on the plane, pun intended, and the atmosphere is something like Titan, it’s far worse. 
Only large doses of coffee and Neozep Indonesian anithistamine combined can warp me back into a 
parody of humanity, although they leave my head freezing cold and scares Michelle when she touches 
my forehead and it feels like a block of ice. I managed to stumble around and make some instant coffee 
early in the morn while enjoying the whiffs of rotten vegetables from the back alley. 


Michelle was pretty desperate at this point, she thought we might have to return home. She 
dragged me out onto the streets, and we stumbled around and came to a food market. Wandering 
around the stalls, slowly my interest in life started to return, and I began to treat her with basic curtesy 
as my empathy came back online. We had a mystery box of rice with curry sauce for breakfast, and 
some of the excellent local lime juice, and wandered around some more. I started to take photos. In asia 
I always love to see the delipidated and decayed buildings, tenemant blocks and houses with washing 
hanging out. They look so lovely, so human and hopeful and lived in and homespun. I love to see hand 
woven electric lines snaking down from the power poles, and the ingenious things people do to their 
motorbikes and scooters. I love to get shots of the back streets with trees hanging over them and vines 
crawling up walls. I was worried that KL would be devoid of these things because of their well known 
push to modernise the city and expand and rebuild, but they are still there. 


On the way back to the hotel we checked out the big mall nearby. Pm not much for shopping, 
but they had a British India store in there with linen trousers for about 1/3 of what they cost back home. 
So I bought some. No regrets. Michelle was a bit pissed off though. We both have noted that, when 
we go shopping for clothes, if I find something she doesn’t and vice versa. She did see some interesting 
shoes, but she has enough of those. Good linen trousers for $60 each are something you don’t pass up. 


Our current plans are to stay for another night, as we booked, and then fly over to Sabah on 
the coast of Borneo and stay for several days in one of the smaller resorts. Michelle wants to see the 
orangs, and I want to see some jungle. After that we will return and spend the last of our money in the 
bookshops here. We stumbled into one of them in the mall, and it had the largest, best and cheapest 
collections of loverly glossy art books, especially architecture. I guess it’s a result of the rebuilding and 
the government mandated aim to jack the economy into overdrive and show the yanks where they can 
stick it. Something I heartily support them in. 


Pl go over some anecdotes later, but here’s one to go out on. When we had our brekkie at a 
little stall near the markets, there were 2 tables near us. At one, a bunch of good old boys were enjoying 
their breakfast pints of stout. Actually they were diluting pints of stout with a little pale ale, for a kind 
of shandy. They were a mixture of the local races, one looked basically chinese, the others were malays 
and indian types. They were joking and laughing and shoving each other and smoking up large. 


At the next table there were about 12 young people, looked like students. They were starched 
shirts and seemed shy and serious, and very nice. They smiled back when we smiled at them, but they 
seemed awefully embaressed by the presence of their badly behaved seniors. They were texting and 
chatting but they had serious things on their mind, you could tell. This scenario seemed to be very KL. 


This arvo we will probably do the Petronas towers thing. There was a time when I would refuse 
point blank to visit such a deliberate and obvious tourist attraction, but then there was a time when the 
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mere idea of travelling anywhere seemed useless and wasteful to me. So we will check out the view, and 
then have dinner in Chinatown. Gula gula. 


gutbloom (2005-02-20 12:53:53) 
This was great fun to read. 


4.2.8 Malaysia 2 - The Regent (2005-02-22 20:59) 


Just after my last post I walked out of the hostel we were staying in and we went looking for a travel 
agent to book our flight to Sabah and somewhere to stay there. The sun was high, although not overhead 
despite our proximity to the equator, because it is "Winter” here. Michelle started to melt, and I followed. 
We both found ourselves gasping for breath. And yet, we had to book these things. We couldn't do them 
online because the booking service only accepted bookings 2 days in advance, and we had to move out 
of the hostel the next day. 


As we were walking past the Regent, Michelle mentioned that she could get a 50 % discount, because she 
works for an airline. Fedex is actually the largest single airline in the world, although they only deliver 
parcels and not people. She had her ID here, and some business cards, and I had the cash. We walked 
in, and before we walked out we were booked to stay for the rest of the week. Although we were thinking 
this would be an adventure holiday like our sojurns in Bali, we have decided we will act our age this time 
and lux it up in 50 % off luxury. 


The rooms are beautiful, with ensuite baths and curtains and even beds with sheets. Everything we 
need. The lobby is the size of an ice rink and about as cold. Every time we walk outside we feel like 
baked alaska. 


The first thing we had to do then was go and retreive our luggage and stuff from the hostel. The 
manager Jeff was very sorry to see us go. He's a yank, bald as an egg, and very earnest and enthusiastic. 
We had to explain at great length that although his place was extremely groovy and funky and there was 
nothing particularly wrong with it. it's just that we like the idea of staying at a place where we can use 
the bathroom without having to get dressed, and the local bongo drummer doesn’t match rythm with us 
when we have sex. He understood these arguments and let us on our way. 


After jumping on the bed and giggling hysterically for awhile, we went out and sunk lower into the 
pit of middle class decadence. We went shopping in a mega mall. There are some mega malls in Sydney, 
the Ashfield one bears mention here. but ones in KL like Lot 10 are in a whole other league. It’s a vast 
warren of shops, the size of a city block and several levels deep, just shop after shop. The constant roar of 
music blaring from each one, and the millions of borgified people swarming around with their bluetooth 
headsets on, talking to the air, the arabs in their gowns and robes, the women in jelabas and brightly 
coloured tents, it’s totally bewildering to a country boy like me. We escaped after awhile, shellshocked, 
and had chicken rice for dinner at a roadside restearant. The outdoor establishments here use these big 
fan blowers that chug a fine spray of mist across the diners and constantly keep you sort of clammy but 
defiinitely cooler. 


4.2.9 Malaysia - the Menara (2005-02-28 14:10) 


We flew back to Sydney yesterday, glad to be back in time for the first day of Autumn, our favourite 
season. 
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We woke early on the 21st and walked out determined to prove ourselves by walking to the Menara, 
a tower that is actually taller than the famous Petronas towers, but that's because it is standing on a 
hill. So we headed off down Jalan Sultan Ishmail and started ducking down the back streets. The busi- 
nessmen were heading for work in the beautiful crisp shirts, stopping at roadside stalls for the mystery 
boxen lunches, and we did the same. The place we went was attached to a small garage, and there were 
guys working on engines at the other end of the cavernous room while we ate. It’s a great idea, and I 
think the MG Garage in Sydney is missing something by not having guys hoisting the donks out of V8s 
while you eat. We had mi goreng and the local lemonade, which is made with hot water on a squeezed 
green lemon and then they add tons of ice to cool it down. 


The tower stands in a small park of native jungle, and we skirted the edges of this and walked up 
to the gate. There were squirrels jumping between the trees, which are encrusted with giant epithytes 
and monstereo plants. They had a van to take visitors up the base of the tower. 


The Menara looks like a particularly ambitious tulip, with a featureless white stalk and leaflike markings 
below the skypod. It's a telecom tower, for mobile phone coverage of the entire Klang valley. BTW in 
Indonesian klang means penis. According to Michelle. They take visitors up to a viewing deck, after they 
scan you and probe your cavities a little. Michelle was very brave to go up, she normally hates heights. 
At the top they fit you with a recorded tour and let you circle the pod at your own pace listening to each 
station on headphones. The view was truly amazing, despite the thickening smoke. We could see a lot 
of potential future sights to visit, such as the giant bird park and butterfly park, and the huge limestone 
outcrop near the edge of the valley where the Batu caves are. Down below we could see the remains of 
the British colonial infrastructure, the school with it's central quadrangle and kids playing soccer, and 
the Petronas tower across town. 


Back down at the base we wandered away into the little patch of jungle which surrounds the tower. 
The trees were remnants of the jungle which covered the site before the city existed, back when the 
proto-city formed around a little tin mining operation started by traders from Taprobane/Sri Lanka and 
India. We wandered through the trees to the bottom of the hill where we found a sign warning against 
the many crawling nasties such as centipedes and scorpions which could be found there. 


Onwards, past the old St John church and the university, which was built in the marvelous old style 
where the entire walls are made from louvres, and the air can flow right through the classrooms. Then 
into the city streets again. We were nearing Chinatown, an area full of particularly grotty shops, which 
we spent an hour or so digging through. I found something I’ve been searching for since we first went to 
Bali - asian style scissors. These look like little tongs, the blades are at either end of a springy strip of 
steel. They are solid-state scissors. I bought a bunch for me and my friends, and Michelle found a factory 
outlet for the Emily Strange merch she likes. The actual markets of Chinatown were a dissapointment, 
they were seedy strips with scattered stalls selling bootleg DVDs and too many cruisers trying to offload 
watches. We left in a hurry. 


Back at the hotel we did some yoga, then hung around and read until the heat abated. When the 
sun was boiling redly into the clouds, still about 30 degrees above the horizon, we headed out again. We 
tried this mega mall, I can’t remember the name, but there was a bookshop there Michelle thought might 
have a copy of the Koran in english. No dice though. I spent some time goading a man running a toy 
stall into demonstrating his wares. He had some excellent things, a little foam flying saucer and a kind 
of monowheel bike, which he sent buzzing through the legs of the crowd. We then ducked down J. Tong 
Shin in search of dinner from one of the famous stalls there. 


Past carts loaded with durein fruit hanging from strings, stinking like drains. Past the guy frying 
flat sheets of meat on a grill, and the cement mixer with gas burners underneath full of hot gravel and 
roasting chestnuts. We stopped at a nameless cart outside the Meaty House restearant and had Tom 
yam soup, which seems to be similar in concept but somewhat hotter than tom yum. While contented 
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rats foraged in the gutter nearby and the river of tourists flowed past we chatted to a couple from east 
Borneo, the Indonesian side, who were also eating there. They were from a mining town there, worked 
in admin. 


4.3 March 


4.3.1 Malaysia - Petronas Tower (2005-03-01 14:50) 


We decided to leave early for the Petronas tower because they limit the number of visitors to under 1000 
a day. We walked there from the hotel, going down Jalan Sultan Ishmail then ducking off to the side 
and down some alleys. For breakfast we bought some folded paper pods of mi goreng from a cart, we ate 
them while watching the business people walk past. I don’t know how they wear suits in this weather, 
but many of them do. It might be some kind of subtle tactic to scare the opposition, like "I’m so tough 
I can wear a double worsted wool suit in 38C heat!” Even the shirts seem crisp and starchy, probably 
because people get them done at laundries. 


The towers are justly famed for their hugeosity, the fact that there are 2 of them side by side ampli- 
fies the effect so they seem to bend over you when you stand at the base. Their polished metal facades 
glitter in the sun, they are truly beautiful buildings. There is something very Gerry Anderson about 
them too, which is always nice to see in the real world. Inside the base there is the inevitable mall, and 
the offices where we booked our tickets for the tour. We were booked in for 11.15, so we had an hour or so 
to kill. We wandered around for awhile, then went out to sit in the forecourt. They had some bikes and a 
car set up nearby under tarps, they were either racing vehicles sponsored by Petronas (which is the state 
petrochemical company) or the company was going to branch out into producing vehicles themselves. 
Guards watched patiently as a shifty dude wandered around trying to sell a watch to the tourists. 


When the time came we went in, surrendered our tickets, received coloured passes. They sent us into a 
theatre where we saw a looped video of the design and engineering of the building. It’s a fascinating affair 
- they aren’t really necessary, in the sense that unlike Manhatten or Sydney there is plenty of room for 
the CBD to expand. They are monuments to the countries ambition, to become the business heart of SE 
asia and overcome their perceived marginalisation by beating the western world at their own game. You 
see this everywhere there - the bookshops have huge sections devoted to self help and management books, 
and especially English courses pitched at business use that teach all the necessary jargon and idiom to 
compete in the boardroom. The Malaysians seem to believe that the US and Europe regard them as 
backwards and incapable of creative thought, and they really want to bury this attitude. They also seem 
to resent Singapore for being an independant state and so successful. They have Proton cars and engines 
on their 100MR notes, and according to the film their former president Mahathir said of the towers that 
every country needs something to look up to. Of course they aren’t really the tallest buildings in the 
world, the WTC was taller in actual floors, but they are tallest including the masts on the roof. The 
film was careful to state that these are an essential part of the structure because of the aircraft warning 
lights. 


After the film they scanned us, removed my pocket knife, and sent us up in a lift. The light board 
in the lift was exactly like the Glass Elevator in Charlie and the Chocolate Factory, with over 80 floors 
on it’s route. We were headed for 41, where the Skybridge is. You can’t go any higher unless you work 
here. The guide bailed us up and made us listen to her rapid chanting spiel about the bridge (it’s there 
mainly for communication between the towers by staff, and as a fire escape) and then she let us out on 
deck. 


It’s impressive, not so much because of the height but because you are standing on a structure hanging in 
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free air between the buildings. It’s also pretty impressive from an engineering viewpoint, because of the 
stresses caused by sway in the towers. It probably strengthens the entire building, by buttressing each 
tower against the other at such a height. The view is pretty ordinary compared to the Menara. Michelle 
was fine until she looked over the edge, when she freaked a bit and had to return to the lift foyer. 


Too soon they called us back and sent us down again. I recovered my knife, and we found ourselves 
in the mall again. There was a food court where we had lunch. Neither there or anywhere in Malaysia 
did we find a laksa, or anything like a laksa. The closest thing we saw was tom yam, which is essentially 
Thai tom yum with more chilli. I suspect some kind of con, maybe laksa is a western dish like chop sui. 
The national dish seems to be chicken rice, but it should be lemon air, the lemonade made with hot water 
you can get everywhere. 


Then a bad thing happened. I looked up as we were leaving and saw the name Kinokuniya. It’s a 
Japanese bookshop. There’s one in Sydney, it’s very large and filled with many tasty items. This one 
turned out to be similar, with the charming difference that the stock cost between 1/2 to 2/3 as much as 
back home. A little over an hour later we caught a taxi and hauled about 20 kilos of books back to the 
hotel. I had an O’Reilly PHP manual, some Phillip K Dick, and almost the complete Sandman graphic 
novel series. Michelle had a bunch of different travel books and an english Koran translation. We were 
planning to walk after the Skybridge, but no way could we haul that load around on our backs. 


We wallowed around in our respective book piles for several hours, then set out to walk down to In- 
dia Town, the indian quarter. The heat was hideous, oppressive, malignant. It chased us off the street 
into a very old and dirty establishment run by some very old chinese, near the corner of Sultan Ishmail 
and Tong Shin. They gave us lemon air and pointed us towards the Maybank building, looming in the 
smokey air. So we set out again, turning into Jalan Pudu and walking along the front of the old jail. 
They don’t use this for regular prisoners anymore, those they send to forced labour camps on farms, but 
they keep illegal immigrants here so they are handy to the airport. Outside it’s just a line of wall with 
eroded murals depicting various crimes, but you can see in by riding the monorail past. It’s not quite 
Midnight Express, but it sure ain’t Vision Valley. It’s laid out with long buildings and concrete yards 
between them, often full of prisoners sitting in rows, possibly chained together. 


We progressed down Jalan Pudu in stages, walking until our heads were ringing and we were wring- 
ing wet, then resting in bars of shade until we could continue. We reached a triangular intersection, 
surrounded by bus stations. An elevated rail ran across one side, and a police cop kept the traffic moving 
with a whistle. The sounds were awesome and I determined to come back and record them, but Michelle 
was almost fainting. We ducked into a chain resteaurant with strong aircon. It was an A &R Root Beer 
joint, so I got us some. It tastes like cough syrup. We sat there and dumped heat until we were frosty 
enough to make it back to the hotel. 


madslasher (2005-03-01 08:23:02) 

You have Sandman? *jealous* The only Neil Gaiman graphic novel I have managed to find at a decent price was 
Signal To Noise, and I discovered why it was so cheap when the book fell out of its cover. Also: Root Beer = 
delicious! 


4.3.2 Malaysia - Butterflies and Butu caves (2005-03-04 11:06) 
One of the things we saw from the Menara was a set of huge mesh tents on the border of a park. This 


was a butterfly vivarium and bird enclosure. We decided to visit them nice and early, before the heat 
and the crowds. 
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In the butterfly park we walked through a garden of plants favoured by these insects, such as 
Busy Lizzie and milkweed vines. The exhibits swirled around, swooping to feed from plates of sliced 
fruit and eggplants, dabbing away with their probosci. I had a chat to a guy who turned out to own 
the place, he was very proud of the fact it was the largest such park in the world, especially now the 
Brisbane one has closed down. Their pride and joy was the Brookes Birdwings, huge black ones with 
green markings. They bred them for collectors. He was busy hunting down preying mantis with a 
bamboo pole, they were a major problem for the park. Patiently he poked and prodded at the canopy 
of milkweed vines until he could flick the mantis to the ground and squash it. 


There didn’t seem to be any loose caterpillars, and there was a case full of pupa near the en- 
trance and a few freshly hatched giant moths, so they seem to restrict cultivation of all their charges. 
They had enclosures full of turtles and lizards as well, and it was very interesting. I sat near the exit for 
awhile, close to the cage roof, where the butterflies gathered. 


Outside the cage were a sequence of rooms full of cases of insects, and cages of live scorpions 
and beetles and phasmids. I wish I had photos, but my camera was out of juice. It lost so much power 
the date and time was corrupted. 


Outside the butterfly park Michelle was waiting, talking to a taxi driver. His name was Muru- 
gan, and he was offering to take us to the Batu caves, a Hindu temple to the north of the city. Further, 
he would drive us to the Sungai Selangor river, where we could see the fireflies. He was an odd looking 
little Indian gentleman, but very friendly and he knew what he was talking about, and the price was 
reasonable. It seemed like a good idea, so we agreed, and he drove us back to the hotel so I could charge 
my camera. 


We met again that arvo at 3. He picked us up at the hotel and started to rush us around the 
city, stopping at all the things we had already seen, like the raja palace and the old station. I took a few 
photos to please him, and he soon got the idea that we weren’t interested in japanese style phot ops, 
and started for the hills. He drove like a demon, essentially driving down the white line between lanes, 
to enhance his freedom of movement and scare the other drivers. We discovered the reason he could get 
away with this later. 


Our first stop was a factory in an industrial suburb, where they make pewter. The city of KL is 
founded on an ancient tin mining colony, so pewter is highly regarded here. They take especial pride in 
making pewter low in lead and antimony, so it’s safe for food use. The guide recited a quick spiel about 
the process of making pewter and shaping the products, then lead us around the factory floor. They 
were lathing the freshly cast cups and bowls, throwing off great trails of scurf like giant scouring pads. 
The furnace was cooking a fresh batch of metal for some more casting. They had anvils for hammering 
designs into tankards and punches for putting borders on plates. All too quick, no photos allowed, they 
dragged us next door to the showroom. A tour bus of japanese tourists were milling around there, so we 
cut through them and out the exit to the car. 


Further out of the city we travelled. The countryside here was a combination of open fields and 
appartment blocks, with collections of factories and the occassional megamall for variety. There were a 
lot of nurseries; people love their potted plants here. They had the most spectacular giant bonsai. We 
noticed that traffic islands and barriers along the road were often covered in potted topiary. They had 
figs on display with sprawling boles thicker than their pots! The appartment blocks are often covered in 
bouganvillea vines spilling down the balconies and climbing the railings. 


Next stop was a batik workshop. Under a tin roof, a man was working over a long length of 
cotton stretched on a frame, putting in the initial design using a copper pen full of liquid wax. He was 
working on one stretch while another cooled down, with a dye bath standing ready for the first dip. A 
lady in a batik sarong recited another spiel about the history of batik, then led us into a vast showroom. 
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As well as batik shirts they had a wide array of items of impeccable taste, like linen tea towels with 
designs of the defunt paper Aussie $50 note, and those tee shirts with all the different catgories of farts 
printed on them. We escaped quickly and continued on to the caves. 


Our destination was a giant outcrop of limestone which jutted from the flat land, obviously an 
outrider of the hills that surround the Klang valley. The white cliffs have prominent vertical layer 
markings, and exposed stalactites from where ancient caves were. Running up one side of the mound 
is a steep staircase leading to the cave temple. A recent addition, a giant statue of Hannuman, stood 
beside the stairs, complete but unfinished. Scaffolding surrounded the giant standing form, made from 
brick rubble and cement. It will be painted when finished. 


Murugan parked, and explained he would wait at the coconut stall while we climbed the stairs. 
We were on the western side of the outcrop, so the sun was full on us as we started up the first flight. 
They were steeper than regular stairs, and narrower. Pretty much everyone in KL knows exactly how 
many stairs there are. It’s under 300, I remember that much. Murugan knew, and so did his friend we 
met later, and some other taxi drivers and strangers on the street. I don’t even know how many stairs 
there are up to the Opera House. 


Michelle started to overheat about halfway up, and decided to stay and watch the monkeys as I 
pressed on. They were coming out of the bushes which clung to the rockface and walking up and down 
the banisters demanding food from the pilgrims. This was a temple of Hanuman, after all. He’s my 
hero, as Ganesha is Michelles. I like the legend about how Bali was created - Hanuman was sent to the 
Himalayas to find a medicinal herb which grew on a particular mountain, to revive another god who was 
injured in a battle. When he got there he couldn’t find the herb, so he carried the entire mountain back 
to Indonesia and cast it down in the ocean, probably saying ”Find your own herb!” 


At the top of the staircase was the high pointed entrance into the cavern, with the inevitable 
souvineer stalls outside, including a surprising photo op with an iguana. Inside it was cool and dark, the 
incense mingling with the smell of guano and cat piss from the stray cats which eat the offerings. None of 
the monkeys seemed to enter the cavern. The floor had been flattened and covered by poured concrete, 
and at various positions around the walls of a cavern about the size of a cathedral there were shrines 
with painted statues and pagoda like structures. Most of them were dark, and the sun was setting. The 
light came from a few holes in the wall, including one wide chimney at the far end of the cavern, which 
was overgrown with ferns, giving the light a nice green tinge. One shrine was doing business, a young 
priest in a light trance was giving blessings to the people who approached him. I made the mistake of 
stepping up onto the shrine platform with my sandals on, he just smiled and pointed. After removing 
them and approaching I got the dab of ash on my sweaty forehead and a purple orchid, which I carried 
back to Michelle. All the way down the staircase the monkeys begged for the orchid, but I didn’t know 
if it would poison them. Michelle put it in her hair. Walking down the stairs was quite difficult, I kept 
forgetting which foot to move next. It was the heat. I chanted "Left Right Left Right” all the way down. 


We still has a few minutes before we were due to leave, so we visited on of the other caves. 
This one was in the base of the mound, although you had to cross a bridge over a flooded sinkhole to get 
to the entrance. The cave took the form of branching tunnels winding back into the rock, with a long 
winding narrative of some kind running continuously along the walls. There were statues, little tableaus, 
and panels written in hindi which were probably episodes from the Veddas. It was like a 3D comic book, 
with a few familiar characters standing out; Budha, multi-armed Shiva, Rama. 


Back outside Murugan was relaxing with a coconut juice, he informed us that we would be joined by 
a freind of his, a cop, the second in command of traffic control in KL. Apparently his family lived in 
another state and he often hung out with Murugan in the evenings. He would be arriving soon. We had 
a nice banana roti while waiting. 
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Pretty soon the cop turned up, a tall smiling hindu with a big black commanding moustache and 
a Saddam smile. He seemed pretty cool actually, quite intelligent, with some interesting details about 
the scenery we passed. We left the caves and started off north west, driving through the palm oil 
plantations. He explained that these were originally set up by the British when this country was a 
colony. Each plantation is enormous, at least 10K across. They were set up to be farmed and managed 
by an entire village of locals, with their own temple and facilities. The temples each had different festival 
dates, so each plantation workers could attend their own festivals, then visit the neighbours for their 
festivals, on a roughly monthly basis, to provide entertainment and keep them productive and prevent 
rebellion. This lifestyle is actually so nice, however, that despite the nationalistic rebellion against it 
after independance, when many young people left the plantations for the opportunities of the cities, 
they are returning in droves. Trained doctors and professionals in many lucrative jobs are giving it up 
to return to look after their parents and carry on working harvesting coconuts and processing the copra 
into palm oil. Several times we passed new palm plantations. The young palms had trunks that were 
nearly as broad as the old ones, only the leaves emerged only a couple of feet from the ground. So the 
industry is still healthy, and demand for palm oil for cosmetics and natural food products has been 
increasing. Although it is the most saturated food fat there is. In the low lying swampy farms the tall 
trees have started to keel over, but the trunk bends to hold the head upright, so it looks like the trunks 
were depending from the crown and trailing across the ground like rope. 


We climbed up a winding switchback road, Murugan crossing the line to shorten his patch when- 
ever we went around an outside curve, often wrenching the wheel back when an oncoming car threatened 
to collide. The cop looked on benignly. Michelle and I fumbled for the seat belts, but we found they had 
been imprisoned behind the seat. 


The sun had disappeared behind the clouds of smoke at this point, occassionally a baleful red 
smear would show through to prove it was still above the horizon. We came to a gate and entered the 
grounds of one of the old sultans country palaces. The actual grounds were fenced and off limits, but the 
greater grounds were a public park with a lookout and a view of the coast and the Straights of Malacca. 
We stopped at a viewing platform on a cliff about a K from the ocean, with a view of jungle tops rolling 
down to the sea. There were large hawks slowly spinning about, riding up on the sea breeze which was 
deflected from small ridges. There was a row of black iron cannons running along the platform, the cop 
told us these had a range far out to sea and were used to repel ships - I wasn’t too sure about that. This 
coastline was hit by a small wave from the tsunami, about 100 people were killed. He said they were 
very worried about future tsunamis, a lot of people were leaving the coastal towns. 


Back in the car we rode down the winding hill road and on towards the Selangor river and the 
fireflies. They call these ”kelip kelip” and they are widely celebrated as a natural wonder. The only 
glowing insects I’ve ever seen back home are some very dim glow-worms which live in the bush around 
Sydney. They have burrows in dirt banks and sit outside and glow on cold winter nights. Their light 
is so dim you can’t actually see it when looking directly at them, it only registers on your peripheral 
vision. These kelip kelip are different. 


We rocketed down a long straight stretch of road. Murugan repeatedly told us about some New 
Zealanders he drove down here who were frightened about driving around at night without lights. I 
think we misunderstod him - we thought he was referring to street lights, but most of NZ is rural, they 
would have been used to driving dark roads. he was probably driving without headlights. At any rate, 
we made it to a carpark which also serviced a local mosque, and walked down a track to a floating dock 
on a muddy river. The water was brown as coffee, rich in twigs and floating debris. The boats were 
wooden sampans, like broad flat canoes, and the pilot rowed while standing, pushing forward on oars set 
in tall tholes. We would sit in benches near the front of the boat. 


Murugan and the cop weren’t coming, they were going back to the carpark to chat with Muru- 
gans brother in law who lived nearby. So we strapped on our lifejackets and set out to see the fireflies. 
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Our pilot quietly rowed us across the river, which was lined with mangroves. From a distance 
they looked like ordinary mangrove trees, like the ones which line the shore of Sydney Harbour near 
where we live. As we got closer they started to twinkle. Tiny blue green lights were sprinkled over the 
shape of the tree. The sky was full of smoke, backlit by the rising full moon, outlining the shape of the 
trees, but not diminishing the starlike effect at all. The most amazing thing about it was the way the 
lights constantly swarmed around. They blinked on and off, sending waves of light across the trees, and 
the individual insects were crawling rapidly up and down the branches and through the leaves. It was 
quite delirious and surreal to watch. Slowly our oarsman rowed us upriver, along the line of trees. There 
were dark stretches, and then a brightly covered tree would pass, then another dark stretch. This went 
on and on, hypnotic. At one point we were able to pick a beetle from a passing twig. It was about a 
centimetre long, narrow, with a brown shell, and the light came from a segment of it’s body near the 
tail. 


We rowed upstream for about 20 minutes, although it seemed like only 5. The moon cleared the 
bushes on the opposite bank, and we crossed the river towards it and drifted silently downstream, letting 
the water do the work. There were fewer fireflies on this side, but we could see the reddened moonlight 
glinting off the palm fronds in the jungle, and hear frogs. As we approached the dock the mezzuines call 
drifted across the water from the mosque. It was entrancing. 


After disembarking we sat on the dock for awhile winding down, then returned to the car. Mu- 
rugan drove us back to the Batu caves, where the cop found his car had been locked into the carpark. 
Luckily he had his official authorisation, a very useful thing to carry around. All the way back to KL 
Murugan sold us on another trip he could take us to, south of the city to Malacca where they have 
fishing villages entirely built on poles. It’s a 200K drive, and the weather looks like getting worse, so we 
don’t really think so. 


[1]Click here for all our photos from Malaysia 


1. http://flickr.com/photos/mattspong/sets/146271/ 


4.3.3 Decasia (2005-03-04 16:15) 


My copy of [1]Decasia arrived while I was in Malaysia. I watched it last night. It’s extraordinary, and 
quite devastating. The music is this rough, slow symphony, very Sonic Youth in parts, with massed 
instruments sliding down in glissandos and incredibly slow chord progressions and resolutions, like doom 
metal. 


The film is a tribute to the decay of old nitrate stock film. As the film reverts back to it’s ingredi- 
ents, cotton and nitric acid, it decays. The amazing thing is how the decay sometimes counterpoints and 
comments on the images on the film. For instance, a film of a spinning merry go round with seats shaped 
like rocket cars. Half the film has decayed into a boiling cloud of silver, so the rockets continually emerge 
from this nebula and fly off the screen. Or, two nuns stand silently watching a line of kids preparing 
to march off to a classroom. The entire scene flickers from dark to light as though days were passing 
at a frantic rate, but the black nuns habits stay black, unchanged by time. The children march off, 
boiling with spots of decay, the nuns don’t move. Or, a scene from an old adventure film, a man rescuing 
another man from a river - only the water, the men and everything light in the scene has turned into 
hazy clouds of vapour. It looks as though they have just escaped from being dissolved into randomness, 
which is precisely what has happened, really. Sometimes the film has almost totally decayed, into surging 
blobs that look like amoebas or those tacky oil projector mood lights, but if you pay attention you catch 
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glimpses of what was destroyed, a single frame might flash by which escaped the rot, a geisha standing 
in a room, or children on a bus. At one point there is a sequence of scenes from old movies of people 
laughing, and they seem to be laughing at their own decay, at the absurdity of time. 


The producer hasn't changed anything. The speed is slowed down to give you time to appreciate the 
flickering patterns, and to stretch it out, but nothing else. The art lies in the selection of scenes from 
what must have been hundreds of hours of raw material. The credits for the film archives involved go for 
miles. Not your typical happyfun goodtime movie, for sure. It's very sobering to watch, so see it if you 
like being sober. 


1. http: //www.decasia.com/html/index.html 


4.3.4 (2005-03-10 09:24) 


It was my intention to document our travails on greater detail and with more alacrity, but that all came 
to nought. We have both been sick recently with the bastard flu, and haven't had the energy to do 
anything other than knit. I’ve almost finished the front left of a nice midnight blue cardigan in four ply 
wool, very close knit on number 9 needles, and Michelle has embarked on a very ambitious three-quarter 
length coat in shaggy wool. 


Anyway, let me see, besides the butterfly reserve that we spotted from the Menara, and then vis- 
ited, there was a larger bird sanctuary, which was also a huge cage with free flying denizens, and we 
decided to visit this establishment on the 24th. We arrived fairly early, before the crowds and the clouds 
of humidity could make life impossible. This bird sanctuary is far more interesting than the butterflies, 
both because of the larger number of exhibits and because the specimens are more engaging. We walked 
around for hours. Of course they specialised in local birds, hornbills and mynas and the like, but there 
were parrots and a large variety of eagles and hawks, and an artifical watercourse with scarlet egret and 
various waders. I determined to return with a recorder, which I duly did on Friday. 


When the heat drives us away Michelle demands that we head for Little India, the Indian qarter 
near Masjid Jamek station. The taxi driver drops us in a street like any other, although there seems to 
be a larger number of hindi shops. She begins searching for a cotton sari of some description, while I 
check out the books. Amongst the Indian stores there are a number of Muslim bookshops replete with 
english Koran translations and commentaries, and also some fine stationers, where I stock up on journals 
and a cheap mechanical numbering stamp. 


As we progress down the road we hear strange sound emerging from a side street, and when we 
finally track them to their source we discover a strange gathering of the locals. An alley has been blocked 
off, and a stage set up. Local personalisites warble to the crowd, and large LED screens at either end 
of the alley broadcast scenes of abject human misery, people shooting up in ruined builsings or limping 
around begging in the street. There are also many tent stalls with displays. It is an anti-dadah rally, 
"dadah” being drugs. 


Obviously the music is designed to particularly offend the senses of anyone hopped up on the 
hard stuff, we could barely stand it straight. The displays were fascinating, including a large one devoted 
to capital punishment. In Malaysia there is an automatic death by hanging sentence for anyone caught 
importing drugs, and for local traffic of any amount the sentence is usually 3 years in a labour camp. 
They also have caning by ratan, which can be added to agravate both these sentences. They had ratan 
canes in display cases, and photos of how the caning is carried out. They debag you and then thrust 
your buttocks through a hole in a large plastic sheild, then whack you with the cane. The result is large 
red welts which weep blood. 


The piece de resistance was the noose, which was labeled with the names Barlow and Chambers, 
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amongst others. These fellows were Australians who were hung for importing drugs, after a long and 
drawn out diplomatic wrangle. The noose was lined with leather on the business end, and the slip part 
was not a knot but a belay rig like a mooring rope. 


The other displays were no less fascinating. It wasn’t always obvious what the connection to 
dadah was, but it was always there. For instance one tent was all about the customs department, and 
they had cabinets full of contraband like Indonesian cigarettes, untaxed liquor, sea shells, herbs and 
spices, and wooden artifacts. There was a carpeted tent full of robed mullahs sitting around talking and 
showing videos of children running around - this seemed to be something to do with Muslim attitudes 
towards drugs. There was a recruiting station for the navy - the implication seemed to be that dadah 
rendered you weak and less macho and unfit for cool things like navy duty. I chatted for awhile with 
a diver who did deep missions breathing oxy-helium mix and repairing underwater power cables. Now 
he didn’t do dadah! I also gurned for a TV news camera. I can see it now, my hideously distorted face 
under a caption saying ”Foreign infidel demonstrates effect of years of dadah abuse.” 


Meanwhile Michelle was still hunting for the cotton sari. The problem was that there were tons 
of saris in all the shops, they were all polyester or silk. Polyester was right out of the question, and 
silk stains too easily to wear more than a few times. She did find a few intriguing items, like a kind 
of flat-pack cabaya. The cabaya is an Indonesian garment, a small lacy jacket to wear above a sarong. 
These were sheets of material with the cabaya embroidery applied, ready to cut out and make up. 


All that shopping had an adverse affect on me, so I decided that the next day we should split 
up. Michelle could go off in search of the holy cotton sari again, and I would return to the bird park and 
record the bird calls on my trusty minidisk. Consequently the next day I set out early, and decided to 
take the public transport as well. 


There are 3 rail systems running through KL. There is a monorail, a light rail and the full guage 
trains. By changing from one to the other it’s possible to get nearly anywhere in the city or beyond, 
including short trips by taxi. I caught the monorail from Bukit Bintang near the hotel to Hang Tuak, 
the main interchange, and from there light rail to Masjid Jamek. 


The system is sweet and easy, far better than in Sydney. The monorail trains have much larger 
cabins and they are serious people movers, not tourist kitch. Cruising along at a nice height above the 
traffic, basking in the icy cold blast from the aircon, is the right way to travel. You get a great view of all 
the houses and appartments, and especially the city jail. The light rail system also runs along elevated 
track most of the way, only it goes a lot further from the city and descends to ground level outside the 
CBD. 


I set out to walk from Musjid Jamek to the bird park. In hind sight I should have caught a 
taxi, but I was tired of always cruising past the sights. As it was, I really needed the exercise. I slogged 
along through the heat, along a canal. Workers were sweeping the embankments around the canal with 
the bundle of rushes brooms they use. One thing about manual labourers in the tropics, they wear a lot 
of clothes. For some reason they like to swaddle their heads in tee-shirts as well as wearing hats, and 
they favour long woolen jackets. 


The old Masjid Jamek station is a wonder of anglo-indian cheesy delight, with minarets and spi- 
ral stairs and peaked arches and all the trimmings. There are several buildings, now only one is still 
station, and that is the terminus for the full size rail line. The others are a courthouse and hotel. There 
were vendors sitting outside the court with manual typewriters doing correspondance for petitioners. 


After ducking through the terminus I reached the grand mosque, a huge complex of low white 
buildings with a beautiful circular peaked roof like a folded filter funnel from a coffee maker, but all blue 
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tiles. There is actually a huge museum behind this building, if I return to Malaysia I'll spend a couple 
of days there. It seems to specialise in Islamic art, murals and designs. 


There were monkeys hanging out in the trees outside the park. They have the small grey asian 
monkeys in KL, mostly harmless unless you approach their babies. They must be a pest in homes and 
shops though, they like to steal things. These guys were mainly hanging from willow branches and 
cavorting ontop of an abandoned shipping container. 


Inside the park I recorded over an hour of birdsong. Pll upload that soon. A lot of it was dam- 
aged by microphone noise and gusts of wind, and there was amplified commentary from a trained parrot 
show booming over the park, but that actually added to the recording I reckon. It was a great excuse to 
walk very slowly around the park, people avoiding me because of the outstretched microphone. I noticed 
a lot of details I missed the day before, many birds emerged from the underbrush which had been hiding 
before. In particular there was a pair of small yellow and black mynas which came hopping out onto the 
path at the furthest distance from the entrance and started performing. 


The day was even steamier than before, and I was losing water faster than I could drink it. My 
linen shirt was completely shapeless and soaked, and the slightest breeze was startling. I packed up the 
recorder before I drowned it in sweat and left, catching a taxi back to the city. In the light rail station I 
decided to take a ride to the end of the line, so I bought a ticket to Ampang, east of the city. 


You might think the locals are aclimatised to the heat, but nobody is. All humans have the 
same body temperature, and the same need to vent heat using sweat or other strategies. The only 
difference is body mass and behaviour. The crowd waiting for the train were fanning themselves 
frantically, and hardly moving at all, while I paced nervously trying to encourage the flow of air by 
moving through it. They walk extremely slowly, and seem to have perfected the art of lingering in the 
rivers of cold air that flow from the malls and shops. Because of their smaller mass they have a higher 
surface area to volume ratio, and generate less BTUs per cubic foot or whatever. They still sweat 
though. Except the businessmen in their suits. As mentioned before they were a fearsome sight, singly 
or in groups touring a factory or shop, always very dark looking suits. I have a theory that there is 
a trick - they might have a dry ice pod in a holster under there, or a undergarment with water tubes 
running through like in the moon suits. The dry ice would work well until moisture condensed on it. I 
should try it out some day. 


Inside the train was delightfully cold and dry, and very clean. Pretty soon we left the city, head- 
ing out onto fields of rice and banana plants, and scattered appartment blocks in grey concrete with 
brightly coloured washing hanging from all the balconies. The apartments are like vertical villages, they 
usually have a cluster of food stalls and cars gathered around the base, also workshops for cars and 
bikes. Most of the balconies are caged in entirely, perhaps to keep the monkeys out, and the ironwork 
is sometimes ornate and obviously hand made. They often have great hanging growths of bougainvillea 
vines. There are networks of irrigation canals and occassional industrial centres, new ones which are all 
concrete and glass and old ones which are red rusted corrugated iron sheds and quonset huts. 


I didn’t realise but the train was actually going to Sri Petalang, down the other fork of the line. 
There wasn’t any kind of town there, just a carpark, so I cought the train back to Chan Sow Lin and 
then another train to Amplang. Luckily the ticketing system isn’t station specific. Ampang station 
is near an intersection of 2 very busy roads, it’s a service town with a cluster of shops and eateries 
sweltering under the white sky. I had lunch in a shed where a dozen food carts have parked along the 
side of the road. Checken and rice, basic standard meal in Malaysia. It was fascinating to watch the 
people, they had obviously finished a hot and busy lunch shift and were hanging out, staring at me and 
chattering, sending very small children up to practice english on me while I ate. I was interesting until 
someone dropped a pile of dishes and they allw ent over to help pick them up. 
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On the way back to the city the train quickly filled with schoolchildren, women in headscarves 
and Indians with laptop bags. The schools seem to have shifts, or perhaps the kids do different classes, 
so they come and go all day. They all wear uniforms, very white shirts. The muslim women aren't as 
reticient as you might think, but we're fairly used to mixing with them in Australia, some of Michelle’s 
muslim girlfriends are the loudest and most outgoing of all. The indians are like some kind of cult, they 
all have khakis and polo shirts with logos on them. 


Back in the city I made a detour to record some ambient sounds inside one of the megamalls, 
then back to the hotel. Michelle had been in again and then left. 1 had a shower, changed shirts and 
headed out to walk to Musjid Jamek to record the traffic noise. 


Which turned out rather good. The traffic was thick, and I captured the sounds of ambulances 
going past, the police radio squawking, and most importantly, the rumbling of the trains going past on 
the elevated railine. 


That's about it. The following day was Saturday, we spent most of the day resting. Sunday we 
left early in the morning. 


We didn’t plan properly for this holiday. We had general intentions to fly across to Sabah and 
stay in a jungle town, but these things are much better planned before you leave. Or, if you want to 
arrange them when you arrive, you need to work several days ahead of schedule, and work out your 
contingency plans. 


Our next planned trip will be to Vietnam, and this one will be done right. We intend to travel 
around on the trains, with at least one riverboat journey of some kind on the Mekong. We'll be training 
for this one as well, so we're fit enough to walk long distances in the heat without keeling over. 


4.3.5 Nifty building stipple image (2005-03-11 09:14) 


[1]http://www.smh.com.au/articles/2005/03/10/1110417622859. html 


—<—i AN 


1. http://www.smh.com.au/articles/2005/03/10/1110417622859. html 
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4.3.6 Roll on Autumn (2005-03-11 10:38) 


Sad sun, on Autumn Sunday 
Drifting off to other climes, 

The tilt will turn your face away 
From mine until two seasons time. 


For now the clouds will bloom again 
Beyond your reach to burn away. 

In black and grey, like clouds, fair people 
Leave their houses, seem to say 

"This time is right for me, the air 

Is fine, this season, mine all mine!” 


4.3.7 Roll on Autumn (2005-03-13 08:37) 


Sad sun, on Autumn Sunday 
Drifting off to other climes, 

The tilt will turn your face away 
From mine until two seasons time. 


For now the clouds will bloom again 
Beyond your reach to burn away. 

In black and grey, like clouds, fair people 
Leave their houses, seem to say 

"This time is right for me, the air 

Is fine, this season, mine all mine!” 


4.3.8 The Serpent's Tooth (2005-03-14 13:16) 


Each man worthy of the part 

Has a serpent in his heart, 
Installed as on a throne, and who, 
If he says: ”I will” answers: ”No!” 


Plunge into the eyes-so bright!- 
Of satyress or Water-sprite, 
The Tooth says: "Think of what is right!” 


Beget a child or plant a tree, 
Sculpt marble, polish poetry, 
The Tooth says: ”Will you outlive tonight?” 


No matter what he hope or plan, 
There is no moment left when man 
Is not subject to the constant 
Warnings of this odious serpent. 


Baudelaire 
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4.3.9 (2005-03-15 13:33) 


Isn't this lovely: 


[1] = 
The Legnatile 


That isn’t just a cover glued onto a laptop, the maker actually removed the shell of the laptop and 
replaced it with the wood, which he got from an old wine crate. It’s been stained and laquered dozens of 
times and he even made wooden covers for the battery and floppy drive and leather covers for the screen 
cable. 


It reminds me of Gibsons book Idoru where one of the characters had a ”Stonebender” computer. I 
desired one keenly - it was described as a laptop made from engraved silver set with semi precious stones, 
with the keys made from sunbleached linen formed in resin. One specific detail was that the guts of the 
computer were modular, so they could be swapped out and replaced when the state of the art advanced. 


There should be more of this. I couldn’t do what this guy has done, but I wonder how hard it would be 
to make a clamshell to fit over a laptop? Much easier, but the results would be bulkier. I will look into 
this. 


1. |nttp://www.zaverio.net/laptop/index-en. php 


earle (2005-03-17 12:50:24) 

I just like the fact that it was “built out of an old case of precious sicilian wines, given to my father years ago by 
the Baron Antonio Pupillo di Contrada Targia near Siracuse.” That's a great detail. You mean ”Sandbenders”, 
I think, but yes. I’ve wanted one of those for a long time. And lo and behold: [leather _laptop.jpg] [1]Leather 
laptop! 


i 
carbonunit (2005-03-17 23:16:13) 

That’s pretty neat! I’m not sure about the logo on it, but a leather case is a great idea. Much better than the 
bondage gear they put on those Mac laptops. I had an idea for that Sandbender clone - get an old silver tea tray 
and cut and bend it to form a shell. I could probably shape it so it just clipped itself onto the laptop and could 
be removed when necessary. The only issue would be heat buildup, but metal is far more conductive than wood. 
Then I could customise the keyboard by epoxying the resin onto the keys. 


4.3.10 Sneak preview (2005-03-16 15:09) 


A printable version of [1]Picturesque England. All that requires doing is to adjust the sizes of the titles, 
something which could be done to the website as well, although it would require an awful lot of scanning 
and innescapable damage to the original book. 


1. http: //www.mspong. org/picturesque/picturesque . pdf 


earle (2005-03-17 12:41:23) 
What a great icon. 


4.3.11 Gig notice (2005-03-18 09:06) 


LANSDOWNE HOTEL 
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Cnr City Rd and Broadway 
FRIDAY 18th March 
BLATHERSKITE 12:00 - infinity... with the Awesome Visuals of HeidiHO 
SUB LUCIS ORTUM 11:00pm 
GOLGOTHA BOYS CHOIR 10:00pm 
ED BURTON 9:00pm 
Entry is free, beers pay us. 


4.3.12 Bird park (2005-03-21 09:11) 
[1]Click here to download an MP3 of the sound I recorded at the bird park in KL. (86 Meg) 


Over 60 minutes of twittering and squawks. Unfortunately there is a little noise from my handling 
the mike, but it’s clear otherwise. Highlights include the Parrot house about 2/3 of the way through, the 
distant sound of the amplified voice of the man hosting the trained macaw show, and the myna bird who 
finishes the composition with a cheery ”Hello!” 


1. http://www.mspong.org/mp3/2005-02-25_Bird_Park.mp3 


earle (2005-03-22 00:10:33) 
What do you record with? 


carbonunit (2005-03-22 00:34:24) 
Old Sony minidisc, with a stereo condensor mic. Not very easy to use I’m afraid. When you start recording the 
level always starts far too high, you have to pause it to set it to manual level control and bring it down. It was 
too hot to wear monitor phones as well, I just kept an eye on the LED meter, and didn’t hear the way my finger 
movements were coming through. 


4.3.13 Recent updates (2005-03-21 16:49) 


X Michelle and I have both been suffering the after effects of a virus we seem to have picked up in the 
Tropics. It causes symptoms somewhat like a cold, but with oddly hightened blood pressure. I recovered 
quickly but Michelle has been laid rather low. We spent most of the weekend indoors, with occassional 
ventures out to buy supplies. We did manage to walk to the shops yesterday, so recovery does seem to 
be possible. 


On the way to the supermarket on Saturday we detoured to Marrickville community centre and the 
Bower, where I purchased some planks of recovered timber to try my hand at dovetail joinery. It looks 
easy enough when you apply patience and do all the sawing by hand with a jig, hopefully I can make 
storage boxes for my photo collection - the albums are too bulky to store, and they aren’t unified enough. 
I have one old card file box which is perfect, what I hope to do is copy it’s design and make dozens of 
them. 


Another project currently underway is the knitting of a cardigan. I’ve long wanted a cardigan, but 
they have to be hand knitted to be any good. I bought a book of 1940s patterns at the markets, and have 
begun work on the one at left in midnight blue argyle with red flecks. This is the first thing I’ve ever 
knitted from a pattern, thanks to Pams guidance it has been fairly straightforward. The only problem is 
that it is knitted on such small needles that progress is unbearably slow, in 3 weeks I’ve only completed 
the left front and half the back. Also, depending on how much wool the arms require I might not have 
enough to complete it. On Pams advice I altered the pattern slightly, knitting one row plain and one 
purl, which puts all the loops on one side and makes the other smooth and neat. 
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Dll scan the pattern book in and post it if anyone is interested. The ”Peter” design is [1]here and 
[2]here. It is an interesting thing, like a precurser to many programming languages. There are loops, 
nested loops, conditional statements. Pam actually used to "unpack” knitting instructions for her mother, 
she would translate the rather terse shorthand into fully verbose instructions eg. ”Knit one row, then 
purl one row, then knit one row, then knit two together” etc. 


1. http://www.mspong.org/various/knit13.png 
2. [http://www.mspong.org/various/knit14.png 


haruspexx (2005-03-22 00:34:42) 
once you've finished knitting the cardi, you MUST post a photo of you wearing it in exactly the same pose as the 
handsome gentleman featured on the pattern 


carbonunit (2005-03-22 02:07:26) 
Yes, he is rather spiffing isn't he? Far more dapper than this rather wet individual [1]here. I will definitely post 
a photo, in the same pose, and facial expression. 


1. http://www.mspong.org/various/knit02. jpg 

haruspexx (2005-03-22 10:57:33) 

eek, that 2nd guy is freaky looking - his head is too big for his body and yes, same facial expression is very 
important too 


4.3.14 16-02-05_0903 (2005-03-23 11:07) 


[1] 
[2]16-02-05 -0903 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong. 


Is it the smoggy limb of Titan, or a Space Patrol Totem Head? No, it is I, as seen by my lucky cow-orker 
Jarek. 


1. http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/7158612/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/7158612/ 
3. : 


http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


4.3.15 (2005-03-24 16:42) 


This is Autumn. This is MY Autumn. This is the opening of the door. Welcome outside. Don't take 
it from me, ask the plants. The native trees are flushed with green, this is their growing season. They 
weather the brutal summer in a similar manner to northern forests who shut down for winter. Maybe 
they don't shed their leaves, but think of them as evergreens. Even our citrus are sprouting, and the leaf 
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miners are there, ruining the new leaves with their tunnels. I will have to get out the can of spray oil 
for them. The grape vine, however, is getting that weathered look, as is the peach. The new peach, self 
seeded and sheltering under it’s parent, is still green and growing. It’s leaves look quite different, as it 
pours it’s energies into producing branches rather than fruit. 


Poor Mozart doesn’t like the cold though. We can’t let him into the house because he has a need 
to mark his territory. He takes advantage of any opportunity to challenge the hegemony of the house 
cats when he is let inside with a quick spray against the furniture, so he isn’t let inside any more, but he 
is 12 years old. He will get creaky if we leave him to freeze. Currently we are leaving the garage open 
with his bed inside, and soon we will have to put a cat door on. Of course it can’t just be any cat door, 
it has to be sympathetic to the faux Federation style of the garage. I imagine we will have to convoy to 
the pet store with Pam in tow to pick one out, as she is guardian of the look of the garage. I’m just lucky 
she will let Mozart inside, but then she can never deny a cat anything. 


The other day I went to meet Michelle at the Green Iguana and we found it closed with newspaper 
pasted in the windows and large signs advertising catering on the door. I hope they are still in operation. 
We noticed a new cafe in Haberfield we might check out soon, attached to an antique store. The antique 
store is closing but the cafe seems unconcerned. Probably a good thing, we might be tempted by their 
wares, although they look fairly ordinary, all chintz and bright brass. 


4.3.16 Royal Easter Show (2005-03-29 15:54) 


On Saturday Michelle and I visited the Royal Easter Show. This is an ancient institution in Sydney, the 
central agricultural show for the entire state of New South Wales. It’s always worth the effort to go, 
even though many people regard it as old fashioned, daggy or lowbrow. It is these things, and more. 


Originally the show was held in a multi function area which included the Sydney Cricket Ground 
and the Hordern Pavilion, as well as several other large halls and sheds. The Hordern was a popular 
venue for live bands and concerts. This was until Murdocks’ Fox company bought the entire area from 
the state government and turned it into a combination film backlot and theme park. There are some 
good things at Fox Studios; the Paris art cinema and the restearants, and they apparently have farmers 
markets there sometimes, but really there’s nothing there now except a street of very pricy shops in a 
location isolated from the rest of the city by parklands. Not a good idea. 


Nowadays the Show is held in the grounds built for the Olympics of 2000, and they are better in 
many ways. The old grounds weren’t paved in many places, and this used to get churned into a quagmire 
of mud and dung by millions of feet combined with the inevitable rains. The sheds were badly designed 
and airless, and the cow and horse stables used to acquire an unspeakable fug if the day was hot. The 
press of the crowds became unbearable in the bottlenecks between the buildings, and it was a young 
childs nightmare to lose yourself there. Nowadays the sheds are designed with natural thermal convective 
cooling, everything is paved, and the layout pulls the crowd around in grand circles. 


The main business of the show has always been the judging of various things. Cake baking, 
jams, pickles, weaving and knitting, spinning. Awards for outstanding grain, meat and vegetables. Some 
sports like woodchopping, and all forms of horsemanship, from dressage to cow chasing, polo and cart 
riding. Animal judging, cows, horses, goats, sheep, and their products, wool, milk, etc. Dogs, cats, rats 
even, and all kinds of birds. These are housed in various pavilions, and the best fun of the show is 
to walk around amongst all these watching the animals and the people, and seeing the judging on the 
various lawns and yards. The entrants take advantage of the occassion to do a lot of business - there are 
a lot of notices pasted up in the cattle pavilions offering sperm for sale, for instance. 


[1]You can see my photos are here. We started at the produce hall, which nowadays is filled 
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with stalls for verious companies selling foods of various kinds, usually unusual flavours and concepts 
they are trying to introduce to a wider audience like chilli jam or high cocao chocolate or camel milk 
cheese, or a noxious brew of cheap red wine and fruit juice. They also have chiller cabinets containing 
the hanging sides of award winning meat. Another fascinating display is the regional produce dioramas, 
a series of huge scenes created entirely from produce sourced from that region. The bottles and jars of 
preserved vegetables and fruits which they incorporate into these displays are directly responsible for 
my interest in canning. That and reading post apocalyptic SF novels like Earth Abides, that is. This 
year the Northwest region had an especially creepy touch, a giant animated reclining scarecrow, which 
endlessly tried to rise from the ground only to slump back in defeat. Perhaps it was a subtle commentary 
on the continuing drought in the region. They always incorporate the giant pumpkins in the displays as 
rocks. 


On to the rest of the produce, displayed in glass cases in a gigantic hall. Because of our recent 
knitting activities we were especially interested in this display, amazing complex garments knitted from 
1 ply wool, in lacey open patterns. Not to our taste, but amazingly detailed and hard to execute. 


We tried to find the Country Ladies stall where they always sell scones and tea, but they seem 
to have vanished. The jams and jellies seemed a little lackluster this year. They should display them 
better, get a strong light behind them or something. The number of different categories is staggering. 
There were ribbons for the best tomato sauce, the best chilli tomato sauce, the best green tomato sauce 
etc. It was sad to see the crowd at the cake icing display. There were several cakes iced with cascading 
filligree of sugar strands, resembling draped lace, and frighteningly realistic bouquets of roses made 
entirely from sugar, and all we could hear was scattered voices saying "Look at Shrek! Look, there's 
Shrek!” Sure enough, there was a bloody great Shrek head cake sitting green and baleful in the middle 
of these artworks. Ah, people. There’s always new reasons to loathe them. 


That’s another great thing about the Show, the people watching opportunities are priceless. For 
many kids and even adults the main attraction of the whole affair are Showbags, prepared bags of 
confectionary and toys sold in a special hall. These evolved from the old sample bags. In days gone 
by various companies gave away sample bags of their products to show visitors, to tempt them to 
buy. Then they started to sell the bags, for a nominal amount. Over the years the cost to value 
ratio approached one, and nowadays it seems to have tipped the other way. Still, the bags provide a 
semi-socially acceptable way for people to pig out on chocolate and snack foods, so they buy them. They 
buy masses of them, and quite often they buy them first and then lug them around the showgrounds in 
great bundles as they trudge through the halls. These specimens are finest examples of the genus bogan, 
the Australian yahoo. The scene in the Showbag hall is a nightmare of struggling seething masses of 
bogans pushing against each other in a swarming mass, trying to reach the counter of the favoured 
booths to buy more bags, then staggering away with their fingers barely stretching around the filmy 
plastic handles. Lovely. 


In the cat hall the judges were pulling moggies out of their stacked cages and testing their liveli- 
ness with feather sticks. On the lawn outside the dag hall the French bulldogs were parading around. 
We watched the phaeton carts being harnessed up for the ring, admiring the period costumes of the 
drivers. Michelle remembered that Kelly and Matthew were there, so we called them and met them 
outside the Kelly pavilion. We wandered through the cattle pavilions, there were 3 of them. The bulls 
were incredible, with their enormous testicles. They had sets bigger than melons. Outside each hall 
there were washing stations where the cattle were being showered and having chequerboard designs 
clipped into the hair on their backs, and the hairy tufts on their legs were being trimmed off. 


In the sheep and goat pavilion they had alpacas, relatives of lamas, grown for their wool. I 
bought some, enough for 2 vests, in tan and black. We talked with the growers for some time - they 
explained that alpaca wool is a hollow fibre without scales, so it doesn’t take dye very well. The wool 
I bought was naturally coloured. The lack of scales and the shorter staple means they have to blend it 
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with a little sheeps wool to spin it, and they can’t spin it finer than 8 ply for knitting because it would 
pull apart. They did have items machine knit in 4 ply though, but they could control the tension. We 
spent a lot of time petting the goats, which love having their heads scratched. Goats have personalities 
very similar to cats, in my opinion. The next pavilion was devoted mainly to fiber crafts, where we 
bought more wool. Michelle bought some beautiful textured wool hand dyed with greens and browns, 
and I bought a kilo of hand spun lambs wool dyed a dark lichen green for another cardy, or maybe a 
jacket. 


We had lunch with Kelly and Matt, and then wandered on, through the hall of tacky things and 
the hall of orchids, the hall of late night telesales products and the hall of unimaginable horros. In a 
darkened room we watched girls hot glue sparkly stars to a mans teeth, while sleazy men in leather 
trousers tried to sell us cases of German wine. There were bales of rainbow coloured knitted caps with 
dreadlocks attached, and curtains of embroidered belts with misspelled slogans. The puddles of toxic 
coloured fluids from abandoned Super Sippers were starting to merge, smoking and bubbling where they 
met. Our shins were sore from impacts with strollers and prams too heavily laden with showbags for 
their pilots to steer them. It was time to sit down. 


We scored seats in the main arena while they were judging the horse carts. They had drays 
pulled by Clydesdale horses, and grocer delivery carts, phaetons and gigs. After they processed around 
the track and left the field a game of polo was played. The polo was fascinating - there are 2 goals on 
the field, but players are able to score by hitting the ball through either one. 


Later we walked down past the Olympic cauldron, now a fountain, in a peaceful glade, we found 
the Common Ground cafe, always a welcome sight at these events. This large mobile cafe is an amazing 
thing, a kind of demountable two-storey house built of rustic bare wood, a portable restearant run by a 
crew of natural Christians. The men are all bearded with long hair, the women have thick braids and 
shifts of hand woven linen, and the decore is all stained glass lamps and hanging baskets of ferns. They 
serve up beautiful food, we had some wedges and shared a barramundi burger. 


I looked them up here: [2]http://www.twelvetribes.com/. I have to say that, besides making 
good money at these events they cater, their example as a contrast to the hectic plastic carny atmosphere 
of the rest of the show serves as an excellent promotion for their lifestyle. After a day battling sugar 
crazed bogans it’s infinitely refreshing to see them peacefully preparing food in their homespun shirts 
and sandals. They seem to be under a little pressure for their beliefs, especially their practice of spanking 
children, and claiming the name Twelve Tribes seems to have put them offside the jews, as it would. 
They sure make a tasty burger though, and I personally believe feeding children junk food far more 
detrimental to their health than spanking. 


And yes, we did buy showbags. We bought a loquorice bag for Michelles grandfather, and a 
chocolate one for ourselves. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/sets/192820/ 
2. http://www.twelvetribes.com/ 


4.3.17 (2005-03-30 15:54) 


Michelle’s mother Pam turned 60 yesterday. Despite the landmark nature of such a birthday she didn’t 
want presents. Which is only fair, because we've promised to shout her and Mick tickets to Bali each year, 
for Birthday and Christmasses combined. It's a neat idea, especially because of Michelle’s connections. 
Michelle dragged Pam to Bali last year, and then she dragged Mick, and now they can't wait to return 
and keep nagging us to send them off as soon as possible. 
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My father would have been 75 yesterday too. I still miss him, especially at this time of year. He 
was an autumnophile, if that is a word. 


We took Pam to the local RSL. For those furriners here, an RSL is a Returned Servicemans League 
club, a kind of venue usually with a restearant, a bar and a huge room full of poker machines where 
superannuated oldies pump their cash in and keep the establishment afloat. They were originally set up 
to provide funds and services for returned soldiers from the first World war. Each day at 6PM they play 
the last post and all patrons have to stop punching on the buttons of the slot machines and stand and 
face the west and listen to a recorded message which ends ”At the going down of the sun and in the 
morning we will remember them” and then everyone has to repeat ”Lest we forget”. They had to engineer 
the poker machines with a special override to freeze them during this brief ceremony. It’s very moving. 


Also they seem to have installed freedom-stealing login plinths instead of the old book you had to sign. 
To enter the club you need to be a member with a members card, which has a mag strip. Up til now the 
main use of such a card was for swiping on the poker machines so that a little printer in the lobby would 
print out a ticket every time you pushed a certain value of cash into the gaping maw of the mechanical 
robber. This sad thermal printed slip of paper would drop into a giant hexagonal barrel along with a 
million others, and offered the chance of a draw winning you meat! Yes, a tray of meat to the lucky 
punter. Now, if you are a member, you can swipe the card on this eerie monolith and the beady little 
camera at the apex will snap your face and transmit it to the mind control computers on the dark side 
of the moon. If you aren’t a member, it’s even worse. After swiping our cards, Pam had to use an 
electronic pen to sign on the slippery glass screen of the plinth, whereupon a thermal printed invoice 
for her soul dropped into the hopper, incriminatingly signed with her chop! She cannot deny that she 
acknowledged the authority of the monolith by writing upon it’s surface. Oh well, at least the roast beef 
was tolerable, and her father wouldn’t even entertain the thought of trying her favourite Thai restearant. 
He’s a member of 7 of these clubs. 


I’ve gone and ordered 2 more balls of the wool I’m using for the cardigan. It’s starting to look a 
little tight, Pm down to 5 balls from a total of nine and haven't even finished the back yet. Arms take a 
lot of wool, and the front panel took nearly 2 balls. I have to remember the wool must have weighed less 
per length when my recipe booklet was printed than they do now. 


I also checked with my optometrist to see if the antique frames my brother gave me some eyars ago 
could be fitted with prescription lenses, but they pointed out they were rivited. Not to worry, I might 
try with a jeweler, see if the rivets can be drilled out and replaced with screws. They are lovely glasses, 
tortoise shell with gold wire arms. 


4.3.18 Ambrose Bierce is the knee of the bee (2005-03-31 11:54) 


Mr. Goboffle had a small child, no wife, a large dog, and a house. As he was unable to afford the expense 
of a nurse, he was accustomed to leave the child in the care of the dog, who was much attached to it, 
while absent at a distant restaurant for his meals, taking the precaution to lock them up together to 
prevent kidnapping. One day, while at his dinner, he crowded a large, hard-boiled potato down his neck, 
and it conducted him into eternity. His clay was taken to the Coroner’s, and the great world went on, 
marrying and giving in marriage, lying, cheating, and praying, as if he had never existed. 


Meantime the dog had, after several days of neglect, forced an egress through a window, and a neigh- 
bouring baker received a call from him daily. Walking gravely in, he would deposit a piece of silver, and 
receiving a roll and his change would march off homeward. As this was a rather unusual proceeding in 
a cur of his species, the baker one day followed him, and as the dog leaped joyously into the window of 
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the deserted house, the man of dough approached and looked in. What was his surprise to see the dog 
deposit his bread calmly upon the floor and fall to tenderly licking the face of a beautiful child! 


It is but fair to explain that there was nothing but the face remaining. But this dog did so love the 
child! 


[1]http: //etext.lib.virginia.edu/etcbin/eafbin2 /browse-eafall?id =Beaf481 
&data=/www/data/eaf2/private/texts &tag=public 


1. http://etext.lib.virginia.edu/etcbin/eafbin2/browse-eafall?id=Beaf481&data=/www/data/eaf2/private/ 


texts&tag=public 


4.4 April 


4.4.1 Screenshots (2005-04-01 09:30) 


I cracked an old archive of backed up files and found these screenshots. This is my desktop circa June 
1994. 


This was a Mac II with 83Meg ram. The 3 icons down the left are 2 disks, one partitoned into 2 drives. I 
remember one was 80M and the other 240 in total. 


The window in the middle is the Chooser, a networking tool. The names are other computers on our 
network, we had an Appletalk network running through the warehouse where we lived. ”Boris” was David 
Lawford, "Commonroom Trash” was a Mac Plus in the common room. "Red Dwarf” was Demajin, "trash 
musOS Inc.” was James, ”XENOMORPH” was Dave Marlow, and Sam” was Sam Shovel our landlord. 
This was a kind of primitive IM system, it popped up a window when someone messaged you, and you 
could reply. The window was modal, so you HAD to reply, or dismiss it in order to do anything else. 


Here's a couple of other later screenshots, taken after I finished Down and was producing the Hypercard 
versions. 


[1] Down -Powerbook _screenshot _07-1995.png 
[2] Down -colour -screenshot _07-1995.png 


I miss Hypercard, that was how I got into modern scripting languages, using Hypertalk. The first 
routines I wrote were scripts to automate the importing of the text of the book and pagination. 


1. http://www.mspong.org/various/Down_Powerbook_screenshot_07-1995.png 
2. |nttp://www.mspong.org/various/Down_colour_screenshot_07-1995.png 


earle (2005-04-03 01:07:40) 
Old Macs ¥ 
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4.4.2 Another blast from the past (2005-04-01 16:00) 


Another thing I found in this old archive is some stuff I wrote back in the early nineties. My idea with 
these fragments was to write a series of short stories which appear unconnected, but together represent 
glimpses into the life of a man of the distant future. Someone pretty much immortal, wandering through 
space, living so long that his memory decays entirely between episodes. I oscillated between setting the 
stories in order or random. Now I think it would be better in order. In the last story he would be 
contemplating the heat death of the universe. Greg Egan did a short story something like what I wanted 
to achieve, [lJavailable here. I was wanting to set the episodes far further in the future than this, and my 
ideas of the deep future weren’t as informed, mainly because I hadn't read any Egan then. 


In the first one, the nameless protagonist leaves a fishing port because of what looks like an approaching 
war. I was particularly pleased with this one, because it starts out sounding like a contemporary tale set 
maybe in Norway or something. 


[2|http://www.mspong.org/various/dead _fish.txt 


This other one is even darker. He’s camping on some jungle planet, just within walking distance of 
another camper, enjoying some solitude. Just when he decides to walk over and see who it is, he arrives 
to discover a horrible tragedy. 


[3] http: //www.mspong.org/various/forest.txt 


I remember a third one, where the protagonist is hanging around on some dead deserted planet, to- 
tally barren. His remote drone is projecting a bubble of atmosphere around him, and it’s getting worried 
that he hasn’t moved or done anything in too long, so it decides to change the view. It sends out a stream 
of nanobots which totally terraform the planet, at least to the visible horizon, and turn everything into 
a lush garden, which royally pisses off the guy because he preferred the desolation. I must see if I can 
hunt that down. 


1. http: //gregegan. customer .netspace.net .au/BORDER/Complete/Border .html 


2. [http://www.mspong.org/various/dead_fish.txt 
3. [http://www.mspong.org/various/forest.txt 


4.4.3 (2005-04-03 08:34) 


Well, I woke up this morning, 

And the pooope was dead. 

Yeah I woke up this morning, 

And the poooope was dead. 

Well I’m sure they coulda saved him, 
With a tube in his head. 


Yep, now the mourning starts, which is pretty gross hypocrisy in my book. Why mourn someone who 
according to doctrine has a one way ticket to the left hand of God? From his point of view one moment 
he was a fat old Pole gasping like a fish, the next he’s a radiant light floating in limitless space beaming 
out hosannas in the celestial choir. This is a good thing, in case you didn’t realise. But, the media is all 
mourning, mourning. 


I was raised in the grip of the Presbyterian church, but then I gained entry to a private Anglican 
cathedral school on a choristers scholarship which paid most of my fees. Four years of that inoculated 
me thoroughly against Christianity, and even more against this Popish idolatry. I can only look on in 
bemusement at the hoopla. 
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Did they do enough to save him, this is the real question. Was there some option, perhaps a heart- 
lung machine, which might have kept his body ticking over for longer? If there was, and it wasn’t 
employed, was this a murder? These are the questions the media should be answering. 


malwae (2005-04-03 03:59:51) 
I still can’t figure out why people get so nuts over the Pope. (Catholics creep me out). I think they should have 
let the poor guy retire years ago. 


carbonunit (2005-04-03 08:11:08) 

Unfortunately for him, he had the one job in the world where you have to die in the saddle. Kings can abdicate 
and pass their power to their children but the pope pretty much has to die in office. That's why they have this 
[1]weird thing with the hammer (I love this detail). There is some kind of option for stepping down but nobody 
ever uses it. 


L 

sirspike (2005-04-05 05:00:24) 

I think the only reason the Holy See didn’t go ahead with a full-fledged feeding-tube, heart-lung machine, neural 
network augmentation, titanium-limb replacement program was that it realized that once it had unleashed the 
horror of BIONIC POPE upon an unsuspecting world, the community of nations would have no choice but to 
band together, disregarding ideological and economic differences, to overcome this abominable mecha-pontiff. This 
would be accomplished by pelting it with condoms. 


4.4.4 Caption? (2005-04-04 16:43) 


We found this disturbing magazine in KL: 


[1] 


1. http://www.mspong.org/various/ride_the_crow. jpg 
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4.4.5 Starbucks Delocator (2005-04-05 16:14) 


[1]Starbucks Delocator 


Because it's a good cause. This site helps users find alternative cafes to Starbucks in areas where Star- 
bucks have driven the competition almost extinct. They can't mention Starbucks on the site because, 
well, you know. But if enough people link to the site using Starbucks in the text of the link, Google 
searches will show the site prominently. Go on, you know you wanna. 


1. (http: //www.delocator.net/ 


4.4.6 (2005-04-06 09:01) 


[1] [2] 
We had our silhouettes cut by [3]S John Ross at the Royal Easter Show this year. 
http://www5.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/8566598/ 


1. : 
2. [http://www5.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/8566599/ 
3. http://www.smh.com.au/news/National/The-silhouette-man-of-Luna-Park-cuts-a-fine-figure/2005/01/04/ 


1104832111464.html 


4.4.7 Ourmedia (2005-04-15 19:47) 
[1]My page on Ourmedia 


This looks like an interesting development. This site is a kind of outreach of Archive.org, a bit like 
Flickr or even Livejournal. Users create an account and there are blog features. The real meat is that 
you can upload seemingly unlimited amounts of video, audio, images, text and other documents, as long 
as you hold the copyright, or there is no copyright and it is in the public domain. Tasty! 


So far they seem to be manually reviewing the material you upload, which takes forever. My advice 
is, get in early and start using it, you can bail if it turns out to be a dud. It sure seems too good to 
be true, like the old free websites like Fortune City and Xoom. Hopefully, because it's run by Creative 
Commons types who don't have a profit motive, it won’t go bust. However, I could see it getting very 
congested and slow, as it gets popular, and I can also see it getting into trouble when people start abusing 
it and uploading TV shows and such. Despite the fairly serious terms and conditions of use, I can just 
see the RIAA trying to terminate this because it’s a filthy engine of piracy, arrrh! But we can’t live in 
fear. Use it now, what do you have to lose? 


1. |nttp: //www.ourmedia. org/user/12725 


4.4.8 Sack (2005-04-20 11:50) 


I came home yesterday and there was a mysterious Sack in the hallway. It was my parcel from | LJ User: 
spacemummy | arrived at last. 


What goodies! I greedily devoured the Spacemummy comic, followed by the Planetary collection. I 
then started to read Through Lesbos Lonely Groves, but my glasses steamed up... actually it isn’t 
anything like what I thought! It’s like a dry dissertation on saphic practices written by some ignorant 
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Freudian who thinks all homos are infantalised. Fascinating, but hardly one handed literature I expected. 


The Quicklink also looks promising. This is a tiny handheld scanner for scanning individual lines of 
text out of books. All I have to do now is figure out how to get it to beam pure ASCII through it’s infra 
red port, and I can use it with my Psion. As it is it only speaks to Palm and Windows devices. 


I haven't even looked at the other books yet, or listened to the CDs. All in all a delivery worth waiting 
for. Thanks, | LJ User: spacemummy |! And the US postal service threw in a handy drawstring sack as 
well. Bonus! 


4.4.9 (2005-04-22 18:11) 


What a fucking fucked day. I hate people who whinge in their livejournal, but Pm gonna do it now. It 
was a fucked day, and a fucked week. 


Michelle has been sick, with a persistent virus which has been eating away at her defenses pretty much 
since we got back from Malaysia. I got it and threw it off pretty quick, and then it seemed to be coming 
back and I threw it off again. I can do that, I do get sick sometimes but my metabolism goes into 
overdrive and burns it off. It really does, you can smell it, like burning garbage, I have to wash a lot and 
use underarm clag. But Michelle sinks into a slough of misery and illness and slumps around the house 
coughing and moping. She went to the doctor twice, he gave her antobiotics to kill the opportunistic 
bacteria in her lungs. Michelle gets a bit mean when she’s sick, so I'm not happy. I still love her but 
I could kick her fat lazy unhealthy butt. She ate a bag of chips yesterday, nothing else. I gave blood 
after work, came home starving, cooked up a steak and fresh salsa with corn and bacon, she didn’t want 
any. It’s a hassle to even get vitamins down her. She even acknowledges the link between my generally 
healthy diet and exercise and the fact I can resist disease much better, but it doesnt motivate her to try 
it herself. 


At work we finally got the patches signed off and ready to release. I sent the email to all users yes- 
terday, and within seconds one of my managers, Brett from NDD, fires a list of bad email addresses at 
me from when they sent out a newsletter last week. What a turd. He loves to fuck around with people 
like that. 


Have I ever mentioned how stupid the customers are? They are so worthless as people it makes me 
cry. How can people like that exist? It detracts so much from life to know that hordes of these lazy, 
selfish, ignorant people exist. The thing that makes me the maddest is that, Pm not concerned with 
their lack of specialised knowledge, that isn’t the point. It’s that they don’t even have the ability or 
desire to use the basic tools of logic or experimentation to solve their own issues. I mean, if a program 
doesn’t work, and it uses the internet, you would want to check that your internet connection is working, 
wouldn’t you? It makes sense. It’s like, if you plug in your toaster and it doesn’t work, you’d want to 
plug something else into the socket to check the fuse? No, not these dildos. They call us up and we have 
to talk them through the difficult process of dialing up with a web browser to see if they can connect. 
Even then most of them don’t get it. Most big ISPs now divert your browser to a special page saying your 
account has expired, when it has expired. We practically have to hold a gun to their heads to get them 
to read it. "What's it say now?” ”Oh, it’s just a Bigpond page.” "What does it say?” "It says, just some 
stuff.” "Read it to me.” ”Oh all right, it says your account blah blah blah pay by oh I see, my account 
has expired, thanks bye.” Morons. These are the people who watch Today Tonight for their ten minutes 
hate. 


Milos is going on holiday for 6 weeks, which is wonderful. He works not for my company but the 
company which owns the offices where Jarek and I work. He’s an obnoxious Serbian who swans around 
the office slinging missunderstood lingo around and bignoting himself as an IT wizz. Funnily enough, he 
was originally chosen to track down sales data because of his ability to talk magazine subscribers into 
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bying more subscriptions, not for any technical ability. He is immensely lazy, and a master of the art of 
bamboozling anyone who asks him to do any real work by claiming to be engaged in some other vital 
task which cannot be neglected. 1 had a word with the manager, who was under the impression he was 
working for us, that he was doing actual technical support. Mostly he just sends people repeats of their 
files when they lose them, which, thanks to a little perl Tk widget that I wrote for him, take seconds. 
Doug said he was going to replace him permanently, which I don’t believe. He just lads it up with anyone 
who threatens to expose him, and they become his friends and can't boot him out. PI be doing my best 
to teach his replacement Muy as much as possible while he is away so maybe she can hang onto the job 
when he comes back. 


And Jarek topped it off by coming in at 2 today, checking the calls, remarking on how immensely 
busy it was, doing a few, walking out without telling anyone at 3, and coming back at 4 saying he had 
been having lunch with a friend! Jerk. He'll be first on the phone cue all next week, mark my words. 


malwae (2005-04-23 13:16:15) 
Oddly enough, that's about the impression I’ve gotten from every Serbian I’ve ever met. Even when I was in 
Serbia. How’s that for politically incorrect? 


carbonunit (2005-04-23 21:02:21) 

Acknowledging the differences in cultures isn’t really politically incorrect. Wouldn’t it be worse to insist they 
conform with some kind of external standard? The Serbians and Croatians in Sydney have been getting into 
trouble recently by rumbling at their soccer matches, throwing flares at each other etc. It’s just a pity they don’t 
dance and sing like the Sharks and the Jets did... 


4.4.10 (2005-04-24 07:08) 


Whenever I live in a building, I always pick the highest rooms. I couldn’t really say why. Views are a 
variable thing, and many times I’ve picked the highest dwelling in a tower in a dark cave, or sticking 
out of an asteroid in a dust cloud. A rotating asteroid, so the inertia counteracted the feeble gravity... 
but that was long ago. The point is, it doesn’t matter what the view is like, this instinct persists in 
my mind and drives me to seek height. In some ways it was an indicator to the invariant core of my 
consciousness, if such a thing really exists. 


The highest apartments in the nameless city I inhabited then were warmer, because they were 
closer to the fusion tube running down the centre of the Tube. My thick walls of aerated concrete did 
little to insulate me, because the sun tube never went dark, and the appartment never had a chance to 
cool down inside. The gravity was slightly less, because I was closer to the axis of rotation too, but it 
wasn’t enough to notice. 


The view was good. Every time I woke I enjoyed it from the small balcony, while I picked the 
breakfast fruits which grew overnight on the mossy walls. On one side, the heart of this nameless city, 
clusters of round towers much taller than my own, and the tangle of walkways between them, ultrarigid 
loops of stone arcing around each other in a parody of the entire Tube. Although the city was a cylinder, 
you could tell I was close to the heart. If you squinted and looked straight up you could just see how 
the buildings thinned out on the other side, where the outskirts met each other. Remnants of forest still 
existed there, beaten back but surviving, and the customary road ran through. There was a small river, 
too, mainly to carry away the runoff from the cleansing showers, but it never went dry and was quite 
navigable by boat. 


Looking along the axis, away from downtown, I could see straight down the bore of the pipe. 
There were no obstacles, except distance. The most ancient decree of the builders was that nobody 
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had the right to obstruct the path of another along the tube. Cases where cities had closed off passage 
without leaving a freeway road, or builders had constructed annular walls, or dams to store water, 
had happened, but they were rare. Usually the neighbours moved in stopped the nonsense, by force if 
necessary. There had been wars, small but messy. Rumours of breaches, deep in the past. I didn’t know 
if they were true. 


The air was clear, I could see maybe five hundred kilometres before the ground seemed to close 
around the glare of the sun tube. Hardly any distance at all. The most conservative estimates of the 
tube length topped one trillion kilometers, and they were notorious for ignoring difficult to map loops 
and whorls. There was no visible sign of curvature in the section I could see. I guess if I had the right 
instruments I could detect the wobble of the distant sections as the tube span. 


My apartment was small and cluttered. I was getting into the swing of life. There were dozens 
of small glass bottles lining the shelves and arranged on the tables. I had taken to putting little glowing 
bead light sources inside, with water so they could swim around. They were well made, clasical blown 
bottles, tiny irregularities inside difracting the light. The walls of my rooms were painted a dark maroon, 
the moving lights gleamed across the grain of the paint. Just the day before I had negotiated for rugs 
knitted from thick brown cord. The cord was made from natural fibre, which grew in a huge explosion 
from a small base plant, part tree and part fungus. The artist won me over when he said that each ball 
of fibre was a single strand, too knotted to ever unravel. The poetry of it pleased me. 


It had been so long since I had spent time with other humans I had completely forgotten how to 
socialise. The acquisition of goods was rife, here were space was so plentiful, and people lived in such 
a quaint approximation of the old ways. They weren’t wuite “buying” or ”selling”, that would be 
ridiculous, but the artworks, the bottles and rugs and other possessions, could only be acquired through 
social networks. My skills in this art were rusty, as always, but I could go through the motions. These 
artworks were pleasing, in a very strange, solid kind of way. Even though I was constantly aware of how 
ephemeral they were, that the rug would decay to dust and the bottles shatterand deform after a few 
thousand years, their presence here, at this moment in time, seemed to mean something. 


For a similar reason I was in this city, integrating, speaking to people. This moment, rather 
than the stretch of time, I declared to be important. I had plans, for once. I needed help. 


The indoor plaza was filled with a webwork of glass chains. One had to clamber through the 
web, swinging from smooth cold lengths of the chain, to navigate it. Tiny holes in the roof let through 
fans of light which picked out points where the glass intersected. The points moved jerkily as unseen 
people brachiated through the giant sponge. It was safe, there was no way to fall without getting tangled 
and held, but it was inconvenient. This was where people did business. 


When I reached the centre of the tangle I discovered I was the last to arrive. My conspirators 
had already arrived, they braced themselves in a small group. Cautiously I approached them. 


”Hello” said one, a small male wearing clothing. His body was completely encased in loose black 
material, seamless, weaveless. The top of his head seemed momentarily fascinating - it was my mental 
assistant, drawing my attention to the sensors which pierced his covering. There was a horizontal ring 
of tiny ports, with various properties, reflecting different frequencies. The sound emerged from several 
of them. 


”Hello” said another, a female also wearing clothing. Her articulated green glass armour emitted 


a chorus of tiny musical chirps as she swung slightly in the web. She had gauntlets and greaves, but 
no face plate. Her features were standard, composed. Obviously old and well travelled, from the lack 
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of affect she displayed, but not altered from our genetic origins as far as I could tell. There were lines 
graved over the surface of her shell, for grip maybe, even decoration. They were like the whorls of a 
fingerprint. Quite possibly they were to identify her to a passive observer from a distance, like facial 
variations, although there was no obvious sign that she customarily wore a mask. 


Also hanging silently were 3 other humanoids and 2 machines. One of the humanoids was almost 
certainly a projection from a machine, most likely the small round drone hanging near his shoulder. 
He was represented as a simplified human frame, naked, pink, hairless, recessed genitals, facial and 
muscular cues suggesting the gender. Although the projection was very realistic, even distorting the 
chains that he hung from to make them appear to be supporting weight, my own enhanced senses could 
tell he was actually made of light being emited from a fine layer of ionised air. Another female had a 
very similar body, naked and hairless, a fairly standard phenotype for much of human history, basically 
a shape generated by a human genome which has been cut down and simplified and had the redundant 
details extracted. Neutrino scanning showed human innards and an impervious brain case like my own. 
The other machine was a large, tangled thing like a fern growing in space, light green and convoluted in 
beautiful worls and curlices. It didn’t seem to be associated with the last member of our company, an 
ultra thin figure who seemed to be composed of an intruiging mixture of machinery and flesh. There 
were no gender cues, but she radiated an indefinable aura of female. Her circulatory system was exposed, 
blood ran across her surface, held in by a field. 


"Sorry Im late. I walked here.” This subtle joke wasn’t lost. This was a subtle crowd. The fern 
turned and chimed softly. "Lovely day for a walk” it said in a soft voice. The projection laughed, the 
long limbed woman moved gracefully and swung on her chain, the figure swathed in black cocked it’s 
head. 


There was a sudden burst of information, as everyone broadcast their identity simultaneously. I 
learnt that the blood dripping stick woman called herself Hentereterfen, didn’t know her origins, lived 
amongst a people whose circulatory systems were open, who swam through habitats filled with nutriated 
blood. They practiced deep time meditation and liked to establish far orbits around the halo of galaxies, 
mining nuclear clouds for fuel and mass. The floating fern had been born human, lived for eons as a 
natural human in conservative form, had managed to independantly invent a neutrino receiver, banned 
technology amongst his people. By tapping the bootstrap transmissions many societies broadcast as 
a service to lost or forgotten or primitive societies, he learnt how to develop cybernetic technologies 
powerful enough to encode his own mind. The present entity was his encoded mind - presumably his 
original existed still, having been suitably punished for tampering with outside influences. He called 
himself Fern. The black figure suggested we call him Enigma, and broadcast a lot of junk, surreal 
self-contradictory anecdotes and biography which essentially cancelled themselves out, leaving only 
Enigma. It was something of a snub to our mutual trust to do this. The projection, named Wubba, fired 
off a tighly compressed precise of his life story - he was several million years old, despite time dilation, 
and existed as a stabilised quantum foam lattice inside the little drone. Interestingly he claimed to be 
able to go indeterminate and on several occassions essentially teleported himself several light years to 
escape cataclysms. He also claimed not to have any backups. The human woman was also mechanical 
inside her brain case, and had originated as software, but she encoded at the atomic level and practiced 
strict memory loss. Her oldest memories were, of course, of just after her last erasure nearly 100 thousand 
years before, her time. Her name was 


The tube habitat is trillions of KM long. It loops again and again around an average yellow sun. 
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The walls of the tube are nothing exotic, they are concrete made from silocn stone. The tube is so long 
and the curve so gradual that the tiny stresses they feel from the bend is inconsiderable. 


The tube spins to generate centrigugal force. The inside surface is landcasped. There is forest 
and small mountains. Here and there the tube broadens out into a bulbous hollow, which contains a 
sea. There is a sun tube running down the centre of the tube radiating light and heat. The sun tube is 
powered by solar energy collected by the outside skin of the tube. The tube cloud exists slightly inside 
the comfortable planetary orbit for the system. It has a human population of many trillions. 


There is no way to control this civilisation. At this time the tube engines remain shut down 
plugging the end of the tubes, exhausted of rock and energy. They were built and the project begun 
by long forgotten organisation, whose stated purpose was to observe what happened when humans 
were removed from pressure scarcity on their living space. Some records remain from this time. There 
are fascinating accounts of migrations of backwards hordes who allowed their grasp of technology to 
slip to such a point that they couldn’t communicate with other sections of the tube and ask for help. 
When their population pressure grew they took to launching huge flotillas of dirigibles down the tube, 
constantly flying over the tightly crowded and regimented city and farm strips heeding for the end of 
their section, flights which took hundreds of years and only half their number succeeded. This showed 
that, even in this model, there was pressure, mainly due to the 1 dimensional nature of the world. 


There are some fascinating peculiarities of the culture. From long tradition nobody may ever er- 
rect any structure which bars passage along the tube for others, so, no encicling walls or moats. The 
seas excepted, because they are so far appart. The cities traditionally have a road running through, even 
when they encircle the tube. 


Protagonist is living in a carefully ordered city state, which has control of several hundred K of 
the tube. He is socialising, hanging out in the city, making some friends, even doing a little business, 
speculating on the local economy, but constantly troubled by a feeling that he is play acting. Because he 
has spent so much time travelling and seeing the variety of the universe, he doesn’t understand how the 
other humans can live in this restricted manner. They are mostly aware, at least to differing degrees, of 
the history of the human race, and the powers available to them if they demand them, but he realises 
that most humans prefer to live in close proximity to their own kind and ignore their potential. Their 
society is ordered around complex social networks and influence peddling, not for any purpose but as a 
kind of abstract aim to give their lives a point. Most citizens do duty from time to time in the many 
committees which oversee the city, some even by choice to menial or creative jobs, using tools of various 
levels of sophistication. Most are essentially on holidays lasting years between brief incidents of ”work” 
on their comittees, which might result in a few changes in the instructions the cities processes run on. 


Protagonist has noticed that humans who live on artificial habitats are more likely to adhere to 
base standard human form, have biological processes and be more conservative, as a kind of reaction 
against their not living on a planet. Planet dwellers are more likely to have bozarre physiogonomy, 
entirely artificial bodies, host their minds in mainframes with remote links to telepresent bodies, and be 
more adventurous, probably because they feel more trust and support in the underlying solidity of the 
ground they stand on. 


After several years of waiting and organising he meets up with some travellers more like him, 
who have been investigating broken down sections o the tube, where the power and even the atmosphere 
are degraded. They arrange to fly down the tube because the local civilisation tells them they are not 
allowed to penetrate the walls of the tube near the city. 


They fly in fusion ramjets for millions of K, until they reach a dead section, not the same sec- 


tion that the explorers were looking at before. The tube is dark here, the air has degraded to just 
nitrogen and CO2 because of the lack of plant life. They realise whhen they land at one point that they 
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can hear the tube grinding against a neighboruing arm of the tube. 


They penetrate the walls and investigate. The design of the tube includes buffer fins to ward off 
other sections of tube if they come too close, until the geometry can be fixed. Because there is nobody 
here to monitor the tube and nobody cares, this hasn't been done. The explorers cross space to the other 
section of the tube, which they enter. This sections is radically different. It doesn’t have buffer fins as 
such, it just has a hard shell. It contains a foam of membraneous bubbles, seething against each other in 
a hot helium atmosphere. There is a large variety of structure, not visible except to radar and neudar. 


The explorers realise that this alien structure is actually another tube, built by alien life, tangled 
into and inbetween the human built tube. 


They investigate further. Flyhing along it's length outside soon becomes boring. They realise 
that they can map the entire tangle sooner than they could fly it’s length, so they leave the tangle and 
start to orbit otuside the cloud. They realise that the alien tube extends outside the system, looping 
along for nearly an entire light year. There eare signs that the tube origianlly came from a neighbouring 
star system, a barren red dwarf. They travel all the way to the system and investigate. 


The life forms originally broke their system down and reassembled it into space habitats billions 
of years before humans ever came along. Thes etook the form of very carefully structured clouds of 
asteroids, so the humans never realised there was intelligence. They colonised the yellow star system, and 
soon started building the tube. The aliens seem to have taken their cues from observing the humans, and 
copied them, unobserved because by that time the tube society had dissapeared inside. Their reasons 
for flying their enitre tube to the yellow sun were harder to understand. It seems that they thought the 
building of the tube world was an attempt to communicate with them, and building their own tube and 
flying to be with them was their response. 


4.4.11 (2005-04-28 10:10) 


I thought the disease had left me. I thought I had eliminated the virus and burnt it off. I was wrong. I 
owe Michelle an apology for my last post. Although I haven’t actually missed any work, I’ve been having 
all the same shit she has. Lungs like Rotarua mud pits, sinus like one of those fossils skulls encased in 
plaster of paris to hold it together before they dig it up. Aches and pains. Chills and fevers. Calm rational 
use of the pharmacopoea of the 21st century has helped though. Paracetamol, amino acid supplements, 
vitamin C, zinc, and tons of raw bloody meat! Michelle is still at home, still coughing wetly and sneezing. 
Her doctor actually wanted to put her on some kind of mean steroid that would immobilise her immune 
system. In what way would that help, if you have an infection? Maybe he thought the disease had passed, 
and it was just an autoimmune reaction now. I don’t know. 


4.4.12 Oh. My. Ghod. (2005-04-28 10:42) 


This cold or whatever it is has left me feeling a might "maggoty”. But, nowhere as maggoty as this fellow! 
Make sure you aren’t eating or having sex or anything which involves concentration for about a day after 
viewing the pictures on this page. They have a way of... burrowing into your brain, might be the best 
way to put it. IIl be having salad for lunch today, you can bet on that. 


[1]Go on, I dare you. 
1. http: //www.snopes.com/photos/maggots.asp 


madslasher (2005-04-28 11:53:46) 
Juicy! 
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4.4.13 (2005-04-29 19:55) 


I’ve been uploading sound and video to my [1]Ourmedia account. Like many others I’ve fallen foul of the 
inevitable alpha bugs. Mainly, I’ve been using their uploading tool (you have to with anything over 10 
meg, the website form coughs and chokes if you try it with big files) and they haven’t been registered on 
the Ourmedia page. But, they have been making it to archive.org. 


Anyway, [2]click here to search archive.org for all the files I’ve uploaded. The videos play well in Quick- 
time. To play them in Windows media you might need to download a motion JPEG plugin of some kind. 
I recomend the audio recordings of the Barong and Kecak performances, they came out lovely. The walks 
around Kuta are good for nostalgia value if you’ve ever been there. 


Up til now I’ve been taking the files to work on a USB drive and using their wide pipe to upload 
them, but Pm going to do the honest thing and finally cave in to ADSL. It’s still more expensive in 
Australia than just about anywhere else in the world except Antarctica, but that isn’t gonna change fast 
enough to justify waiting any longer. I can afford it, my current provider has really good value unlimited 
plans, and it’s getting ridiculous. All our customers are rushing to get ADSL accounts, when most of 
them don’t really need the bandwidth. It’s funny, the service is advertised as faster, but the latency is 
really the same. It’s only faster when you’re sending or receiving a large file. Our program might send 
and receive 100K in a days work, compressed text files, and what then? Most of them couldn’t even 
browse prOn without someone telling them which mouse button to click. Actually that isn’t really true, 
but it feels that way, because most of the ones that call me don’t. But they all want their ADSL, so I 
don’t see why I should keep denying myself the luxury. 


1. http://www.ourmedia.org/user/12725 


2. |hnttp://www.archive.org/search.php?query=creator/,3A,22Matthew/,20Spong/22 


haruspexx (2005-04-30 06:59:02) 

I tried to set up my own Ourmedia account but keep getting a stooopid message: Your e-mail address and 
archive.org password are incorrect. You will not be allowed to upload media until you have entered valid informa- 
tion. even though i can log in to archive.org without probs using same details annoying! unless there is some place 
i can’t see on ourmedia where i need to re-enter these details 


carbonunit (2005-05-02 06:32:34) 
When they fix the issues there better be facilities for repairing problems caused by the bugs. 


4.5 May 


4.5.1 Broadband = on (2005-05-06 20:17) 
That was easy. 
Too easy. 


Mind you, the damn splitter didn’t fit the wall socket, so I need to get some kind of fitting so the 
phone will work at the same time. But it makes me nervous when something happens this easily. I just 
plugged it in, plugged in the ethernet cable, plugged in the phone cable, got the ethernet software talking 
to it, and set up the router. 


Now I can download music at 10 times the speed I can listen to it, rather than just twice the speed, 
when I was leaving my computer dialed up online all night leeching with wget. Or, I guess I could down- 
load movies. Except, Im radically opposed to video in most forms. Too passive. Music can accompany 
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other activities, but you can't watch a movie while walking down the road or knitting. neither can you 
download a nice tom yum goong. 


4.5.2 (2005-05-10 15:11) 


A 


= 
Ay 
= 


[ LJ User: angledge | has the cutest icon. 


madslasher (2005-05-10 07:31:27) 
Little fuzz! Also, thanks again for the tea :) 


4.5.3 (2005-05-10 19:02) 


Now that I’ve got broadband at home, I can speed up my efforts to destroy the major music labels by 
ignoring them to death. 


Here's how it goes: Downloading bootleg music by established bands is wrong, because it is illegal 
and gives the labels an opportunity to get all gorilla and show everyone how powerful they are. When 
really they aren't powerful at all. Unless you give them an opportunity to unleash their lawyers on you, 
they can't make you do anything. They can market their music to you, but ignoring them is as easy as 
turning off your T'V and logging on and downloading some of the mountains of free music available online 
today. Much of it is shite, but a little searching produces the goods. 


Here in Australia we're used to weeds like lantana and privet and prickley pear, which spread and 
destroy the diverse native flora. We have an instinct to destroy them. I used to have a lot of fun in the 
scouts pulling out camphor laural and privet trees from the local bush. Downloading free legal music 


To start with: 


[1]The Mobius is a 2 hour weekly show on WREK in Atlanta. They whack all their shows online as 
zipped MP3 files, mainly to avoid the charges the RIAA levy against net radio. If the files can't be 
streamed, they can't be taxed. They play IDM, dub, and interesting electronics of various persuasions. 


P]WREK, the radio steation The Mobius broadcasts on, hosts the previous weeks worth of shows online. 
The shows can be streamed from this table, or with a little engineuity you can download them. 


To download them, you need to grab the m3u files the links go to, and save them to your disk. Open 
them in a text editor, and you'll find they are just text files full of URLs which reference the actual MP3 
files of the shows. In other words, the M3U files are just a way of telling your music player to stream 
the MP3 files, but there's nothing to stop you downloading the files instead for later listening. Later Ill 
explain easy ways to queue up a lot of downloads so your computer will fetch them automatically. 


Anyway, WREK has a neat philosophy, that each show has to be demonstrably different to the oth- 
ers. [3] You can get the show descriptions here. Something for everyone. 


194 


One last one for the moment, [4]SerpentX has a formidable collection of Over the Edge and Puzzling 
Evidence archives online. Over the Edge is the weekly radio show by [5]Negativland, the grand high 
poobahs of sample based art music. Puzzling Evidence is the real brains behind the [6]Church of the 
Subgenius. These shows are pretty much unlistenable by most people, because they require some effort 
to decode the signal. Give it a try, but don’t worry if you hate it. 


. http: //www.themobius.net/audio. php 


. http: //www.wrek.org/stream/schedule. shtml 


. http://www.wrek.org/shows. html 


1 
2 
3 
6 


. http: //www.subgenius.com/ 


haruspexx (2005-05-10 23:27:40) 
and don't forget UBUWEB http://www.ubu.com/ which has an insane amount of free mp3s to download (and 
recently films too) 


carbonunit (2005-05-11 03:33:49) 
Yes, Ubuweb! Films now? Awesome. They also have the [1]365 Days Project, the best collection of room- 
emptying audio ever created. [2]Gregory Whitehead is pretty cool too. 


E 


. http://www.ubu.com/outsiders/365/index.html 
. http://www.ubu.com/sound/whitehead.html 


N 


4.5.4 Automatic file downloads (2005-05-11 18:51) 


Here is a simple method for setting up an automated system for downloading files. [ll pitch this at 
windows users, because users of other systems are usually able to figure these things out themselves. No 
offense. 


Anyway, under Windows the best free downloading program is [1]wget. This simple DOS program is 
small and clean and packed with features. You don’t even have to install it, just unpack it and put it 
where you want it. 


The simplest and best way to use it is to gather together a bunch of URLs for files you want to download, 
and put them in a text file. Before the “http” part of each address, put "wget -c”, so each line begins 
"weet -c http://blahblahblah”. Put the text file in the same directory as the wget program, and name 
it with .bat at the end. This is called a batch file. When you double-click the file, Windows tries to do 
each command in the file. In this case, it tells wget to download whatever the URL points to. So, you 
see a black terminal window pop up, and it even draws a neat progress bar (using text) showing how far 
it is through each file. 


=> ‘Puzzling Evidence - PE082004.mp3’ 
Connecting to 10.68.120.35:80... connected. 
Proxy request sent, awaiting response... 206 Partial Content 
Length: 144,723,968 (28,347,125 to go) [audio/mpeg] 


80% [+++ A AA AA A A A FEAT EAT A A EE ] 116,389,373 1.93K/s 
ETA 3:58:29 
The ”-c” bit is there to tell the program that, if it notices that a file with the same name as the one in 


the command has already been saved, it should try and continue the download. If the file has already 


195 


been entirely downloaded, it does nothing, but if you had to stop the download earlier, it will continue 
and get the rest. This is neat. 


It is harder to set up if you have a web proxy on your connection, so it might not be useful at work. But, 
for a home connection it works a treat. What you get is, each target file gets saved in the same directory 
as the batch file. Remember to edit the batch file to remove the lines for each file as you remove it 


Linux users can use [2]wget as well, although I favour [3]snarf. There are also some graphic apps which 
can suck all the MP3 links from a web page for you, but I don’t know anything about them, and you 
usually have to pay for them. 


As for getting all the links of the page easily, there are simple techniques for that which I might cover 
later. For the moment, you can copy a link target by right-clicking on it. 


1. http://www. interlog.com//,7Etcharron/wgetwin. html 


2. |hnttp://www. gnu. org/software/wget/wget .html 
3. http://www.xach.com/snarf/ 


4.5.5 Yet more, I’m on a roll (2005-05-11 19:22) 


[1]Blue Jam was a radio series written and performed by [2]Chris Morris, a UK comedian. Nothing he 
has ever done has ever been broadcast in Australia, but I became aware of him through various channels, 
and discovered this show. What you get are half hour slabs of incredibly well mixed downbeat illbient, 
triphop, chillout music, spiced with dreamy, nightmarish comedy sketches. The word “comedy” hardly 
does justice to them, but no other word really does duty. Just don’t listen to too many of them at once, 
it can be depressing. 


Here are the links to the torrent files. 
[3]Blue Jam series 1 torrent 
[(4]Blue Jam series 2 torrent 
[5|Blue Jam series 3 torrent 


To get these you have to install [6]BitTorrent, which is a pretty nifty program. The beauty of Bit- 
Torrent, and the reason they use it for the stuff above, is that it distributes the source of the file. When 
you download using BitTorrent, only a fraction of the file comes from the main source, the rest comes 
from all the other people downloading at the same time as you. As you retrieve more and more of the 
file, other people start to download it from you as well, and everyone shares the load. 


You can get more of these files at [7]Legal Torrents, and other places. Legal Torrents specialises, as 
the name suggests, in archives of music from free net labels. Mostly electronic music to some degree. 


The [S]DNA Lounge Archive is a source for live performances at the DNA Lounge club in San Fran. 
Owned and run by [| LJ User: jwz |, legendary Netscape hacker and carmudgeon, they host several per- 
formances per week. I'm only interested in the industrial, cybergoth shows, but they have a lot of hiphop 
nights as well. They also do that thing with the M3U files, which you need to save and open to get the 
links to the MP3 files if you want to download them and walk around listening to them. 


It strikes me that most of these links go to techno based musics, perhaps this might give the impression 
that only worthless laptop noodling can be found online. Far from it, at the [9] Archive.org Etree concert 
tape collection you can get as much acoustic folk and other kinds of live music as you can stand. Check 
out how many Greatful Dead concerts they have! All the shows here come from bands which actively 
allow and encourage taping of their live performances. I’ve been downloading a few [10]Godspeed You 
Black Emperor shows from here. 
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Because these shows are recorded and traded by serious audiophiles, they tend to use serious compression 
on the sound files. Most of the files are either [11]Flac ([12]for Windows) or [13]Shorten ([14]for Mac and 
Linux). These are lossless compression formats. The idea is that, when you decompress them and play 
them back, it is bit-for-bit perfectly the same as the original CD recordings. Unlike MP3, which throws 
a lot of the frequencies away in order to shrink the files. This makes them larger and take longer to 
download, but if you have a serious interest in a band and their music, I guess it’s worth it. I personally 
think it's overkill, as these are live recordings with all the usual problems from acoustics and audience 
noise and bad level control that entails, but these guys are really serious about this stuff. Just do what 
I do and recompress them as MP3 to your own taste. 


. http://chilled.cream.org/forums/bluejam.php 

. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Chris_Morris 

. http://chilled.cream.org/bluejamseries1.torrent 
. http://chilled.cream.org/bluejamseries2.torren 
. http://chilled.cream.org/bluejamseries3.torrent 
. http://www.bittorrent.com/ 

. http://www.legaltorrents.com/index.htm 


+ 


. http://cerebrum.dnalounge.com/archive/ 


O oo n DT AT 


E 


ttp://ww.archive.org/audio/etreelisting-browse.php 


hb 
o 


//www.archive.org/audio/etreelisting-browse.php?collection=etreegcat=Godspeed/20Y0u/20Black/20Emperor7/21 


1. 
12. 

13. 
14. 


4.5.6 (2005-05-12 14:55) 


[1]This beautiful story in the SMH, about the modern day legend that was... Marcus! 


1. http://radar.smh.com.au/archives/2005/05/the_star_who_ne.html 


4.5.7 Watch out for this in your country (2005-05-13 09:24) 


[1]http://www.smh.com.au/news/Opinion/Human-rights-should-not-be 
-casualties-of-the-war-on-terrorism/2005/05/12/1115843312306.htm 


It’s always a danger sign when some interest group coins a new term to act as a label for their ideas. 
It makes it easier for them to argue their case, and makes it more acceptable to the populace. In this 
case the term is "community rights” and it's being promoted as a kind of trump card against individual 
rights. The logic is simple on the surface but twisted underneath. It seems self evident that the rights 
of a whole bunch of people are more important than the rights of an individual person, but only if you 
ignore the fact that the whole bunch of people is made up of individuals. This kind of doublethink is a 
serious danger nowadays. It plays into the fear and ignorance of a lot of people who seriously are terrified 
that the Evil Terrorists will strike them down, even while they drink and drive and smoke and other risky 
behaviour which seems normal to them but is far more dangerous to their own and others safety than 
crazy people with bombs. You can nominate any fictional group of people as us” and then proclaim that 
your rights as a community trump the rights of your perceived enemy. This kind of logic can be used 
to attack any individual, even minority groups. You just have to create a community” larger than your 
target and then go in to bat. 


This will only go far if they try and push it. It would take a concerted advertising campaign to promote 
this idea, but it could be done. Watch out for it. 
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1. http://www.smh.com.au/news/0pinion/Human-rights-should-not-be-casualties-of-the-war-on-terrorism/2005/ 


05/12/1115843312306.html 


4.5.8 Scary large list of music blogs (2005-05-13 10:28) 
[1]http: //tofuhut.blogspot.com/2005/05 /even-when-you-dont-find-m usic-here-you. html 


Or, "”Aaargh, I’m drowning!” 


1. http: //tofuhut . blogspot .com/2005/05/even-when-you-dont-find-music-here-you.html 


4.5.9 (2005-05-13 13:20) 
This is for | LJ User: tboy ] and [ LJ User: madslasher | 


[1]Roy Orbisson in cling film 
1. |nttp://www.michaelkelly.fsnet.co.uk/karl.htm 


madslasher (2005-05-13 07:07:23) 
I am like a spider binding him in my gossamer web. Absolute gold! 


tboy (2005-05-13 12:46:33) 
Ah, thank you. I hooted with laughter. Simply priceless *g*. 


4.5.10 (2005-05-20 21:44) 


Had to go to Melbourne on Tuesday. Work thing, to install the new server at a distributor. I took a 
suitcase with clothes because we expected it to take 2 days. I booked a flexible return ticket in case. It 
ended up taking an hour and a half, mainly because the place is run by a seriously professional geek who 
keeps things organised and doesn’t try and butt in and prove he knows everything already when someone 
is doing something for him. If only there were more like that. So, I ended up having time to wander 
around Melbourne and see Hitchhikers Guide before I came home. 


Funny thing - I booked the cheapest flight I could, which was Jetstar, under $80 each way for nor- 
mal bookings. However, the reason they are so cheap is they come down at Avalon airport, a single 
runway in the middle of a sheep paddock near Goulburn. I paid more for my taxi fare to the city and 
back than the air ticket cost! Oh well, it’s the companys’ money. 


Hitchhikers Guide was brilliant, a good show. It was very strange, seeing it on the big screen, in some 
parts so similar to the TV series, especially near the beginning. I’m glad they took care and didn’t 
succumb to an urge to make every bit as different to the series as possible, to “distinguish” it. It wasn’t 
as funny, but it was quite mesmerising and it really brought on that ”I can't believe this is happening” 
feeling which was part of the deal right from the radio serial. 


Also, Melbourne is really nice. I really like the sounds there, especially the squeal of the tram wheels. 
When they change tracks the wheels squeak musically against the tracks, and the pantograph zaps across 
the wires overhead in counterpoint. I saw lots of interesting human interactions. There was a thuggish 
redface guy sitting on the train rapidly draining cans of VB, talking across the aisle at some other guy, 
and then he borrowed a pen from a girl and started illustrating his points on the guys paper. Then they 
got off together. He returned the pen very politely. There was grafitti everywhere, it was like the 80s 
again. They busted down on that in Sydney since the Olympics and they haven’t let it come back since. 
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I kept passing cool looking book shops, but Jetstar has a 7 kilo carry on limit and my case was heavy 
enough already. I had lunch in a excellent cafe in Flinders Lane, a steak sandwich. Also, they are much 
bigger on knitting there, many wool shops. Because of the cold I guess. 


4.5.11 (2005-05-23 14:30) 


Went to a very odd wedding on the weekend. J and A tied the knot in the park in a ceremony conducted 
by Elvis. It was deeply moving. I’ve never seen so many velvet bow ties at a wedding, not to mention 
leather and chrome. The bride was nearly an hour late, due to a zipper failure. Divine was there. At 
the reception (held in the now-empty antique store, Flash Trash) she was eating handfuls of sandwiches 
by spearing them, one to each talon. The parents handled it well, even when Elvis started funning with 
them. 


Anyway, after 15 years of unmarried bliss, they have the odds on their side for a good marriage. Good 
luck nonetheless. 


4.5.12 Walking (2005-05-27 13:14) 


I have an obsession with walking as an exercise and a method of transport. I would rather walk than 
ride a bike. It prevents ill humours and seems to cause all kinds of synergistic benefits. I have my best 
ideas walking, I always seem to stumble upon the best things and make the best contacts, on foot. It’s 
the best form of exercise because it doesn’t necessarily cause sweating or hurt your feet. 


My father always loved walking as well. Of course, for him the main benefit was that it was free. 
Anything free was good for him. He used to walk for miles for his groceries until just months before he 
died. 


Michelle doesn’t love walking. She doesn’t hate it as much as other forms of exercise, but she finds 
it hard. I’ve always tried to help her get out and move about, but it can be really difficult. She's easily 
distracted, constantly stops and dawdles, and is very sensitive to pains in her knees and feet. It might 
be a kind of reverse nominative determinism because of her surname - Walker. 


Still, I kept trying, and last weekend she consented to walking around the local park. On the way 
home, we were looking at the piles of junk left outside the houses for the local council cleanup. Twice 
a year the council organises a day when you can leave junk outside your house for them to remove, and 
of course lots of people like to cruise around picking the piles over and grabbing anything we can save 
and make use of. We have lots of amazing things at home we found in this way, from ornate wire plant 
stands, to concrete plant pots, a Jacobean wooden plinth, and the Dome of Meat, which is one of those 
glass plate covers we use to put over meat when we don’t want the cats to eat it. 


Then we spotted it. A functioning ski walker. One of those frames with the foot rests hanging from 
rods, with handles at the front. You stand on it and swing your legs backwards and forwards and it’s a 
form of exercise. Now I hate all forms of machine assisted exercise which replaces more honest activity, 
because I’m a scowling Puritan who sees them as a dishonest cheat. If you want to row, get out on a boat 
and go somewhere, don’t wast time pumping energy into a bloody flywheel. But Michelle insisted, and 
I helped her carry it home and set it up in the garage. So, now there’s a ski machine in there, and blow 
me down if she doesn’t use it! Each night this week she’s been out there skiing away for longer periods 
of time, going like a champion. 


I was pleased that she was exercising, but disappointed that we wouldn’t be walking together. So it 
seemed until this cropped up: 


[1] http://www.smh.com.au/news/National/Walking-lowers-cancer-dea 
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th-risk/2005/05/25/1116950760735.html 


Yep, as soon as I saw this I forwarded it to her and she immediately agreed to walk as well as ski. 
So, we had a great time last night walking from the city end of King street to Laddas for dinner, and 
back. No more motorised trips to the shop for us. Groceries will come from the local supermarket, as we 
need them. There are hundreds of excuses for walking in the average day. The only problem is, now she 
has an excuse for buying more shoes. 


1. http://www.smh.com.au/news/National/Walking-lowers-cancer-death-risk/2005/05/25/1116950760735.html 


haruspexx (2005-05-27 03:59:58) 

My only problem with walking is boredom if I have to do the same route repetitively (ie to work or whatever) - 
and then I prefer cycling. But I’m considering doing the Santiago de Compostela pilgrimage next year - which is 
a 700km walk from the border of France to Santiago, Spain. 


4.5.13 (2005-05-27 19:23) 
Michelle and Pam will be going to Bali next week. 


This probably won't arouse any real interest in foreigners, but Australians might react quite differ- 
ently. This is because the news here is dominated by a story about a girl called Schapelle who was busted 
in Bali last year for smuggling ganga in a boogie board bag. It's a fairly mundane case which is being 
agonised over at length by everyone with a half baked opinion. Her bag was opened at customs. A large 
slab of marijuana was removed. She was charged with importing drugs. She claimed that she didn't put 
the stuff in her bag. Today she was pronounced guilty as charged and given 20 years. You can read 
pretty much everything about the case [1]here. 


She is young and pretty, and her most outspoken supporters seem to be women in the same age group. 
They don’t usually have very good arguments for thinking she is innocent, other than totally bogus as- 
sumptions about Bali and Indonesia, and racism. They seem to think Bali is swimming in dope, so why 
would anyone want to import the stuff? This of course is wrong, it’s very hard to acquire there, and the 
people on busy streets who mutter *marijuana?” as you walk past are mostly police informants looking 
to get a kickback from the cops when you get busted. The locals don’t like the stuff, the Javanese are 
even more strictly opposed. Pretty much the only way to get decent gear is to import it. 


Her most ardent supporters where also the ones calling loudest for the Bali bomber [2] Amrozi to be 
sentenced to death. He was tried in the same court. They don’t see any problem with this, because he is 
a Muslim terrorist with a scary smile and she is a pretty white Australian woman. From the Indonesian 
perspective, she’s a pallid badly-behaved disrespectful barbarian who’s trafficing in substances they be- 
lieve damaging to their culture. It’s always a good idea to reverse the perspective in a case like this. If an 
ugly old, brown-skinned Indonesian man was caught smuggling dope into Australia, how much support 
would he get? Not much. We have detention centres full of, not drug smugglers, but all kinds of people 
who only smuggled themselves. 


But perspective is in pretty short supply nowadays. While the airwaves are full of shrill voices protesting 
her innocence, it looks like our immigration minister Amanda Vanstone and her staff are going to avoid 
any real repercussions from their actions. They have imprisoned Australian citizens because they were 
foreign looking (ie. not anglo-saxon) and weren’t carrying identity papers, and they have deported dozens 
of Aussie citizens who they can’t even locate now. This smokescreen from the Corby case is heaven sent 
for them, they can float their weak apologies, shuffle a few staff around without actually firing anyone 
except maybe some unpopular scapegoats, and get on with the job they love so well, aggressively "guard- 
ing Australias borders”. While a neighbouring country gets villified for trying to do the same. 
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One fascinating fact that some pundits are starting to point out is that hundreds of other Australians are 
now and have long been impisoned in foreign countries, with life sentences or even death hanging over 
them. In Malaysia we saw the noose that hung Barlow and Chambers, Australian heroin traffickers. The 
evidence was a lot more substantial in their case, but that’s why they got hung rather than 20 years. 
The 9 other Australians who also recently got busted coming into Bali with heroin strapped to their 
bodies can expect far worse than Schapelle. It’s interesting how their cases generated a lot of interest 
to start with, but they were far less photogenic than Schapelle and, as the media started to dig into 
their backgrounds, their protestations of innocence collapsed messily. They started out looking like poor 
innocents, tricked into being drug mules, but then it was revealed how many times they had gone to Bali 
before, without their parents or relatives knowing, and their other domestic crimes began to surface as 
well. They’ve been pretty much given up for dead now. 


There’s always a chance she is innocent, and the drugs were slipped into her bag by cargo staff on 
the airline. Michelle and Pam will be sealing their bags securely, they take no chances. But the Schapelle 
case is far from over. Both the prosecution and defense both want to appeal, the prosecution wants a 
life sentence. I predict that the weight of evidence will start to swing against her soon. Meanwhile, the 
spectacle rages on. 


1. http: //news. google.com. au/news?hl=enkned=au&q=Schapelle+corby 


2. http://news. google.com. au/news?h1=en&ned=aukie=IS0-8859- 1&q=amrozitbomber 


madslasher (2005-05-27 11:32:59) 
Wondefully said. I completely agree with you on this one. 


plinko (2005-05-27 15:37:58) 
Have lots of fun in Bali!!! :D :D 


4.5.14 Once upon a time... (2005-05-28 15:32) 


...an old wooden rocket came down in the cathedral square of the city of Nantes. 


At the same time, the Sultan was approaching on his luxurious mechanical elephant. 
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The Sultan and the Small Giant spent several days exploring the city. 


Update: It turns out this was a celebration of Jules Verne. There are more pictures of the proces- 
sions [4]here. Watch out | LJ User: earlemartin ], they will also be visiting London later this year in 
October. 
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1. (step: //uwu nantes .fr/ext/royal_de_luxe_2008/| 
2. http://www nantes fr/ext/royal_de_luxe_2005/vendredi asp] 
3. http://www nantes fr/ext /royal_de_luxe_2006/sanedi2. asp 
4, http: //uw Lean. to/gallery/royaldeluxe 


4.6 June 


4.6.1 (2005-06-04 12:10) 


Woe is me. My first night and day without Michelle in years. At least 1 year, she went to Bali with Pam 
last time. The cats are inconsolable, they mope around the house and do nothing but sleep. Oh wait, 
that’s normal isn’t it? They eat the same amount, and now I have to clean out both litter trays. At least 
now I can load the other tray with clumping litter. I mixed in some rough litter as well, for those that 
apparently like it more, but the clumping stuff does last longer. 


Got up early this morn and walked around the bay to Iron Cove and up to Rozelle markets. 


There I bought a teapot. We have a glass pot, which brews 2.5 cups at a time. This isn’t enough 
for all of us, so I’ve been looking out for a larger one for those occassions when the small one just doesn’t 
cut it. Here they are having a face off. 
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[3] 


Then I walked across to the farmers market to get some veges and bumped into Mick, who was do- 
ing the same. One interesting thing at the markets was some old women who were hawking jumpers 
knitted from recycled wool. Yes, they were buying old jumpers, unraveling them and knitting the wool 
into new items. This sounds like a good idea when the old item had a hole torn in it or something, but 
if it wore out from use the wool itself would be very weak. Anyway, they were also hawking really bad 
goaty homespun wool full of lanolin, and those rough slipper socks which are as rough as scourer pads and 
about as good for your feet. They had also dressed their stall up with skulls and sun-bleached wooden 
boards, a kind of drought theme. 


Then Mick and I drove over to Kens place to give his cat a needle. Mick is a wonder, the cat barely 
moved through the whole ordeal. Sonny the cat is getting vitamin B12 shots to rebuild his blood after 
a bad flea infestation. We sat around and chatted with ken, and then left, or tried to. Another old 
codger had parked Micks car in! Apparently Ken and him have been having a nice old feud for some 
time. It’s always good to see people really making something of their lives, or what remains of their lives, 
having little domestic tiffs over parking spaces and whatnot. Anyway, the guy came and moved his car, 
exchanging pleasantries with Ken all the while. 


Now I have to find something useful to do for this afternoon. I could clean the house I suppose, from top 
to bottom. Or, I could go and see a string of movies one after the other, to console myself in my dejected 
loneliness. Choices, choices... 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/17317379/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/17317382/ 
3. : 


http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/17317634/ 


4.6.2 Coffee (2005-06-06 16:29) 


After | LJ User: flying -blind ] and [| LJ User: gutbloom ] have set the bar, I have to jump too. Even 
though I usually avoid memes, this doesn’t really count, or rather, it is a much better example of an 
actual meme than those lists one usually sees. 


As a young lad I knew nothing of coffee, except that my mother would swamp down gallons of 
Nescafe instant coffee with sacharine while she sat at the kitchen table reading magazines. The sacharine 
pills came in weird wedge shaped plastic boxes with a sliding dispenser. When I tried them they tasted 
bitter, and I couldn't understand how they could substitute for sugar. We kids loved tea, milky with a 
lot of sugar. 


I didn't get into the real coffee until university, when I turned to the black stuff purely for it's 
energising and sleep abating qualities. I bought a dripolator, one of those devices which dribbles boiling 
water through a nylon sock full of grounds into a carafe, and then keeps the carafe hot. With a power 
timer I could set it up to brew my daily dose before I woke in the morning, and it would get me 
underway. To save money I bought 1 kilo bags of whole beans from the local Italian deli, and ground 
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them in a hand grinder the night before to pack the sock. 


The sharp acrid taste would last with me all day, and I would exude a bitter odour from under 
my arms, the coffee was so strong. My forehead would sweat and my fingers would go cold and waxy. 
Still, it wasn’t enough to prevent those waves of sleep which would sweep through the entire lecture 
theatre each morning, visible as a cascade of nodding heads and drooping notebooks. I think the 
ventilation wasn’t very good. My father also bought me some Turkish and Greek coffee, the kind which 
are essentially pulverised coffee bean powder, which you stew in a small saucepan, with the sugar. He 
always took an interest in my experimentations, even though he never felt confidant to try them himself. 


After quitting uni I almost quit the coffee as well. Then it was I started up a small business 
selling handmade quilts at market stalls, and drank herbal teas of various kinds. I was actually 
experimenting with many varied drugs at this point, so the teas were just weak examples of same. You 
know, yerba mate and hibiscus for uppers, valarian and St Johns’ Wort for downers, damiana and 
morning glory for psychedelics etc. It seemed every hard drug had a herbal tea counterpart. 


Soon I found myself living amongst like minded souls in an underground warehouse commune, 
and started drinking coffee with them at the local cafes in Glebe and Newtown. Lolitas, The Craven, 
Badde Manors, AD163, Cafe Blue, and Nikitas, where the foccaccia was so good and so cheap, and 
substantial enough for an entire day. These were cappacinos, shot from real espresso machines. Funnily 
enough we never got into the little short blacks. It always had to be frothy and sweet. 


I also indulged in a disgusting habit for about 2 years, which I am thouroughly ashamed of. I 
used to wake at the crack of midday, and stumble immediately to the local corner store and buy a small 
carton of milk. Then I would return and add a tablespoon of Nescafe Gold instant coffee and shake it 
up and drink it. Caffeine and nutrition, in the same package! Disgusting. 


Later, I found myself gainfully employed, surfing the dotcom wave with my friends who were 
foresighted enough to be paddling in the internet ocean before everyone else. We didn’t actually drink 
much coffee then, because we didn’t really have time. At the studio where I first worked we had a 
espresso machine but I never had the time to figure it out. Anyway, I was wired on prescription dexadrine 
pills I bought from a narcoleptic transvestite called Venus at the time and didn’t need anything else. 


When I met Michelle she was still painting animation cels, and lived on dozens of coffee a day. 
We used to spend a lot of time in cafes, especially AD163. They used to sell schooners full of coffee - a 
schooner is a beer glass, a bit smaller than a pint. They weren’t bad either. Later, AD163 closed down, 
so we moved to the Green Iguana in Newtown. Our coffee drinking experience was always enhanced by 
being in a courtyard. At home, in the Rose street warehouse in Annandale, we used to drink instant 
coffee while sitting in the closest thing to a courtyard we had, the entrance vestibule where some palms 
and monstereo struggled in the dark. Later, after our little debacle with the landlord, we stayed at my 
fathers house, and drank espresso from a rugged old Italian machine my brother gave us for Christmas. 
No pods, no timers. Just a boiler, a stand, and a giant piston with a crank handle. 


We were distraught to see that the Iguana had closed down a couple of months ago, but glad to 
see it reopen. Now it’s called Kikis, and still run by the same crew of people. They all look like they 
were drawn by Mervyn Peake - the rake-thin cook in whites and tall hat, the stern hawk-nosed Scottish 
proprieter, his bouncy Spanish wife, and Poppy the scarey tarot reader who glides around the place like 
Ophelia with too much khol in her eyes. They reformatted the place, painted the walls, polished the 
floors, killed the rats, and now it attracts a much classier clientel. 


Nowadays we start the morning with a blast from the espresso machine, and that keeps me going 


to 2. Then I have a takeaway from the Pronto Xpresso coffee cart in the foyer of the building where I 
work. That must be the best coffee I ever had on a regular basis. I’ve always related to coffee as to most 
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other drugs, as a means to an end. If it tastes good, that's a bonus, but really it's just fuel. Tea, on the 
other hand, black tea, is different. It is a delight for the senses, the "liquid perfume” as Des Esseintes 
drank in A Rebours. But that's another rant. 


gutbloom (2005-06-06 10:39:35) 
Excellent! ml was wired on prescription dexadrine pills 1 bought from a narcoleptic transvestite called Venus at 
the time and didn’t need anything elsem The next meme will have to be on dexadrine. 


carbonunit (2005-06-06 21:56:53) 
Hmm, I’m not sure there's that much to write about. It doesn’t have the colour and flavour of coffee. Tea on the 
other hand might be a good subject. 


flying blind (2005-06-06 13:06:29) 

Ah, another paean to the dark elixir! If this catches on, the purveyors of the noble bean will be pleased with me 
for having launched a caffeinated meme. Perhaps they will send me a package or two of their best roasts as a 
reward. 


carbonunit (2005-06-06 21:58:46) 
You can try. I’ve heard rumours abounding that companies have been paying bloggers to post about their wares. 


haruspexx (2005-06-06 23:23:32) 

Hadn’t heard about the Green Iguana’s transformation - must visit soon to peek at the Mervyn characters. 
Strangely, your other literary reference has been sitting on my bedside table for months too - must get round to 
reading it soon - perhaps as I drink coffee at Kikis. 


carbonunit (2005-06-07 05:16:58) 

It looks great, they moved the counter down the front and they still have the painting of the iguana on the walls. 
A Rebours is a pretty strange book, very modern in parts. I mean, it’s about escapism, about a guy who makes 
an enormous effort to construct an ideal artifical environment to escape into because the world disgusts him so 
much. But he can’t escape his own self loathing, of course. It’s quite funny at times. Nowadays it would be all 
about him playing MMORPGs. 


malwae (2005-06-07 04:24:32) 
That’s a good subject for a meme; will have to write my own up someday. Coffee being the only reason I didn’t 
commit suicide from SAD during my long soggy dark years in Seattle. 


carbonunit (2005-06-07 05:18:54) 
That would be awesome. ”I owe my life to coffee!” That reminds me of the Swedish bloke in Cryptonomicon, 
frantically smuggling coffee into Sweden during WWII because he thinks the whole country was suffering SAD. 


madslasher (2005-06-28 11:06:54) 
I really could read your stories all day. 


4.6.3 (2005-06-12 14:24) 


Michelle and her mother Pam return tomorrow. So what have I accomplished in their absence, this 
delightful lacuna of uninterrupted peace which once beckoned full of promise and is now nearly over? 


Not much. For one thing, I have certainly learnt how closely we are attached. Daily I battled de- 
pression and loneliness, and our infrequent contacts on the phone were far too brief. We have reached 
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a state where Michelle and I are less partners, and more lobes of the same brain, so therefore the past 
week has been something in the line of a temporary lobotomy. 


Also, I never realised what an imposition it is to have to be home at 6 every day to feed the cats. 
I personally think they could be fed much later without damaging their delicate constitutions, but I had 
promised this duty and I performed it. I did cut down on their portions a little, with no visible results. 


One thing I did get up to yesterday was dying some clothes. This is something I don’t like to do 
while the girls are around, because they become aggitated with worry over spills and whatnot. Pam espe- 
cially worries about dye remaining in the washing machine after rinsing, and Michelle about accidentally 
washing items with each other and staining them. I dyed a favourite shirt, which had faded from red 
to pink, back to a deep scarlet, and another grey shirt I died in the same bath to a rich nameless dark 
colour, like a violet just about to turn black. I also dyed a pair of linen trousers terracotta brown. Of 
course I didn’t spill a drop, and thoroughly rinsed the machine out with bleach to remove any remaining 
dye, so everything is as clean as my conscience. 


Dying clothes is an excellent habit to get into. You can retain favourite items long past the time when 
most other people heave them in the bin, and achieve exclusive colours which cannot be bought. I find the 
best results are obtained by dying something which is already coloured, because the mix of the colours is 
unique and new. The process even seems to render the clothes softer, but that might just be the result 
of boiling them, as people used to do in the laundry. Someday I might write up some instructions, suffice 
it for now to say I endorse Rit powdered dyes, and dye using the hot method in a giant enamel kettle. 


I’ve also been finally duplicating the last of my STN CDs for a friend. Graham, if you read this, they 
are coming soon. I finally realised that easy CD duplication under Linux could be acheived by means of 
a shell script, which automatically rips the WAVs from one CD and then writes them to another. It has 
worked perfectly except for a few issues with jitter correction, and I can work and do other things onthe 
machine at the same time. Unlike doing it in Windows, where Nero seems to hog the entire processor 
and ruin the disk if you should try and do anything else at the same time. 


Other than these things I have mostly spent long hours languishing on a divan, attempting to distract 
myself with tawdry novels. I made it almost all the way through Zola's L’Assommoir, but it was too 
much. The characters were too doomed, I kept wanting to slap them around for their stupidity. I also 
received a package of back issues of [1]The Chap magazine, which are very diverting, but much smaller 
than I thought they would be. 


Tomorrow in Australia is the Queens Birthday holiday. Three cheers for Her Majesty ER II. 
i 


flying_blind (2005-06-12 10:26:23) 
If The Chap is a parody, it is astonishingly dry. If it is a serious magazine, it is downright flabbergasting. 


carbonunit (2005-06-12 20:13:43) 
It is both. They are quite serious about preferring the dress and manners of bygone eras, but they are amused 
by it all as well. It’s all part of a deep social change which seems to be happening now. I could go on for days 
with theories about it, but suffice to say that these gentlemen are harbingers of a new social movement, and they 
advance under cover of humour. 


flying_blind (2005-06-12 21:55:26) 

So it’s an attempt to circumvent the tendency of trends to become obsolete, as soon as they become movements, 
by ironically embracing obsolescence itself? I sense the potential for massive decadence. I sense the ghost of 
[1]Lucius Beebe. 
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1 
carbonunit (2005-06-13 01:09:16) 

I don’t think they are deliberately trying to protect themselves from obsolescence with irony, mainly because 
they embrace obsolescence as a core principle. The magazines preach to the already converted (or perverted) to 
expand the horizons of the chap lifestyle, rather than trying to gather new acolytes. Expressing themselves in 
this magazine adds a frisson to their enjoyment of life in the same way streaking does to the exhibitionist. The 
irony is just a protective measure against being dismissed as boring old sods. They are very decadant, and they 
acknowledge this heartily. I like this, I think that their style of decadance is infinitely preferable to the general 
decadance which surrounds us every day. I mean, which is more decadant, to wear sturdy, classic clothing that 
is timeless and lasts, or to buy endless amounts of flimsy overpriced artifical crap made in sweatshops? To sip 
port in ones study while perusing Walpole, or to soap your brain out watching sensationalist reality TV? But 
from reading your journal I know you understand this. That Lucius Beebe is a classic example of the kind of 
iconoclast they worship. He owned his own railway cars! 


4.6.4 Sick (2005-06-21 14:13) 


I have been sick. Michelle has been sick also. We have been sick together. Unfortunately we were both 
too sick to appreciate the romance of being sick together. Especially now that Michelle is mostly well, 
but I am still sick. I would be home, but my cow-orker is away, doing exams, and so I have to come to 
the office and pop heinous tablets to keep running. 


We have been enjoying some new species of flu. This one has strong sinus attacks. We had terrible 
headaches for most of the weekend. It’s such a waste of time being sick on the weekend. 


It makes you appreciate health more. Being sick is such a waste of time. It makes you useless and unpro- 
ductive. Except when you take these fine Indonesian strength cold and flu tablets with pseudoephedrine. 
They rock. But the comedown is a bitch. Being sick means early nights. I’ve been spending half the 
night in a fever dream listening to Over the Edge. It makes sense, in this state of mind. 


4.6.5 Accelerando (2005-06-21 19:25) 


I’ve been reading [1]Accelerando by Charles Stross, and so should you. It is the primo singularity fiction, 
better than Bruce Sterling and Greg Egan, more detailed and funny and realistic, or at least believable. 
And freely available online, but that’s to be expected, it would be impossible to publish such a work and 
not CC it. 


The story concerns one Manny Macx, who in the early 21st century is a kind of idealised super [2|Boing 
Boing kinda guy. He spends his time jetting around the world open sourcing his brain farts and deeding 
his intellectual property to needy third world development charities, generally trying to tear down the 
teetering outdated economic underpinnings of the world. His dominatrix former girlfriend persues him 
as an agent for the IRS, who refuse to believe he can live in the luxury he does entirely by the gift 
economy which he is setting up, and think he is hiding a taxable income. She personally wants to pin 
him down because she can’t bear the fact that her sub ran away. Meanwhile a sentient AI which resulted 
from the uploaded brains of some lobsters calls him asking for help in escaping from the light cone of 
human civilization, about the same time a friend asks for help finding a pilot for an autonomous mining 
expedition to the Oort cloud. Can you see the obvious solution? 


After he traps his ex-dom in a classic legal quandary involving the entire corpus of non-copyright recorded 
music, he escapes, for the moment. But, he doesn’t realise she has been hacking his cat. 


This is only the beginning. Meanwhile the balance between the amount of processing power repre- 
sented by human brains relative to the amount in silicon or more advanced computing subtrates tips 
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slowly away from the grey stuff, and before you know it the majority of human minds are being run 
by floating clouds of computronium motes forming concentric shells around the sun - a ”[3]matrioshka 
brain”, after the Russian dolls. This is to be expected - astronomers have determined that entire galaxies 
have metal balances and entropy rates that could only be accounted for by a similar process on a galactic 
scale, and it even appears that someone out beyond the Bootes supercluster is trying to execute a huge 
coordinated timing channel attack on the fundamental processes of the false vacuum, implying of course 
that the basic physical processes represent deliberate encryption of some kind. 


Meanwhile Mannys daughter is leaving the solar system, her mind and the rest of the crew running 
on computational diamond, their ship a cylinder the size of a Coke can, using a light sail to ride a laser 
fired from Jupiter orbit. They are heading for a nearby brown dwarf, where they believe they will find a 
”router”, a switch on a universal network they can use to travel to the edges of the observable universe. 


This is awesome, stretching stuff, and I reckon he deals with the [4]singularity much better than [5]Greg 
Egan. Egan has always been too idealistic about the posthuman civilisations, he thinks they would regress 
from impacting the environment or growing their sphere of influence, they ould turn inwards and work 
towards improving themselves. Stross seems to have better handle on how the echo of ”"human” nature 
might result in what he calls "Economics 2.0” and the disastrous results thereof. 


All in all a very entertaining read, and you can even buy a dead tree version if you feel so inspired. 


1. http: //www.accelerando.org/ 
2. [http://www.boingboing.com/ 
3. [http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Matrioshka_Brain 


4. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Technological_singularity 


5. http://gregegan.customer.netspace.net.au/ 


4.6.6 Updates (2005-06-23 21:40) 


We had din-dins with Rowan and Kiara and Karen and that one funny-looking girl with the huge gums at 
the Iguana last night. It was good, but cold. And, getting 5 women together like that without sufficient 
male influence can be a mistake. They started talking about concrete enemas and stuff, right in front of 
me! It's not right, and especially in the middle of dinner. Michelle gave Kiara some presents from Bali, 
including a really cool mbira made from a coconut shell. 


Pm getting really frustrated trying to get my Psion talking to the computer through the IR port. 1 
just bought a USB/IR device, and it has drivers, and the Psion has drivers, and there are downloadable 
drivers for both, and there is a driver to make the IR thumb thingy a COM port, and both computers 
have terminal programs, but one only has X and Y modem, and the other wants to do Z modem, and 
neither can make a single character appear on the screen of the other, even when I tell them to shoot 
ASCII at each other and nothing else. It’s getting agravating. 


The Global Frequency thing is pretty decent, really. It’s worth downloading. It’s not as great and 
new and different as it could be, it has a lot of derivation, from Mission: Impossible and the Matrix and 
other sources. It’s the most mainstream comic Warren Ellis wrote, that I know of. I would have preferred 
to see the pilot for a Transmetropolitan TV show instead, or even Planetary, but Global Frequency is 
good enough that it actually is a pity they didn’t continue with it. 


4.6.7 (2005-06-25 12:45) 


Meeting on Wednesday at work. A little confusing, because I was sick, and the managers don’t really 
keep track of what goes on. Brett was demanding progress on the issues affecting his own distributor as 
usual. They are all so insincere. Part of being in competition with each other, but also part of working 
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in a morally dirty industry. It’s hard to say why this industry is so dirty, but it is. The POS system guys 
are all crazy, but everyone seems to deal with each other on the edge of launching a withering barrage 
of lawsuits at each other. It's as though they wish they were all giant mecha gundam war suits with 
missiles on their backs, facing each other on the plain of battle. Instead of requesting that we update our 
file descrition to include new codes, they would like to threaten us with nuclear death if we don’t comply. 
They would like to add that to the end of every email - "If you fail to comply with this request you will 
be destroyed.” 


A few weeks ago one of the distributors started sending out electronic return forms through our system, 
not because they wanted to do returns electronically, but because they wanted to update the method 
of return. In fact, they updated the method using a nonstandard code, C for Covers. Or at least they 
declared the C stood for Covers, as it wasn't in the dictionary. When this was discovered by the other 
guys, they expressed great moral outrage. How dare they introduce new codes! The distributor declared 
that although the code was not in the table, it should have been, it was just an oversight. 


Then, much more recently, one of the other distributors encountered a problem. They had been working 
with a POS system to get their return data into shape, but suddenly that POS was choking on their data. 
What was wrong? It was full of nonstandard codes! These codes had been in use for 3 years, and they 
had introduced dozens of new codes. To their credit they did declare it to the other distributors, mainly 
because the call came in through my desk and I logged it in the notes, and everyone gets a copy of my 
daily call notes at the end of the day. None of the other POS systems had ever noticed, because they 
basically ignored that particular field, or if anything just printed it out on a label without interpreting it 
in any way. It was only by trying to comply with the wishes of the distributor that this POS had even 
bothered to try and interpret the code - it was the supply class, ie. it determined whether this was initial 
supply, resupply, free promtional stock etc. I believe they chocked on the "buy one get one free” code 
that NDC had invented. 


It’s all ugly. Even I am ugly. I don’t care anymore. I spend as much time in the day as I can reading and 
goofing off. When I can I browse the web. I can help a customer while reading Slashdot. I don’t even 
have to stop, I just issue the necessary commands and in the long stretches of silence while their brain 
cycles trying to interpret the command, I can read a paragraph. I’m sure they think I’m a jerk, for not 
being more helpful, but how could I be? If I tried to be more helpful it would only confuse them, every 
time I volunteer anything during a call, it slows things down considerably as the caller tries to understand 
what I say. Most of the art of my job consists in keeping things as simple and unambiguous as possible. 
Boy, I sure hate those customers though. 


Now it’s the weekend, but I’m too sick and depressed to care. This cold is still with me, in the form of 
an inability to smell, and general malaise. I might go out and try and walk it off. 


4.6.8 Look to the sky! (2005-06-27 20:00) 


Venus and Mercury are right in conjunction now. Look low in the west just after dusk and you will see 
them. Venus is the bright one, and right at the moment Mercury is the much fainter one just to the side. 
This is the best time to see Mercury, because usually it is closer to the sun and hidden in the light, and 
even when it is at maximum distance from the sun, relative to our POV, you can’t tell it from another 
star. Saturn is nearby as well, although not as close. 


4.6.9 (2005-06-28 20:55) 


[1]This recent entry got me dredging up memories from deep storage. Especially this little homily or 
anecdote. 
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When we were living in the warehouse in Alexandria, I spent most of my time working. I was work- 
ing 7 days most weeks, leaving very early in the morning, catching a bus and then train to Rose Bay, and 
returning very late at night, often by taxi, which used up a lot of the money I was earning. This pattern 
was quite common at the time, though, Michelle was doing something similar when she was animating. 


Our little warehouse was in one of the grimiest, grittiest parts of Sydney, Alexandria. We lived op- 
posite the ruins of the ACI glass factory, a magnificent relic the size of a city block. The huge buildings 
were partially made from glass bricks, and rusted chimneys and gantries hung over them. Late at night 
the spooky flashlight beams of the security guards played over them. It was as desolate as an iceburg. 
The perfect place for a nascent cyberpunk to come home to, but toxic for normal humans. We were 
still in shock from being kicked out of our last gaff, from having it demolished from over our heads, so 
even the most sensetive amongst us didn’t mind too much. So we settled down in our new home without 
complaint, most of us to while away our days in a drug haze, watching cable TV and breathing in the 
soot from the industrial incinerator down the road. 


Venus was someone new, she never lived in the old warehouse as far as I knew. Tall and thin, lan- 
guid and poised, she rarely emerged from her room, preferring to spend her days playing accoustic guitar 
and sleeping. She slept so much because of narcolepsy. In movies and on TV narcolepsy is depicted as 
something that strikes like lightning, so one moment you are walking along, fully awake, and the next you 
fall to your knees and into a deep sleep on the ground. This isn’t always the case. In her case she spent 
a lot of time in a semi lucent dream state, like a natural opiate high. It was apparently quite enjoyable. 
She far preferred swooning in a permanent daze to taking her medication. 


This also meant she could earn a little extra by selling me her pills. They were dexedrine, white pills 
in a small brown bottle with a prominent S3 label and warning text about unsupervised use all over it. 
The contrast between that government sanctioned, laboratory manufactured amphetamine and the dirty 
brown biker speed that was available then was gigantic. I used to break them in half and take one half 
each day, sometimein the afternoon as my energy levels began to flag. They would come on like a beam 
of X-rays, shining out through my forehead and dissassembling whatever problem it was my job to kill 
that day. Years of careful drug experimentation had taught me the rules. I never abused them, and I 
rarely increased my dose. If I had to skip a nights sleep I always made sure to get some sleep and avoid 
the pills for a day or so after. I knew enough chemical casualties to warn me against relying on them too 
much. 


They weren’t cheap, she sold them for $1 each, so that was $60 per bottle. This was cheap enough, 
considering how much assistance I got out of them. They were so cheap I felt quite grateful and wanted 
to do something else to thank her. 


One day I was listening to her languid guitar stylings, and an idea occured to me. I had a shit-hot 
Teac 4 track tape recorder and a good microphone. I could lend her these things and she could record 
her own music. She could even multitrack and play harmony against herself. I must have been a little 
hyped, because without stopping to think about it I grabbed the equipment and lugged it straight over 
to her studio. I knocked and barged in when she opened the door, quickly setting up the recorder and 
mike and stringing up some new tape. She didn’t have an amp, so I went and fetched a set of headphones 
- the recorder had a built in monitor circuit so you could listen to tracks while recording on others. 


She seemed rather bemused by my actions, but wasn’t upset or anything. It wasn’t until about a week 
later that I realised she wasn’t playing the guitar any more. I was too embarressed to ask her about it, I 
knew exactly what the problem was as soon as I realised. Now there was presure on her to perform, she 
didn’t feel like playing. Before, noodling on the guitar had been a pleasure, but I had turned it into a 
performance, with all the anxiety that entailed. 


Luckily, in a way, the owner busted in one night soon after this, and started proceedings to have us 
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evicted. I took back the recorder and never saw her again. Hopefully she is still playing the guitar. 


1. http://www.livejournal.com/users/carbonunit/47668.html 


madslasher (2005-06-28 11:02:51) 
Awesome story. 


4.6.10 (2005-06-29 20:34) 


I had my performance review today. Hilarity almost ensued when it was revealed that Jarek was not 
invited, despite the fact that I had told him he was. That was because we had postponed the meeting 
since last week, when he wasn’t at work. However he didn’t want to go anyway, so nobody was offended. 


PR usually involves the managers and myself going to our favourite restaurant, the one behind the 
Bank hotel in Newtown. They have a courtyard and do pretty decent Thai food. One of the managers 
lives nearby and works not too far away in Alexandria. The others bumble cautiously down the sidewalk 
looking around at all the ”colour” and making bumpkin comments. I keep my mouth shut. 


My results were good. They were mainly grateful that we had rolled out a new version of our soft- 
ware without massive disruption, like what happened last time. This was mainly due to some simple 
suggestions from yours truly, such as doing the rollout from only one server, so we could control it better, 
and also incrementally releasing the patch for an hour a day or so at first, so we could ID anyone having 
problems, and call them and fix their program before they start missing files. 


Its all a bit sad really, because once I’d run everything they said through a bullshit filter, it came 
out like "Why are you still here? Doesn't talking to the newsagents make you want to bolt?” Of course it 
does, but Jarek and myself are both poor demented Nordic types with a tendency to plodding immobility 
and self punishment for the sins of humanity, so this job suits us. We get frustrated by the dummies, but 
we are patient and able to cope. 


There was some news - the 2 distributors who tried to combine their deliveries and save money are 
pulling out of the project. Their deliveries will still be combined, but they themselves will be telling the 
deliverator how and in what order to pack the mags. This will eliminate most of the savings, but prevent 
them from hemmhoragging money as they have been so far. Its cool how easily they accept this failure, 
there don’t appear to be any heads rolling on the ground. 


One rather odd thing about talking to these guys is, they seem to have a different semantic space. 
I mean, when I use a term I usually know what it means, but they seem to have a very strict definition 
of many terms which doesn’t always jibe with my own. Take "product development” for example. This 
means developing a product to me. Usually involving taking an existing product and making it better. 
But to them it seems to be a far more formal concept, with certain aspects that a groundling like myself 
cannot be expected to know about. Other terms subject to this phenomena include “agile”, "deliverable”, 
"system” and “ownership”. 


Luckily I hit home with the phrase “liability insurance” when I used it last week, when one of them 
suggested I work on monitoring sales data coherence. My deliverables for the new year consist mainly in 
coming up with my own deliverables. This won’t be too hard, although they seem to want to be surprised. 
We discussed some of the obvious changes that could be made to our software, and they didn’t really 
want to know about them. This might be because the managers of the managers seem to be hiring more 
managers, but these will be product development managers who will try and sell the program to more 
newsagents. A worthy aim, but it would take great talent to do this, as we are pretty much saturated 
now. A more acheivable aim would be to sell it to distributors, new ones. Anyway, to defend our turf 
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from these guys we will have to be light on our feet, so some agile development seems in order. J and 
I can pull that stuff out of our arse, like, what if we rolled a chat interface into the product? Brilliant, 
and I didn't even have any wine to drink. Funny, this being aussie and all, but the guys always get white 
wine at these lunches, never beer. Except Trevor, who looks like Bellamy the naturalist and usually has 
a "bee-ar” with his meal, but today even he hoed into the screwtop white they were drinking. 


4.6.11 Raining (2005-06-30 21:23) 


There have been proper rain across most of the state, for the first time this year. This drought has 
turned even city folk like myself into cloud watching farmers, and we're all smiling at the rain. Especialy 
gardeners, because we've been watching trees dying and haven't been allowed to water them. 


There is still a drought though. The rainfall for the year so far has been about half the average. Sudden 
floods can't make up for regular rainfall. 


Despite all the usual acrimony, there are serious issues at stake here. We all know that the climate 
has changed, permanently, but the real issue now is, how many people can our country support long 
term? Some people say fewer than 10 million. The fact we've been able to sustain a population twice 
that for some time is no proof, because it's like living on a credit card. Eventually you need to pay the 
debt back, if you can, and if you can't then in this case people die. 


At one point the premier of my state wanted to start building nuclear power plants to desalinate sea 
water. Hopefully he has been convinced this is a bad idea. He seems to be part of the recent upsurge in 
interest in nuclear power, as an alternative to fossil fuels. The reason politicians want to persue nuclear 
is because it is a centralised, easily controlled power source, unlike a distributed renewable system like 
wind farms and solar. You need massive infrastructure to build and run them, you need a government 
in other words. And no matter how safe they might be now, these new pebble bed reactors, they still 
produce waste which needs to be dealt with at some point. 


But at least it is raining now. I almost forgot how to walk on slippery wet surfaces. In fact I had 
no idea the boots I’m wearing today had so little grip, they have hard soles with raised tread but they 
are so hard the tread skids across most smooth wet surfaces without getting a purchase. They say that 
the rain falling in the catchment area isn’t enough to increase the levels, but at least they might extend 
the time we have to find a solution. 


malwae (2005-06-30 14:59:12) 
I’m glad to hear you guys are finally getting rain. Your drought is actually making American news from time to 
time. Just out of curiosity, is the problem with the desalinazation the power source, or the process itself? 


carbonunit (2005-06-30 22:29:49) 

The power source. If there was free energy I wouldn’t even be worried about the supersaline water waste or the 
heat output, those are pretty low impact on the environment. It’s the long term danger of any kind of concen- 
trated radioactive element. Once you build a nuke, it’s where you put it forever. It’s funny - radioactive elements 
decay because their atoms are large and unstable and the law of averages says that eventually their nucleus will 
form an unstable shape and explode, but we don’t apply the same logic to the power stations that contain them. 


malwae (2005-06-30 22:50:31) 
Seems like your region, what with the drought and all, would be an excellent place to use solar farms. I’ve 
never understood why it isn’t used more for conventional power plants. In the US they tend to get squashed by 
conventional energy concerns. 
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carbonunit (2005-07-01 00:58:18) 

Solar cells are still too costly to manufacture, relative to their power output. But as the cost of power goes 
up and the cost of the cells goes down at some point they will intersect. Much better option are big heliostat 
farms, but maintaining all those mirrors can be a bit tricky. Also, it's actually a long way from my city to a 
real desert where you could build one of these things. Most of our power plants at the moment are coal fired. 
There is a lot of growth in wind farms, but the NIMBYs hate those for some reason. 


haruspexx (2005-07-01 00:12:24) 
we haven't been smiling at the rain but perhaps that's because its been raining indoors at holmwood forest 


carbonunit (2005-07-01 00:52:33) 
Oh bugger. Is that from the hail damage? I hope your landlord does something about it. I seem to remember it 
leaking there before. 


haruspexx (2005-07-01 06:59:30) 
Nope, just from non-existant or decrepit guttering and an ancient roof. We faxed the real estate today (yet 
again - we’ve been complaining for over a year) with a request for a rent reduction until the repairs are done. 


4.7 July 


4.7.1 (2005-07-01 10:44) 


One of the little known side effects of a mastectomy is that they often remove your lymph glands from 
your armpits. The main channel for migration of cancer cells is your lymph, and they usually remove the 
glands from the closest lymph node to a cancer just so they can examine them for cells. 


The problem with removing lymph glands from your armpit is that they are responsible for pump- 
ing T cells into your arm, to fight infection, and for pumping lymph out, to prevent your arm swelling up. 
When we fly, Michelle has to wear a surgical stocking on her arm to counteract the low cabin pressure. 
She also has to constantly monitor her arm for swelling or infections. She usually does this by comparing 
her fingers and thumbs to each other. 


Yesterday she found some kind of staph infection on her arm. It's a small patch of reddened, hot 
skin, near her elbow. She did the right thing and went straight to the doctor, ran right out of the office 
without clocking off, and they put her on some antibiotics. It looks like they caught it in time. It was 
the sort of infection you wouldn't normally worry about, because your body would just shrug it off, but 
she has to be very careful. 


The worst thing is cat scratches. She has to be paranoid of the cats, because cat scratch infections 
can be pretty tenacious. Also sunburns, so she has to wear long sleeves outside in summer. 


4.7.2 Gear (2005-07-01 19:43) 


I do most of my writing on the go on a Psion series 5MX. It’s a little beauty, a tiny device like a laptop 
with a grey scale screen and a keyboard with actual keys that actually click down when you press them. 
The keys don’t travel far, and they aren’t very big, but it’s far better than thumbing on some Blackberry 
or plugging a Palm into one of those foldable travel keyboards. I call it the Bentley of PDAs - it isn’t 
new, it is a little primitive, but it’s a classic and dependable. Actually I stole the term from my friend 
Graham, who calls Lisp the Bentley of programming languages. He says it isn’t as manouverable or quick 
on the start as other languages, but it is far more dependable in the long run. He also uses it for natural 
language research, so the bracket thing is much more logical. 
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The Psion actually looks a little like Bentley too, with it's smooth grey shell looking like the bonnet 
of a nice wide car. There's more power and RAM under the hood than my old Mac II. It’s a fully fledged 
computer, running an OS called EPOC. The screen pivots on a little bar when you open it, and slides the 
keyboard forward and out. It runs for about 12 hours on 2 AA batteries. You can stick memory cards 
in, and there is a pop out stylus for the touch sensitive screen. No text entry by pen though, at least not 
built in. And the whole reason I went with Psion in the first place was the loverly keyboard, qwerty like 
god intended and clicky as it can be, considering the space restrictions. 


But there comes a time when a man wants more. A larger, sharper screen, with colour. A larger 
keyboard, with a space bar that responds more often. Such a beast is the Psion series 7. I just bought 
one on Ebay. 


I was sorely tempted by another machine called the Dana. This is much larger than a Psion, and 
doesn’t fold. It can best be described as a keyboard, ripped off an old laptop perhaps, with a LCD screen 
stuck on. It runs the Palm OS, but the screen is much larger and the basic apps like the word processor 
fill up the entire screen. The advanced model comes with Bluetooth and other networking options built 
in. It would have been nice, because of the wider support for Palm, but then I might have spent my days 
hacking with it rather than writing. 


The only real drawback for the Psion is the lack of a real text editor. There is a program called RMRtext, 
which does a half hearted job of dealing with files larger than 32K, but it is exceptionally slow. There is 
a beta version of Vi, but you can’t change the text size. I use the Word app, with some misgivings. I 
always output the work as text when I save it. 


The series 7 should prove satisfactory for at least another year. By then I hope to see some more 
options for keyboard PDA work. Ideally we should see something like a Sony Viao but solid state, with 
electronic paper display. That would be sweet. The battery life has got to improve before I can even 
think about going with a laptop, and options like wireless networking sound good but I don’t use them 
now, and don’t know how they could improve my work if I did have them. 


I was going to sell off the old Psion, but I might keep it as a backup. It is much lighter than the 
series 7, and smaller. It might be good for travel use. With the series 7 safe at home I might feel easier 
about risking my hardware on the road. Most of the stuff I wrote in Bali was notes scribbled in a journal 
and then transcribed in a netcafe, which isn’t the best way to do it. 


4.7.3 (2005-07-04 13:52) 


The calls are starting to slow down at work, as we enter the quiet part of the year. The panic of tax time 
is over, and the agents are not getting smarter, but they are getting more relaxed. Less likely to call up 
at the slightest sign of trouble, and less likelyt to cause the trouble in the first place by panicking and 
clicking all over the place when they lose their way in some elaborate trail of instructions. 


Most of our dear users work according to the Indian trail principle. They have a series of landmarks, and 
they can sight each landmark from the last. They proceed from step to step, each step reminding them 
of what to do next. If the phone rings are someone walks in the door, it can be very difficult to pick up 
the thread. Because they don’t actually know what it is they are doing they can’t intuit their way out of 
this quandary. 


Pve got a pile of other tasks to do. One, I have to make some alterations to the definition of the 
file format we deliver. These were mainly caused by changes to the magazine categories as defined by 
the Magazine Publishers of Aus. There were also some sins of the distributors which I have to clean up 
after - naughty new codes they introduced and didn't tell anyone else about. We didn't even know they 
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were doing this until the new codes caused some of the point of sale systems to shit themselves. That 
was fun. Luckily so far it has been the more honest distributors who caused the problems, the ones who 
actually admit their culpability after they get found out. One of them would rather die than ever admit 
that they did anything wrong. 


We had a good weekend. On Saterday we went to the local farmers market, mainly to see if they 
were being shut down. There was aq rumour that the local council wanted their heads, and it turned 
out to be true. Their original development app was for 60 stalls, but they have been putting up more 
stalls than that for some time. The decent thing to do would be to ask them to submit a new app, but 
the council has just asked them to move out. It appears the local chamber of commerce might be behind 
it. If true it reveals great stupidity - the market will just move to another suburb, and attract the trade 
away from the region. Dumb shopkeepers make me sick. 


While I was investigating this and buying some bread, Michelle was taking her new camera to the 
local loonie hospital to shoot some of the cool architecture there. The Callan Park gardens are full of 
weird old follies and dried fountains and bamboo groves. It’s also full of loonies too, and unfortiunately 
they were in a bad mood that day. When I returned to the car Michelle was waiting. One of the inmates 
had been scaring her, kind of orbiting her while ranting and raving, and cutting across her projected 
path. Obviously getting off on this too. She decided to bail out. 


Not to worry, it’s a large park, so we retired to the other side, where the loonies are far more polite 
and there are some nice rocks to sit on and stare out at the bay. 


4.7.4 (2005-07-04 15:44) 
I received an email on Saturday which went: 
Dear, dear man.... 


I was sitting here at the computer, a fat woman in Indiana (U.S); it’s 
past midnight and I was feeling lonely and unlovable..then I came across 
your missive in regard to fat women which filled my heart with joy and 
hope. I just wanted to say, "Thank You”. I now go off to slumber with a 
smile and hope that there are others who, like you, cherish all a fat 
woman has to offer. 


sweetscholar 
It’s a lonely old world sometimes. I’m always intensely grateful I met Michelle. 


The missive she refers to is found [1]here. I wrote it many years ago, around 1996 from memory, when 
I was corresponding on a mailing list called the Lyst. It was originally the [2]Church of the Subgenius 
mailing list, but we had drifted away from ”Bob” and all that, into our own madness. They put it on 
their web site a couple of years ago. I became aware of it when I started to see the record of people 
clicking across to my own site from this page in the server logs. 


I like to think writing it was an act of magic. According to Aleister Crowley, magic is the act of expressing 
your will so it takes effect in the real world. Of course, building a brick wall could be considered magic in 
this wise. Any act undertaken with intention and commitment has magical elements. But, the real deal 
is when you bend the world to your will simply by stating your intentions in a forceful and inescapable 
way. Soon after stating my own mutant desires (by the standards of our society) in public, in writing, I 
met the love of my life, who is entirely satisfactory in every way I mention. 
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A cynic might say that it worked by strengthening my resolve to find the woman I described in archetype, 
and making me bold when I did meet her. Well, if that’s how it works, then call me a believer! Ques- 
tioning the mechanism is likely to stop it working, in the same way that knowing a placebo is a sugar 
pill reduces it's effect (although recent studies have shown that there is still a measurable effect when a 
subject knowingly takes a placebo). 


I tried to explain this to sweetscholar, I hope she understands. It’s nice to learn that not all the clickies 
coming over from that page are filthy pervo deviants searching the net for pornological gratification of 
their unnatural desires! Not that there’s anything wrong with that... 


1. http://lyst.org/rant/fatwomen.html 
2. |hnttp://www.subgenius.com/ 


malwae (2005-07-04 14:13:13) 

I like the comparison between death and thinness. My family is all on the waifish side, and we all have a nervous 
relationship to our skinniness. Other girls have always been jealous that I never gain weight, no matter how much 
I eat, which makes me kind of wince. In my family, we reach peak weight in our thirties, and then we get skinnier 
until we die. Post 30, a 5 or 10 pound weight loss is never recovered from and our grandparents, as they die, do 
so as 80 pound skeletons. 


4.7. Mmmm, tentacles! (2005-07-05 10:31) 


I feel certain that some present will find interesting. 


tboy (2005-07-05 10:32:19) 
Can’t. Stop. Laughing. *joins* Thank you! :-D 


4.7.6 (2005-07-07 14:19) 


I wanted to go home and cook kidneys and hearts. Michelle hates the smell of cooking organ meats. In 
fact, she hates to contemplate or be reminded of the source for these things, or any kind of meat. Don’t 
say anything about sausages! She’ll hate you for ever and make loud gagging noises. I want to cook some 
dishes out of an early 70s health food cookbook. They knew something about health food then. Lots of 
liver! Lots of lights and spleens and other things, filled with iron and protein. That was the big thing in 
those days, protein. The baby boomers were just in the process of rebelling against their parents, refusing 
to eat their bread and dripping and dumplings in gravy. They weren’t all into the ehalth food, don’t get 
thinking they were all eating bean sprouts and tofu, no way. Most of them were eating junk food of the 
worst kind. But the ones who werte interested in improving their diets were trying to miss the sa\turated 
fats and starches and they thought protein was the key. Your body was made out of it, after all. That’s 
why beans were big, vegetable protein. But meat was very big, and the vegos were mostly Buddhists. The 
recipes in this book are pretty good, there are some fascinating meat slices made from chopped organs 
and wheat kibble, with bran and nuts. I want to cook a tray of this and freeze it for ready meals. 


But Michelle had her checkup today, so we are having thai style laksa in Newtown with Karen and 
Kiara and Rowan and other people. We like the thai style laksa because it is sour and counteracts the 
creamyness of this dish. 


There was a bloody big spider in the water bottle on the cooler at work! They made the company 
bring in a new cooler pedastal and I think they gave us a new order of water free. It looked like a black 
widow, or a redback without the red back. 
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Today is Martins 35 birthday. Somebody sent him issue 1 to 6 of the Sandman series of graphic novels. 
He is now halfway to his 3 score years and ten. A sobering position. Of course by the time we reach that 
age the average life expectancy will probably be over the C, and increasing by more than a year for every 
year that passes. If we're lucky, and smart. 


4.7.7 (2005-07-11 11:37) 


On Saturday we had dinner at Dierdres place in honour of Martins birthday. It was neat, especially be- 
cause Dierdres cooking is the best. She roasted a rack of pork, with crackling, and also baked a flourless 
hazelnut cake. Martins choice. Then we watched 28 Days Later, which Michelle and I really could have 
done without. After a fine repast with some groovy people you really don't want to watch a movie about 
rabid humans attacking each other, even if it is a work of auture art. Speaking of Groovy, Edan is looking 
particularly fine, in his white turtle neck and medallions. We think he looks like a successful cult leader. 
Open your mind, baby! Let me show you the way... 


On Sunday we went to Miss Death’s knitting circle at the Mu Meson archives. The only 2 males in the 
room were myself and Anton La Vey, her cat. It wasn’t so bad though, I got an opportunity to spy inside 
the womens tent, as it were. Miss Death herself is a frighteningly good knitter, or rather tatter. She was 
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tatting squares for a baby blanket. The rest of us were mostly knitting scarves. Apparently at the last 
gathering her mother was there, sitting in judgement on the efforts of the assembled, remarking to her 
in Greek that they weren’t working hard enough. 


Also, I made some biscuits. We needed to bring some, so I got out Nans old cookbook and made 
some. I made easter biscuits, and the filling was dried peaches soaked in muscat and then chopped up. 
They went all pale and flabby and looked very vaginal. Pll be making some more soon, but I didn’t have 
enough peaches left, so I’m soaking some dried figs as well, which bear a striking resemblance to puckered 
arseholes. I’m trying to come up with a name for these biscuits, but the only one that sticks is "orrifice 
snaps”. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/24871975/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/24873518/ 
3. i i 


http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/24871978/ 


madslasher (2005-07-11 08:54:01) 
You should totally market them. Vaginal cakes and orifice snaps. 


tboy (2005-07-11 11:18:26) 
Ill be making some more soon I do hope you'll bring some in for show and tell. 


tboy (2005-07-12 04:08:27) 
How about Rim-Rams? :-) 


carbonunit (2005-07-13 22:33:08) 
Thank you, that’s a good one. I’m also considering hole-wheats, iced no-nos and butt’n’cunt cookies. 


4.7.8 Chocalypse Now (2005-07-13 19:28) 
Charlie and the Chocolate Factory as you never saw it before. 


[1]Reports said he’d crossed the border into Loompa land with his tribe of oompas who worshipped 
him like a god and followed his every recipe. "Wonka hasn't paid his grocery bill, Charlie. We're sending 
you to collect... 


1. http://www.likelystories.com/choc/choc01.htm 


dirkdada (2005-08-25 18:50:10) 
Thanks for the link, Matt. We appreciate it. 


4.7.9 Are you know, or have you ever been? (2005-07-15 12:22) 


I saw the directors cut of one of my favourite movies yesterday, THX1138. It was a bit of a disappoint- 
ment. The good word was that Lucas had carefully added a few improvements, matting some of the 
original shots into a larger scene using CGI, doing what he would have done originally if he had the 
technology or budget. 


My main disappointment was that he lost the claustrophobia of the original film by showing shots of 
the city. Several times there were shots out of windows that showed lighted buildings in the distance. 
If there was one thing which set the movie apart originally, it was how internal and compressed the 
civilisation was. Everything was corridors, rooms and passages. In fact the only large spaces were in the 
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malls. I don’t believe the ultra-economical baldies would waste space by building freestanding buildings 
in a cavern. Lucas probably feels, as a filmmaker, that marked it as being a low-budget effort, because 
it was the only environments he could afford to shoot in, but it worked well. 


At least he didn’t try and improve the computer technology they were using. From our perspective 
the old mainframes and terminals look somehow more powerful. Originally they represented the pinnacle 
of computer power because they were so rarely encountered by the audience. Now, because computers are 
so often used for games, with rich graphic interfaces and large displays and such, and they are designed 
to be friendly and welcoming, these monoliths with their tape drives, and the little green VDUs and 
punch buttons seem so much more cryptic and powerful. We’ve leapfrogged the era when they looked 
quaint and old fashioned. Now the chattering line printers look extra menacing - why do they need all 
that hard copy? It suggests the ruthlessness and stripped down efficiency of the society rather than that 
they couldn’t afford storage. 


I had a host of other gripes. The wanking machine was a bit much! When THX comes home from 
a hard day at the plant, he relaxes with a little hologram porn. In the original movie, he just sits there, 
presumably numbed on libido suppressants, and watching the porn is enough. Here, there’s a bloody 
robot arm hanging from the ceiling jacking him off! Also, there are scenes of SEN watching video of THX 
and LUH making out, which kind of removes some ambiguity from the story. 


The scene where Red Sector L explodes, destroying another 63 personnel, has been redone, now the 
monitor video shows people being blown away. It actually looks more like a scene from an old video game 
like Doom, the movement is too jerky and wrong. The radioactive pellets that THX has to insert into 
the robot chassis are now glowing, and when they implement mind block on him, his eyes roll back and 
he drops the pellet. It melts it’s way through the robot head and down through the stand, he picks it up 
just as they release the block. To me it seems to reduce the drama, because the threat is so specific, not 
abstract and invisible as it was before. You can understand that a glowing sparking bullet of radioactive 
stuff melting it’s way through a table is bad, but their reaction to the innocuous looking silver slug in 
the old movie was far more disturbing. After all, in the real world, radiation is invisible. You can’t tell 
straight away if you have taken a lethal dose or not. 


The soundtrack is beautiful as ever. There’s even a track on the DVD where you can watch the movie 
without dialog, but unfortunately they don’t include all the recorded messages. Some of them must be 
considered dialog as well. 


Lucas is a notorious nerd, and I think a lot of the poetry of the old movie was unintentional, caused by 
necessity rather than design. I’m glad he didn’t have the budget to do these things in the original movie, 
it would have been Star Wars instead. 


tboy (2005-07-15 06:32:58) 
Ooh, will have to look out for this. I have the original somewhere here on VHS. Thanks for the heads up. 


4.7.10 (2005-07-19 09:07) 


Sick, today. Having a bad attack of pernicious ennui. The only cure is to stay home and knit. A breakfast 
of lamb kidneys with onions helps by replenishing the blood. 


Some interesting developments at work recently. Because we signed off on the most recent updates, 
our developer company Hansen finally gave us the source code. It wasn't the most recent version, and it 
was all dumped into the same dir, but it's a start. 


So while waiting for them to give us the real thing, Jareck started noodling around with what we had, 
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and almost without trying he added some new features we have been asking for for literally years. Mainly, 
the ability of the program to report specifically what is preventing it from downloading files, rather than 
popping up a kind of multiple choice general duty error message which lists all the possible errors in a 
numerical list. We took screen shots of the program displaying these helpful, informative, relevant error 
messages and sent them in a report to the managers. Yesterday I had my weekly meeting with them. 


I wasn’t surprised that they weren’t interested in taking the development off Hansen and giving it to 
Jarek to do in house. I was surprised, though, that they wouldn’t even consider some options, including 
the rather strange one of telling Hansen to hire Jarek as a contract coder. They seem locked in this 
mindset of "business realities” where, even when your development company treats you with utmost con- 
tempt, you can’t do it any other way. It’s all bullshit. They raised various weak arguments - Hansen can 
replace coders who leave? We’ve been through 3 programmers in the past year. Each one is worthless 
and each one takes 3 months just trying to understand what we want, while Jarek has been with us for 
2 years so far. Hansen have test facilities? We spent more time testing and debugging their output last 
release than they spent coding and testing it. We did full formal regression testing on every element and 
discovered a string of major bugs, and kept sending it back to get repaired. meanwhile we kept paying 
them for their "testing”, while I kept answering the phones for the users. They WOULD be okay with 
Jarek fixing all the bugs, sending the code to Hansen to compile into the program and then send us the 
results, to get paid while Jarek gets no credit, THAT would be fine. 


Fuck it all. 


4.7.11 (2005-07-30 12:13) 
Ugh. I am at work. On a Saturday. 


Our software shat itself on Thursday, when an encryption key in the Java VM it runs on expired. Our 
programmers wrote a patch and released it quickly, but there are still those ones who need a little help 
with clicking links and downloading patches. So here I am. 


At least the web is fast on the weekend. 


4.8 August 


4.8.1 (2005-08-01 14:18) 


Last week on Thursday the key used by the encryption component of XIT failed. It ran out of time, and 
need to be replaced. What a surprise. Jarek and I spent most of Thursday working like dogs to analyse 
the problem and provide a solution. Jarek was able to nail down the exact module which had failed, 
and provide all the information hansen needed to do the fix, which of course had to take the form of a 
downloadable patch. Actually they tried to wimp out as they always do and provided a 17meg patch 
which essentially replaced the entire JVM, but when we insisted that this was too big for the dialup users 
to download they did the necessary work to make a much smaller patch, just under 500K, which only 
replaced the parts of the JVM which had failed. 


4.8.2 One from the Vault (2005-08-05 14:56) 


Haven’t updated recently, mainly because nothing of note has happened. Work proceeds apace. I finished 
knitting the cardigan, now I need to make it up. The weather is unseasonably warm, like a false spring. 


I think Pll go back through my email archives and post some blasts from the past. The following is 
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my 


personal ghost story, sent to an email lyst around November 28 2001. 
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A singular occurance recently occured which I’m sure you will be 
interested in hearing about, or maybe you couldn’t care less and you 
can go 

back to whatever foul unsanitary habit occupies your wasted hours of 
existance. 


I arrived at work on Sunday night as usual to find the latest news 
being 
ghost sightings in the building. 


The night shift on Thursday to Saturday (what we call the nerd shift) 
is 

manned by David Bradley, a German who manages the Occidental accounts, 
and 

Jordan, who manages the Oriental cases. 


While they were working on Saturday morning, Jordan’s girlfriend 
decided 

to pay him a visit while returning home from a nightclub with some 
friends. While they were parking, they noticed a young girl, maybe 5 
years 

old, sitting on the steps out the front of the building, with her head 
in 

her hands. Strangely enough, as they parked the car, she vanished. No 
one 

except the driver looked away for more than a second, as they were all 
very interested in what such a young girl was doing sitting on the 
front 

steps at 2AM. But, she did vanish without anyone seeing her move. 


Later that night, after they left, David decided to go down for a 
smoke. He said later he felt the legendary chill that one feels in the 
presence of the supernatural, but he didn’t see the girl. 


However, when he reentered the lobby and stepped into the lift, as he 
turned to press the button and the door was closing, he said, a "white 
shape" like a small cartoon cloud drifted into the lift and then 
dissipated. This sorely upset him and he didn’t have any more gaspers 
that 

night. 


Now, when this was reported to me at the begining of my shift on 
Sunday I 

thought it was a bit of a lark. The Japanese are very superstitious, 
they seem 

to delight in getting lathered up in a fit of worry about numbers and 
signs and all that. It seems to go along with their health obsession, 


which we have to deal with, being a medical assistance company amongst 
other things. 1 didn*t pay much attention. 


However, despite being a fairly new building, there are several 
strange 

things that happen there. I have very accute hearing; I can hear the 
hiss 

of a monitor or TV tube, and even the hiss of a working processor in a 
computer. Believe it or not, I can actually hear when a chip is doing 
something arduous, like when my Psion uncompresses a zip file. It 
sounds 

like a modulated hiss, like the sound of a modem on the line but very 
quiet. 


So, I often hear distant knockings and thuds coming from the lift 
shaft at 

night. The toilets are in the core of the building, right up against 
then, 

so when 1 go for a slash 1 often hear what 1 assume is the weights and 
cables banging against the side of the shaft. I always assumed that 
this 

was caused by the wind, as there is no one else there at night. 


On Monday night, seeing as how the nattering of the evening shift 
hadn’t 

abated, I decided to go downstairs during the night and see what I 
could 

see. I’ve always wanted to see a ghost, or experience anything 
supernatural. The closest thing I ever got was one dismal afternoon 
when I 

was camping by the beach by myself. I fropped up as the clouds rolled 
in, 

and gusts of drizzle blew past. I was camping near the ruin of an old 
beach hut. The walls were gone completely, only the concrete slab and 
the 

stone fireplace were left. I lit a fire in the fireplace and was 
cooking 

my baked beans when the Fear hit me. It wasn’t anything supernatural, 
of 

course, I’ve often heard about the Fear and, although I was Afraid, I 
wasn’t afraid, if you catch my drift. I just piled some sand on the 
fire, 

put the pot of beans on the slab, crawled into my tent and waitied for 
it 

to pass. 


So, 3AM on Tuesday morning this week I step out and press the button 
for 

the lift. Nothing happens. Rather, the button lights up for 3 minutes, 
then blinks out. I try again. This time it fails to light at all. 


Getting a little frustrated, I pressed both the down and up button. 
Down 
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below I hear the lift start up and rise... only to stop on the first 
floor. Then, after a minute, it returned to ground. 


So I tried it again. This time it was even more reluctant to move. I 
heard 

the door close down below, then open again. The buttons blinked out. I 
pressed them again and held them down. The doors closed down below, 
the 

lift rose to the first floor and opened again. To hear it better I 
pressed 

my ear to the crack in the door. I heard a very, very bad sound. It 
sounded 

like a distant radio tuned to a talkback station, a kind of muttering 
at the 

limit of audibility. There were no commercials, though. It just went 
on and 

on, very faint, a monotone voice rapidly speaking words that were far 
too 

faint to make out. 


So, I went back into the office and told Taka that the lift wouldn’t 
come 

up. Taka is the jap on the ghoul shift with me, and I can’t stand 
him. He’s fifty, a total sleazebag, hits on all the girls, has rancid 
breath, is totally selfish and sneaky. He’s the sort of person who 
won’t 

do anything if he thinks he might get it wrong. He’s torn between a 
desire 

to look like a hero for completing mighty tasks and to avoid 
responsability 

for any mistakes he might have unwittingly made. He is a coward who 
won’t 

"own" anything, which is just not suitable for this job. But, you 
don’t 

get many bilingual Japanese willing to work a night shift. 


I’m glad I didn’t tell him about the sound, because the first thing he 
did 

was send around a big email to everyone in the company about how we 
were 

stuck in the building with a ghost. I was disgusted - we weren’t 
stuck, 

there are fire exits, and I hardly think the ghost of a little girl or 
whatever is likely to harm us in any way. But he only wanted to stir 
up 

trouble and scare the girls on the evening shift, you know the sort. 


Later on, about 5AM, I tried the lifts again and they worked fine. I 
went 
down, the first light was coming in the sky, everything was better. 


Now when I arrived home that morning there was a package waiting for 
me in 


the mail. 


It was one of those small New Testaments, with Psalms and Proverbs 
thrown 

in, with cigarette paper leaves and a red faux leather cover. In fact, 
it 

was my New Testament - it had my name and address (I'm currently 
living 

with my father in the old family home in Beecroft) written inside the 
front 

cover in my shaky school hand. 


There was a letter with it which read: 
"Dear Matthew, 


After all these years 1 am returning your book of Psalms and Proverbs 
which were found in St Andrews Cathedral School quite a long time ago. 
I 

set out to return it to you some time ago and mislaid it myself. It 
has 

just surfaced again, and I thought you might like to have it maybe 
just 

for old times sake. I am the lab assistant who worked in the science 
labs. I am now retired, but I am good friends with the other lab 
assistant 

Norma Goodwin, and we see other former staff members, including the 
librarian Mrs Howard. 


Anyway have a good Xmas and a Happy New Year. 
Yours sincerely, Mrs Patricia Carrington" 


Well, it was pretty obvious what was meant to happen after this scene 
in the movie of my life! Yes, I took it to work last night. I even 
read 

some on the train in - Book of Matthew, of course. 


I tried the lifts at 3:00AM, they worked without a hitch. No distant 
muttering voices this time. The foyer and front landing of the 
building 

were deserted of all supernatural entities and monsters. 


Somehow I don’t think having a text file of the bible loaded in my 
Psion 
would have quite the same effect. 


4.8.3 (2005-08-08 14:21) 


Birthday week. Not looking forward to it. Never looking forward to it. Birthdays suck as far as I'm 
concerned. I enjoy getting older but I hate the insistence on having a birthday, celebrating anhover 
revolution without change. Why celebrate supposedly returning to the same place instead of reaching 


225 


somewhere new? 


The real reason I hate them is because of my parents. My father hated any kind of expense or waste as 
he considered it, he was the sort of person who believed you should earn reward the hard way, and then 
voluntarily forgo the reward. Mu was far worse, she instinctively tried to control anyone she could by 
manipulating our weaknesses. In her presence it was always best to hide any weaknesses, lest she seize on 
them and use them against you. If she saw that you longed for something, she would arrange to withhold 
it from you until she got what she wanted, and then she would deny it anyway, to retain control. If 
you desperately wanted a particular book, she would give you chores, and then constantly threaten to 
deny you if you didn't do them well enough, and then extend the period of servitude, and then give you 
another, different book, and say you would get the one you wanted next time. So we kids learnt to hide 
all desires and deny them, in order to retain our freedom. 


The funny thing is, after denying your desires for long enough, they gpo away. Still, people insist 
you need to want things for your birthday, so I had to get clever. Several years ago I claimed that the 
only thing I wanted for my birthday was KFC. Yes, a bucket of fried chicken. Junk food as it ought 
to be, a once a year treat rather than a staple. Terrible as it is, greasy candlesticks of pressure cooked 
fried chicken. It satisifes the urges of people why feel they have to do something to celebrate. Funny 
old Matthew, he wants fried chicken. I hate it, but millions of people eat the shit every day, so it’s not 
poisonous. It’s fairly innofensive, almost tasty. We have potato and coleslaw and all the trimmings. Jus 
like the Japanese at Christmas. 


We had a meeting of XIT and Hansen at NDD last Thursday. The rush of calls over the patch had 


just slackened off, so I was able to attend. Funny how the call volume seems to respond to demand like 
that. When we really nead it to, it seems to respond. 


4.8.4 (2005-08-31 15:57) 


Not post for long time. Communicate not much going on redundant. Weather warming. Work boring. 
More as it happens. 


haruspexx (2005-09-10 01:51:17) 
i just saw you on TV - on a movie news show - entering the premier for Serenity. How was it? 


carbonunit (2005-09-15 03:21:21) 

Very good. Like with Star Trek movies you pretty much have to know the series in order to get it, but it was 
very entertaining. Fascinating crowd too, Firefly fans are a recognisable breed. 1 don't know why they clipped 
us for the news, unless it was Michelles big eyes and winsome smile. Wanna know where Reavers come from? 


4.9 October 


4.9.1 (2005-10-09 14:26) 


We are sitting out the back of our favourite shack in the mental hospital at Roselle. Most of the hospital 
has been abandoned and now forms a kind of unofficial peoples park. Occasionally a couple of dogs dash 
past,. followed by a slower human swinging one of those plastic slings used for throwing tennis balls. 
There are fields of mown grass, tall spreading trees, wind sighing through their branches, sun golden on 
everything. Peace and quiet. If, when I quit my job I will come here every day until my brain uncurls 
and rights itself. There is a swimming pool, but the sign says it is only for the staff and patients, and 
I doubt they let the patients in any more. Too risky, to much liability. The water is clean and filtered. 
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behind this little house like building there are more, larger ones, abandoned wards. Their are many cells. 
The doors are thick and solid, metal and wood. They have windows which are vertical slits of incredibly 
thick glass. Someone has tried to break some of the glass and only managed to spall some of the glass off 
the outside surface. Distant strains of a bagpipe waft in on the breeze. People often come down here to 
practice annoying instruments. Recently some pipers have started practicing in the park across the road 
from our house. A little knot of four or five of them marches slowly around in a circle playing for hours. 
It would get pretty irritating if they were closer to us. 


Not much has been happening in our lives of late. Much of our spare time has been filled with knitting. 
Just recently I have been buying up large quantities of wool in the spring stock clearance sales. At the 
markets last week I found a bag full of knitting patterns, and showed them to my brother Martin. He 
selected a cardigan with a check pattern on it. I bought polyester for that, because he has children and 
doesn’t have the time to wash wool the way it needs, by hand in soapy water and dried flat. Good 
polyester yarn is fine for garments. There is a lot of quality difference between good and bad poly. The 
feel of the stuff is the main thing. 


Actually we have been buying a lot of stuff lately. This rings warning bells in my penurious mind, 
because I know that buying happiness is a disastrous path, you can never really be satisfied but it feels 
easier than working for it. I bought a spinning wheel, and I swear I will be using it. I also bought a 
standing rug loom, but I can’t swear Pll use that. It was available from the same people who were selling 
the wheel, on eBay, and I snapped nit up. Mick had to drive me over t their place because he has a roof 
rack and it’s six feet tall, too big to fit in Michelle’s car. I might need to turn it into a bookcase or sell 
it off, it isn’t really something I want to get into yet. 


We have been going to Miss Deaths knitting group at the Mu meson archives every month. It’s the 
highlight of the month in some ways. I totally blew Jamie’s mind. For his birthday, we didn’t know what 
to give him. I had two ideas - either Michelle could paint him a cell of the Disney memorial Orgy poster 
as printed in the Realist magazine by Paul Krassner, or I could dupe him a copy of the Stalking the 
Nightmare tapes. Michelle basically wimped out, so I got busy copying CDs and finishing the printed 
track list that accompanies the set. I finished most of them in time, and they looked pretty sweet too, 
all white CD ROMs in a large black folder case with a handle, with a professionally printed dossier style 
track listing and cover note inside. We actually handed it to Aspasia, because J was on the road at the 
time. He was deejaying for the band Fantomas as the opening act and was in Melbourne that night. 


The next time we saw him he was effusive in his thanks, and seemed quite stunned. I was pleased 
by this until he left (it was a movie night at the Annandale) and Aspasia explained why he was so deeply 
affected. Jamie used to know Terry fairly well. This wasn’t totally surprising, as Jamie used to have a 
radio show of his own on the same station as STN. What I didn’t know was that Terry had essentially 
stolen Jamie’s girlfriend. Yes, Ruth. I never liked Ruth much, and she didn’t like me either. When I 
used to drop into Terry’s shop, the Land Beyond Beyond on George Street, and he wasn’t there but she 
was behind the counter, se used to be pretty rude. I think like a lot of insecure women she didn’t like 
his popularity, or else she wanted him to break away from his former life and us dumbfucks and take 
her somewhere. Anyway, Ruth had been with Jamie for years before she dumped him and moved n with 
Terry. What a small incestuous scene it is. And if that wasn’t bad enough, Jamie was still scourging 
himself after all these years because when she left him she took a lot of home movies he had shot, of his 
band the Mu mesons themselves, of his friends and fellow artists, irreplaceable movies of his life. He had 
to leave them behind for some reason. I felt really bad, especially since, when Terry and Ruth split up 
some years ago, we helped her move to a new house. We might have even lugged those very movies in 
the boxes we carried. 


Despite all this Jay seemed happy with the recordings, and welcomed them into his archive. There 


are very few people who can appreciate them, I think he can. Maybe even Miss Death, although she 
shares his interest in movies more than music. I haven’t even finished duping a copy for Terry himself. 
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Terry now lives with another girlfriend in an isolated house in the country southwest of the state near 
the Murray river. I must get in contact with him someday. 


I have been selling CDs on eBay, to fund further purchases. Most of them go for a pittance, although 
some fetch surprisingly high prices. A CD of the first Sonic Youth EP got $100. Michelle is selling off 
some of the clothes she bought in Bali, with mixed results. They aren't fetching the prices she wants, and 
most aren't selling at all. I think it’s just a bad time, the price of petrol is so high and the market has 
been jittery recently, the news keeps people informed and spreads the panic, and people stop spending 
money. The news is really good at telling people about the oil problem but bad at admitting when there 
is a recession or even depression. They don't want to be seen as partly responsible for the economic 
tragedy that would be. So maybe she has jumped into the market at precisely the wrong time, but I 
don’t tell her that. 


There are lots of interesting media available online. I ordered a copy of the movie of the Call of Cthulhu, 
made by a Lovecraft society in the states. Filmed in black and white, silent, with title cards, it looks 
fascinating. I finally became a card carrying member f the Church of the Subgenius, although it has 
brought home to me the lack of slack in my life. I can afford to throw money away on indulgences like 
that, and a copy of Arise on DVD and some Media Barrage CDs, but I don’t have slack. Or maybe I do, 
and don’t realise it? I make time at work on a daily basis to work on digitising old books, or convert ones 
I download into printable version via LaTeX. One of these days I intend to buy a printer, and print these 
books along with the Cyclopedia and Picturesque England, and then bind them myself. Book binding 
looks logical and quite doable when you get into it. It’s not a mystery, it’s just sewing the pages together 
in a particular manner which has been found by generations of experience to be most effective. Once 
you understand it you see that it’s more a product of the technology of the time and that if the means 
were available they would have been using glue binding or other methods long before now, to avoid the 
work. The hard part is trimming the pages, although there are methods to do that at home involving 
sharpened chisels and clamps. 


4.9.2 (2005-10-28 12:45) 


A cloud of humming flies hung over the city. Engendered from piles of grass clippings, or so they tell us 
in the news. This is barely possible, as the rains have only recently brought up enough grass to mow. 
I have another theory as to where they come from. Everyone walks past sweeping their face with their 
hands 


There were 2 accidents on Parramatta road on the way home yesterday. In the first, a row of 4 cars 
stood nose to tail, while their drivers calmly swapped insurance details. In the second, a man cradled 
the head of a motorbike rider as he lay stretched out on the footpath. A crowd of people stood around 
staring blankly. The bus swerved past, dodging cars which bullishly sped up and slowed down. I don't 
know why they were so impatient. Perhaps something in the air. 


I was listening to Cradle of Filth, a band which has an interesting reputation as the populists of death 
metal. The aren’t bad, very cheesy but a good cheese, not subtle, something corrupt and filthy. Stilton 
comes to mind. They have a trick where one vocalist croaks in time honoured fashion where another 
accompanies him in a high pitched scream. Lots of orchestral breaks playing horror movie stings. 


As I walked home from the bus stop I passed through a series of stenches emenating from recycling 
bins. I think this is where the flies come from. In our area we have a large recycling bin which accepts 
everything - aluminium cans, glass, PET bottles, paper and steel, and a small bin for non recyclables. 
And a green bin for garden waste. Unfortunately, I think that people have become lax in cleaning out 
their food containers when they put them in. 


I passed the house of the Fat Slag. She was hanging on her front porch, watching the kids playing 
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sport in the local park. She frowned at me. It was the first time I have ever seen her wearing something 
other than her horrible dress. She always inhabits a foul black dress, ever since she moved in 3 years ago 
she has never been seen in anything except this dress. We hate her especially because she and her son 
have two dogs which they keep trapped in their small trinagular yard. They're both too lazy to walk 
them, so the only exercise they ever get is trying to break out, which they do from time to time. Their 
wooden paling fence is slowly decaying and being replaced by nailed on patches of MDF and tin. Years 
ago we discovered her dogs in the park one day and took them in. We took them to the local vet and 
had them scanned for chips, but they found nothing. I slept in the rickety shed overnight with them to 
stop them crying. The next morning the nextdoor neighbour told us that she owned the dogs and we 
took them back. Yesterday she was wearing a fluffy house coat, in the heat. She makes me shudder with 
revulsion. 


Waiting in the mailbox at home was a package from the [1]HP Lovecraft Historical Society with my 
DVDs of [2]Call of Cthulhu. It’s a corker! I got a copy last week but immediately gave it to a friend 
for her birthday, but when we watched it we immediately ordered a couple more, plus their pack of [3]A 
Shoggoth On the Roof. The Call of Cthulhu is done in a beautiful manner, emulating the silent movie 
conventions, the title cards, the overblown orchestral soundtrack, and lovely forced perspective effects. 
The acting is decent, exactly as good as the stars of the silent screen were capable of, and they very 
carefully use CGI only for such things as recreating 1920s street scenes. Truly a labour of love. The 
Shoggoth pack, including the songs, libretto and DVD of a documentary about this strange occurance, 
looks very interesting. 


To round out my day of rot and corruption, we tootled down to the Newtown RSL for the [4]Trasharama 
short film festival. It was awesome, although we could only stay for the first half. The best movie by 
far was Dracenstein, which was very creatively animated cardboard doll theatre, about a mad scientists 
who accidentally kills Dracula but then transplants his brain into another monster. When Dracula tries 
to transform into a bat, only his brain does, with the wings sticking from the ears! 


Today has been much more sanitary and decent so far. 


1. http://www.cthulhulives.org/toc.html 


2. |http://www.cthulhulives.org/cocmovie/index. html 
3. http://www.cthulhulives.org/Shoggoth/index.html 
4. http://www.trasharama.com.au/ 


haruspexx (2005-10-28 03:21:59) 
I checked out the trailer for Call of Cthulhu - it looks great! I’m supposed to be saving for o/s trip though, so am 
banned from buying any more DVDs :-( 


carbonunit (2005-10-28 09:20:32) 
Never mind, I’m sure the FBI won’t mind if I just this once... 


spacemummy (2005-10-28 06:59:11) 

That dual vocalist thing has been around for awhile. I remember a Texan metal band from the 80s that did that. 
Watchtower is the name of the band. ”Cottage Cheese from the Lips of Death” is the name of the compilation 
that I heard that song on. I think the song is called ”Meltdown.” When I heard it in 1984, I nearly pissed myself 
in delight. That was way, way pre-mummification, when I would have just shed a few drops of bitumen. 


carbonunit (2005-10-28 09:21:55) 
Interesting, I will look them up. I would never have thought you were partial to the genre. Your own recorded 
output is in a quite different vein. 
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4.10 November 


4.10.1 (2005-11-01 15:54) 


Today in Australia is the Melbourne Cup, a horse race. Comparable to the Kentucky Derby, I believe. 
The city is full of office ladies wearing those hatless plumes of feathers they call "fascinators”, tottering 
around on unacustomed high heels in cocktail dresses. Crowds spill out of the TAB gambling halls and 
pubs. Of course I don't give a toss. Strangely enough nobody in my small office does either. We're all 
just sitting here woorking while the race runs. Things like this seem to appeal to upper management and 
the engine room, not to the geeks. 


Catching up - on Saturday Michelle and I had a little tiff. We didn’t actually fight, but it would 
have been innevitable if I hadn’t walked out the door. Her mother came downstairs early in the morning 
raving about a swarm of bees surrounding the house, and how something had to be done. She had called 
an exterminator and booked him in to spray the house down with poison, justifying her actions by saying 
it was all to protect Michelle, who might get oedema if she gets stung on her left arm. (Her lymph nodes 
were removed because of her breast cancer). 


Of course, I could have gone out and stuck a bit of duct tape over the vents the bees were trying to 
colonise, and they would have gone away, but Pams bloodlust was up and nothing would do but that 
we declare war on the yellow and black terrorists who threatened her daughter. So, knowing the score, I 
went out for the day. 


I saw the documentary about {1]Enron, and the Miyazaki movie, [2]Howl's Moving Castle, at the New- 
town Dendy. Great movies, both of them. Although the end of Howl’s was too sacharine. But I’m not 
the target audience am I? I thought about seeing another movie but decided to go home and see how the 
war was going. 


It was all over, the man had come and gone and there were drifts of white powder trailing over the 
window sills and air vents. Michelle was sleeping, in fact she slept most of the evening, and then she and 
I both have had trouble sleeping since, but it couldn’t have anything to do with the pesticide in our air 
vents, could it? The man said he used it on his dog, so that makes it okay I guess. 


The next morning, after a few harsh words from Michelle, we went for Yum Cha Against Terror with 
[3]Hedland Yee and friends. Hedland has a great theory about Counter Terrorist attacks, where you and 
a group of conspirators conspire to gather somewhere with the intention of NOT exploding bombs or 
committing violent acts. Brilliant! You can dedicate your daily activities with your friends to the War 
Against Terror, in a far more meaningful way than invasion. Hedland is bizarre in many ways. He’s 
an enthusiastic amataur photographer, and he covered the table in booklets of his work, which features 
many, many shots of his manly physique posing besides various swimming pools in tight budgie smug- 
glers. He handed out these [4]fine print leaflets, kind of like form letters, but explaining exactly what we 
were celebrating that day, the history of his Yum Cha activities, his gratitude for the children who have 
given him english lessons, and the origins of Yum Cha itself. He broke out some Chinese moon cakes 
and made sure everyone had a tiny fragment, because of some festival, and he carried around a dozen 
different cards for us to sign, mostly for the birthdays of total strangers. Of course pretty soon we were 
signing them in the names of fictional peers and Lords of the Realm... Then he made us all stand for 
a group portrait, and after requesting a stranger to take a photo of us all, invited the same stranger to 
stand with us while he took a photo! He even showed signs of wanting to rope the waiters in as well, but 
we instinctively sensed the dangers of infinite recursion and stopped him. Still, not before he assembled 
everyone, plus the stranger, for an outside photo in the rain. 
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We went home breifly before meeting most of the gang again at Miss Deaths’ Stitch and Bitch. I 
brought along a special snack I had prepared earlier, a human brain. 


It was a [5]blancmange brain, made in a mold my brother gave me. Very realistic, although not very 
tasty, or tasteful. 


I didn’t do much knitting. The alpaca vest is finished, it just needs to be sewn up, but even though 
it is eight ply wool it’s harder than the cardigan. It just doesn’t look right and I kept unpicking it and 
starting again, then I started watching [6]Incubus with Jamie. 


The brain went down so well I made another for the regular Monday movie at the Annandale hotel. 
We made [7]boiled egg eyes for this one. The movie was [8]/The Screaming Skull, a crappy old flick from 
the ”I can’t believe anyone ever found this shit frightening” school of horror. Everyone agreed that the 
advertising gimmick for the film - free burial insurance for all patrons in case they get scared to death - 
was a pretty small risk, and the film was far less interesting than it’s own poster. 


. http: //www.imdb.com/title/tt0413845/ 
ttp://www.imdb.com/title/tt0347149/ 
. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/57683720 
. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/57684332 
. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/57683898 
. http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0059311 
. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/58136574 
ttp://www.imdb.com/title/tt0052169/ 
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4.10.2 Rumour (2005-11-02 16:26) 


Attention | LJ User: tboy |: rumour has it you shall soon be moving down to level 9. Congratulations! 
I’m sure the peace and quiet, and the enlightened and cultured company will be congenial to you. Not 
to mention Debbies lolly jars... 


madslasher (2005-11-02 05:49:54) 
Woo hoo! She gets air-conditioning and geeks! Lucky hOr. 


tboy (2005-11-02 08:30:27) 

Um... but... why? I don’t have a job as it is. What on earth am I meant to do on a different floor? Who will I 
be working for? What is my purpose in life??!? OMG I’m so confused.... *g* (Not that it isn’t a nice floor, Pm 
sure! *g* Lovely floor, not to mention the company and the lolly jar and all.) Who said it, and why? More detail 
please! *g* (And here I was hoping for a redundancy package! Sob!) 


tboy (2005-11-03 02:28:29) 
Thanks for the tip. No one has mentioned it at all, yet. Typical. 
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madslasher (2005-11-09 12:27:44) 
Hehe. Darth Mangan. How can evil be so wee? 


4.10.3 (2005-11-04 13:33) 


An email arrived yesterday afternoon at work: 


We have been informed that a threat has been made for a bomb to go off at Town Hall 
Station at 5.00pm today. 


NSW Police are aware of the threat, and whilst conducting searches, we understand po- 
lice do not regard the threat as credible. 


However, should your travel arrangements involve passing through Town Hall Station, you 
should consider alternative routes. If you need to leave work slightly earlier today to make 
alternatives plans, please inform your department head. 


Funnily enough, on Wednesday I noticed a larger than usual number of police loitering around the en- 
virons of Town Hall station, on the road above it in fact, where the actual Town Hall is. It looked like 
the usual arrangement when there is a protestation in the square, but there was no protest. People who 
actually traveled from the station reported that the police were there, walking brown labrador sniffer 
dogs up and down the platform. 


This, plus news of terrorist threats in the news, which came from our prime minister himself. He doesn’t 
usually personally convey terrorist threats, and he copped a bit of stick for revealing that our security 
forces had been observing them for the past year trying to determine their nefarious plans. But he must 
have felt that it was time to do so. Possibly because he has 2 pieces of legislation he is desperate to push 
through parliament. One gives extraordinary powers to the police to arrest citizens without warrant or 
cause, and detain them for extended periods without legal council, notice to family, or other rights. They 
even forbid witnesses to the arrests from informing anyone, or the emdia from reporting them. Heavy. 


There is also another thing, a major change to Australian workplace relations, which give employers 
rights to fire workers at will, and removes all current standardised workplace conditions. They make 
almost all workplace conditions, wages and rights negotiable, and hand a lot of power to employers. 
There has been a massively expensive advertising blitz to convince the populace that this is a good idea, 
mainly because they are meant to generate something like the trickle down effect. That was a mainstay 
of Reaganomics, where tax reform that benefited the wealthy would "trickle down” to the poor in the 
form of more jobs. The only problem is, the "more jobs” provided by this current lego are likely to be 
low paid menial shiftwork with no training and hiring and firing constantly because of seasonal demand. 


Another thing the attack warning reminded me of is something my father told me about WWII. There 
was wartime property damage insurance provided by the government, and every year, when the date for 
renewing the policy came around, there would be some incident. Usually it was an unidentified plane 
buzzing slowly across the city. There would be a huge response from the media, radio reports warning 
people about the "suspected Jap spotter plane” sighted in the sky, looking for bomb targets for some 
invisible submarine outside the heads. According to him everyone knew it was a scam, because it coin- 
cided so closely with the policy renewal date, and the news reports never failed to remind listeners to get 
insurance. 
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I just had to switch from Firefox to Opera. Firefox started to behave very oddly, it wouldn't respond 
and even starting it on the command line and feeding it a URL didn’t help. I downloaded and installed 
Opera when they had that free installer recently, and it works very well. There are a few issues, like it 
doesn't allow one to copy formatted text from the page, but it runs java and plugins very well and the 
RSS support is good. I don’t care what | LJ User: jwz ] thinks, tabbed browsing is better than sepperate 
windows. 


I avoid TV as much as possible, even the good stuff, because I hate the feeling of being sucked in 
by a show. Having to schedule ones life around the whims of an inflexible box doesn’t appeal to me. Give 
me a flexible box any day. But recently I was charmed by the BBC production of the life of Casanova, 
with Tennant as the young man and Patrick Cook as old Casanova, the librarian in the castle of Dux in 
Germany. They took some liberties with his life, to enhance the drama and the strangely modern aspects 
of his story, but the fundamental details were sound, right down to a lot of dialog and set. I’ve been 
perusing the [1]Jenormous etext of his memoirs from the Gutenberg project and so should you. 


The seasons have changed, for the worse, as they cannot avoid doing. Already we are in the grip of 
fuggy muggy heat and humidity. Just as I love cold overcast days, I loathe hot overcats days with the 
high humidity that makes my glasses fog up and sweat forms under my hat. One of these days I swear 
we will move to Tasmania. 


1. http://www. gutenberg.org/dirs/2/9/8/2981/2981.txt 


tboy (2005-11-04 09:54:55) 
"But recently I was charmed by the BBC production of the life of Casanova, with Tennant as the young man and 
Patrick Cook as old Casanova,” I think it’s Peter O’Toole Y, not Patrick. 


carbonunit (2005-11-04 14:02:49) 
Yuh, that’s him. The guy on the motorbike with the arabs, not the one getting drunk with Dudley Dooright. 
Um... 


4.10.4 (2005-11-07 16:21) 


I am highly disappointed in the drop of the standard of junk sitting by the side of the road during council 
cleanups. Of course this is a natural result of the increase in the number of people who troll the streets 
looking for items which can be reused and restored, and the change in social attitudes which makes this 
behaviour acceptable. Actually this is a good thing, as it prevents us from building up fatty reserves of 
junk in our own garage. Pam and Michelle had paroxysms of tidyness, and conscripted Mick and myself 
into putting out our own paltry contribution to the giant suburban potlach of trash. I blame eBay myself. 
Mark my words, the humble garage sale is under threat by this corporate giant. 


All this working on cleaning up other peoples junk made me frustrated, so it was time for some ex- 
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perimental cooking. I made chilli chocolate cookies. They taste pretty good, the chilli comes through as 
a kind of spicy warmth rather than a pain in the tongue. Pll take them to the next movie night, for all 
the people who say my previous biscuit efforts were too sweet. 


tboy (2005-11-07 10:05:59) 

Somewhere in this junkpile of a house I have a recipe for chocolate chili con carne, which I’m told (by a Maltese 
man of strange eating habits) is delicious. One day this recipe will appear on your desk, but by then you'll have 
forgotten all about this reply and will wonder why it’s there. My contributions to the council cleanup this time 
consist of an old TV, a dishwasher that blows all the fuses in my house, and a tumble dryer that is billowing smoke 
when used. But you're right; I’m holding onto several other items in the hope of selling them on ebay *g*. 


madslasher (2005-11-09 12:28:44) 
They were some damned fine cookies. 


4.10.5 THE AGONY OF CHRISTMAS (2005-11-16 13:52) 


In the foyer of a building down the road from the one where I work, a team of young men entirely dressed 
in elf costumes, including green felt hats and those spiky collars, were decorating a plastic fir tree. The 
looks of embarressed anger on their faces adequatly expressed my own mood during the festering season. 


Not that we don’t know how to party. For Michelles birthday, amongst other things, we took choco- 
late crackles and fairy bread to the film night on Monday. They were scarfed in seconds. 


4.10.6 (2005-11-16 13:53) 


Michelle bought a notebook compy several weeks ago, and since then I have been devoting the odd minute 
to networking it to my Linux box. My first step was to buy a wireless router, so now we have wifi, and 
the XP on the laptop sniffed it up immediately and the internet connection is good. 


Now I want to copy large files from the Linux end to the notebook, so we can burn MPG files downloaded 
from the Prelinger archives to DVD. My first thought was Samba, but I’ve spent hours on that to no 
avail. The fresh XP on the laptop has the usual protocol changes which render Samba unworkable. 


Now it’s ssh, the only option for remote control over wireless. I quickly got the server set up on the 
box, and connected from the laptop, and even got scp copying files across, but there are intermittent 
problems. The thing is, ssh is paranoid enough it seems to regard bad packets as evidence of tampering 
with the connection and it closes down. One second you’re typing commands or sucking a file, the next 
it freezes and then fails. 


I’m not done yet, but it sure is wasting time. I might have to extend the amount of time a connec- 
tion can be dead, if congestion slows it down to nothing. I will find a way. Maybe I just have to face 
facts and plug the thing in with an Ethernet cable when I want to transfer files? I mean, not being able 
to reliably connect is the best hallmark of a secure system. I should be grateful. I’m not the sort to go 
running an ftp server or anything just so I can transfer files. 


malwae (2005-11-16 03:03:55) 
Sometime there’s no substitute for low tech. Here at Microsoft we endup toting files around on our MP3 players 
half the time, due to the intensely stringent security precautions on the network. 
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carbonunit (2005-11-18 01:52:55) 

I hear you. Do they still frown on iPods in the campus? The thing is, that’s a work around for a problem that 
should be fixed - by using your portable storage you're compromising the security precautions - every day dozens 
of you are walking out with devices with files or recoverable traces of files on them. It turned out that it was 
just because the wifi was too weak and kept breaking up, with both machines in the same room it works fine. I 
transferred six gigs in an hour! 


4.10.7 Big Rip (2005-11-18 12:42) 
And you were worried about the heat death of the universe... 
[1]http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Big -rip 


According to this entry, the universe could end much sooner than once thought. It all depends on 
the nature of a force which permeates space. Called Phantom Energy, this force seems to act in inverse 
proportion to it's density, as though it was counteracting some other force. As the universe expands, it's 
effect diminishes, so the expansion accelerates. In the end every particle in the universe will be ripped 
apart all at once. You only have 20 billion years left. Drink up! 


1. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Big_rip 


4.10.8 (2005-11-20 14:28) 


I managed to finish off the CD rack today. There were just 2 more slots to cut, and after I replaced 
the blade in the saw it nearly melted through the wood, and then it was time to cut the shelves. I used 
the circular saw for that, I was using the planks from the sides of my old small CD racks and they are 
amazingly hard. The wood originally came fro the economics lecture theatre at the University of Sydney. 
When they ripped it all out, they threw it away in a giant dumpster, and Richard and I scavenged most 
of it that we could load in the back of his Combi. 


It’s sitting in the loungeroom now, full of CDs, and it looks just great. There is one more thing it 
needs though - rails of dowel along the backs of the shelves to stop the disks from falling down the back. 
They balance alright on the shelves, but if you aren’t careful its easy to push them out. 


Lamb roast tonight, cooked for 4 hours with fresh thyme and garlic from the garden. 


4.10.9 (2005-11-21 13:38) 
I spent most of Saturday making a CD rack. To make this rack I gutted a loom. 


It was a standing loom, the sort they weave Turkish carpets on. I bought it kind of by accident, 
when I was looking for a spinning wheel on eBay. There was a wooden upright wheel for sale in Sydney, 
and the price was good, so I bid. Also I checked the other items the seller had for sale, mainly to see 
if they were selling any of the other things one need when spinning wool, like combs and cards. They 
didn’t - no matter, you can use dog groomers and flea combs for carding wool, but they did have an 
upright loom. 


It looked fairly short and tidy from the photo, so I bid on the thing. Close to the end of the 
auction the wheel and the loom were counter-bid, so I raised the price. In the end I got the loom for 
$120. 
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When we went to retreive the items, I realised what a mistake it was. The loom was large, as 
large as a door. It has a base and wooden sides like a door frame standing free of the wall, and where 
the door should be there was a complex arrangemennt of braced struts and aluminium strips and wire 
lashings, and it was strung with a warp of drab brown cord. There was a bit of weaving, the weft was 
the same brown string. The seller told me it was a carpet loom. The idea is to weave the base for the 
carpet and incorporate the design of coloured dyed wool as one progresses. 


Now when I saw the picture I thought it was much smaller, and suitable for experimenting with, 
but really, the amount of time you would need to spend to learn how to use the thing is too much. 
I wanted the wheel to spin wool for knitting, but the only weaving I would ever do would be on a 
mechanical loom with 4 cards or more. 


It sat in the garage for a few weeks, while I decided what to do. Sell it, or do something else? I 
knew it would make a good CD rack, because it reminded me of the bookshelves I've made out of old 
doors and floor boards. 


I decided to kill the loom. I took a knife and cut the cords, yanked them from the frame, then I 
took wire cutters and cut through the stays. I drew out the aluminium strips and unscrewed the wooden 
blocks holding the cross struts in place. After all this was stripped there was a thing like a free standing 
door frame with protruding base feet on either side. 


I sawed those off on one side, the one with the most damage to the woodwork. Running down 
the inside of the frame on either side is a couple of strips of wood with a channel between them, where 
the cross struts were held. I decided that instead of removing those and driving screws through the sides 
to hold the shelves in, I would saw through the inner strips to make slots for the shelves to fit into. 


The only problem with that was, it would have to be done by hand. I have a cross cut saw, and 
it has a stop guide so I could set it to stop at a certain level and not cut all the way through, but the 
loom was a whole item, and trying to balance this huge open frame on the stage of the saw while cutting 
would be a recipe for disaster. 


So I spent most of the daylight hours sawing carefully through the inner wood, stopping just be- 
fore the outer, making two cuts per slot, then chiselling out the wood. Did I mention that it was a hot, 
still day and there was no breeze, and the stupid skylight in the garage lets more heat in than light, and 
there is no vent? 


In the end I had to stop before finishing, with the last 2 slots left to go. We had to go to an 
art exhibition by Carol, one of the women we meet at Miss Deaths Knitting extravaganza. She creates 
paper mache figurines and the opening was that arvo. 


The gallery was cool, it was a kind of appartment complex of galleries inside an old factory. The 
weekend seems to be the time for openings, and there were a lot of other artists works on display. Good 
thing too, we weren’t much take with her work. The figurines tended to be heavy handed shockers, like 
a woman in a tutu holding a pair of severed penises in her outstretched hands, or a bald woman on all 
fours with a doormat strapped to her back. They seemed more the sort of thing an art student would 
produce, while trying out the symbolic language and trying to shock the teachers, before moving on to 
better things. We also met Breane there, who also goes to the knitting club, and always tries to push 
everyones buttons. She fancies herself a bit smarter than anyone else present, but at the same time she 
seems to think I’m gay because I knit, as though it were a natural law or something. I like to engage her 
in intellectual discussion and slowly lead her to the edge of the precipice of the ridiculous and then see if 
she falls over. Today she started waffling on about some drawings there, so I started speculating on the 
inner workings of the artists mind as he performed the violent abstract sketches in question. It’s really 
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easy to generate this kind of talk, once you realise that you can say just about anything and the more 
radical or outrageous you get, the less they can dispute it. It's like the Emperors New Clothes, you just 
have to keep describing them in more and more detail until everyone starts laughing, but people like 
Breane, who have to always go one better, end up being the one holding the parcel when the music stops. 
Then she just has to fall back on saying how she thinks I should be designing jewelry or something. 


We took Pam home, then headed out again to have dinner in Summer Hill, at the cafe. I don’t 
like this cafe as much as Michelle, she seems obsessed. I guess she feels more paranoid from the recent 
closure and restructuring of our favourite haunts. The Gallery cafe in Annandale is my current favourite. 


On Sunday I managed to finish off the CD rack. There were just 2 more slots to cut, and after 
I replaced the blade in the saw it nearly melted through the wood, and then it was time to cut the 
shelves. I used the circular saw for that, I was using the planks from the sides of my old small CD 
racks, and they are amazingly hard. The wood originally came from the economics lecture theatre at the 
University of Sydney. When they ripped it all out, they threw it away in a giant dumpster, and Richard 
and I scavenged most of it that we could load in the back of his Combi. 


It's sitting in the loungeroom now, full of CDs, and it looks great. There is one more thing it 
needs though - rails of dowel along the backs of the shelves to stop the disks from falling down the back. 
They balance alright on the shelves, but if you aren't careful its easy to push them out. I will post 
pictures soon. 


Then I cooked a lamb leg roast, cooked for 4 hours with fresh thyme and garlic from the 

garden. The secret of a leg of lamb is to cook it slather it with oil, sprinkle with salt, then cook slowly 
in a fairly cool oven at first, raising the temperature over time. Put the veges in at the 3 hour mark. 
Make sure to coat the veges with a bit of olive oil as well, and if you put a tray in the top of the oven, 
as I did, make sure they don’t burn as it’s hotter up there. I stab holes in the roast and insert the garlic 
a-la Jamie Oliver too. Usually I thread some rosemary through the roast, but it can get a bit strongly 
flavoured. 


4.10.10 (2005-11-24 08:59) 


I was quite skunky this morning. Depressed, irritable, rude to Michelle. I radiated waves of hate and 
misanthropy on the bus so badly nobody would sit next to me except a shrivelled up old lady who was 
barely breathing, but she did smell delightfully of wool washed in eucalyptus. My angst lasted until he 
final stretch of my bus ride up George St. And then I beheld a sight which cheered me up immensely - 
a huge plume of white smoke was shooting up from the exhaust vents of Town Hall station. At last, I 
thought, a terrorist attack. I hope it’s not biological. 


There were various people standing around watching, fire and police, and everyone else was just go- 
ing about their business. Sydneysiders tend to be pretty sensible in the city, not prone to the hysterical 
cowardice of the suburban population which our government and press feeds on so voraciously. Perhaps 
it cheered them up as much as it did me. With a swing in my step I toddled off to work and started 
answering calls and checking the news sites for updates. 


Anyway, it was just a fire in an air conditioning unit according to the news, but I’m sure someone 
somewhere will spin it into reasons for draconian laws requiring cavity searches before riding trains or 
some such. 
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4.11 December 


4.11.1 Limbo cast into outer darkness (2005-12-01 08:07) 


[1]http://www.smh.com.au/news /world /limbo-cast-into-outer-darkne 
ss/2005/11/30/1133311105897.html 


THE Catholic Church is poised to drop, once-and-for-all, the concept of limbo for children who die 
unbaptised. 


The world's 30 leading Catholic theologians are meeting behind closed doors to reexamine the theo- 
logical position of infants who die free of sin before they are christened. 


Their talks are likely to form the basis of a new Vatican edict, in which limbo is expected to be re- 
placed by a more compassionate doctrine that unbaptised children who die do so in the “hope of eternal 
salvation”. Historically, limbo is a state in which the soul is not with God but is not punished. 


(Excellent news. It’s good to see the church taking care of those little alterations around the house which 
always nag at you until you complete them. Now, with Limbo dealt with, how about Purgatory...?) 


1. |nttp://www.smh.com.au/news/world/limbo-cast-into-outer-darkness/2005/11/30/1133311105897 .htm1 


bluedevi (2005-11-30 21:19:31) 

Gosh. I thought they got rid of Limbo years ago. I didn’t have anything to support that, but I'd whine about 
Limbo (as I whine about many things in Catholicism, it’s an Irish sport) and people would say "But Limbo’s gone, 
isn’t it?” 


carbonunit (2005-11-30 23:21:48) 

Same here, but maybe it was like company policy, and now it’s being written into the prospectus or something. 
My GFs grandmother was Irish and Protestant, and her grandfather was Irish and Catholic. Or was it the other 
way around... They lived in sublime harmony regardless. 


malwae (2005-11-30 22:47:27) 

Well that’s remarkably gracious of them... It will probably be another 500 years or so before they decide that birth 
control isn’t a mortal sin. Wonder how that works... once they make it official do they think that the imprisoned 
souls of countless still borns get released? Or do they just hold that it never happened in the first place? 


carbonunit (2005-11-30 23:07:18) 

I think it’s retroactive. They seem to be saying, "We were wrong all along, we only made up Limbo because we 
couldn’t see any way out of the unbaptised baby paradox, except that they go to Hell with the virtuous pagans, 
and the public didn’t like that.” Now they’re saying, God decides each case on it’s merits, which is kinda like the 
COE line, but we mustn’t talk about that... 


4.11.2 (2005-12-08 12:04) 


Pissed off at Michelle today. I’ve been selling a lot of unwanted CDs on Ebay recently, and collected a 
bit of money in my Paypal account, which is good. I also bought a few things, paying entirely with the 
money I earned from selling unwanted junk. This is as it should be, it equals bartering unwanted junk 
for...other junk. 


So Michelle bought some stuff on Ebay too, and she wanted to pay for it. The only problem was, 
she had registered for the Paypal extended account, which is linked to a credit card. When you do this, 
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they charge your credit card a small amount, and you see this charge on your next statement, and the 
charge description has a code number. When you type this code number back into Paypal, they know 
that the credit card is yours, and they enable you to make large payments funded by the card. It isn't 
actually necessary, but it can be done. 


Michelle registered but she lost the card statement with the code number on it. Also, until you con- 
firm the card, your Paypal account is in a inbetween mode, where you can't use your credit card through 
it, and you also can’t make regular payments above a certain ceiling, in her case about $19.50AU. 


So she had this item, and it had been awaiting payment for 2 days, and she still can't find the card 
statement, and she doesn't have online card statements set up, and she has ordered another copy of the 
statement, but it takes ages to get it and you need to pick it up at the bank. So I try to sling her some 
money from my Paypal account. It still doesn't work. So I sling in the rest of my bankroll, and it still 
doesn't work, the $19 limit remains in effect no matter how much her account holds. And, she can't send 
the money back to me. Unless that is she makes several transactions of $19, I guess. So now I have an 
empty Paypal account, all the money I made virtuously selling things on Ebay is in her account, and the 
only way we can pay for the crap she bought is for me to use my credit card through my empty Paypal 
account. 


And that isn’t all! Last weekend her mother went to visit a friend of hers, who also dables on Ebay, 
who delights in stirring things up, and she showed her some Indian saris for sale. Pam called Michelle 
yesterday and asked her to bid on them. What she needs saris for I don’t know, Michelle says curtians 
but that sounds pretty stupid. She has cats, scratchy cats, hanging-from-fly-screen-door cats. Cats who 
would make short work of anything filmy, woven and hanging from a support strong enough to bear the 
cats weight. Anyway, despite the stupidity of these saris, and have I mentioned that Michelle and her 
mum have entire closets full of material, including saris, sarongs, probably even djelabas and burkas? 
Anyway, she bid, and won, even though she knew that her Paypal account was fucked since the day 
before! 


So we have this situation. My reward for carefully trading and maintaining my Paypal account is to 
lose my money and charge my credit card. Michelles reward for stupidly losing a credit card statement, 
with her fucking card number on it so it’s a risk to lose it even if it didn’t have the Paypal code number 
on it - is to get everything taken care of, so she doesn’t get a [l]negative feedback from the seller. And 
Pams reward for letting her troublemaking friend tempt her into demanding her daughter buy her some 
more ridiculous crap she doesn’t need, will be that I will probably pay for them as well. 


I also had some things I was bidding on, but I am letting them slip because I don’t like charging my card. 
I shouldn’t have to. 


Boy I sure am fucking happy about this one! I don’t even care about the money that much, it’s the 
principle. I hate being punished for doing the right thing. 


1. http://firstmonday.dk/issues/issue9_7/masum/ 


4.11.3 Picnic (2005-12-08 13:46) 


We will be having a picnic in Callan Park on Sunday around 1PM. All welcome. [1]Click here for the 
map. 


Hopefully it won’t be as hot as it has been recently. Yesterday it got close to 40C, there was a hot 


wind too, as hot as the blast from a hand dryer. I had to race home to water the potted plants before 
they withered. 
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If it is that hot, I might take along some garbage bags and see if we can make a [2]solar balloon, al- 
though it would have to be still to do so. 


1. http: //www.mspong.org/various/picnic. pdf 


2. http: //perso.wanadoo.fr/ballonsolaire/en-index.htm 


malwae (2005-12-08 19:09:05) 
I miss that hot desert weather soooo much... It used to get like that in Nukus in the summers and I loved it. A 
few times it got up to 50 and I got heat exhaustion, but the rest of the time I really enjoyed it. 


4.11.4 Picnic redux (2005-12-13 16:00) 


The picnic went swimmingly, thanks everyone who came, we had a great time and I can’t wait to do it 
again. 


It was good to get together so many people we know from different facets of our lives. I was glad 
to see David and Matthew from the warehouse days. Also Michelles work friends Rowan and Kelly with 
her Matt, and Craig and Kiara and 2 of Kiaras friends, Dylan and the other one. And of course Maria, 
Clare, Ron and everyone from the Mu Meson movie nights. 


Michelle and I rocked up early to secure the location, the balcony of the old bowling green hut. It’s 
a perfectly peaceful sanctuary in the middle of the city, totally unknown, surrounded by the decaying 
ruins of a mental hospital. The hut is decaying a bit itself, but holding together. The view across the 
weedy remnants of the green to the pool is very restful. Only the occassional passing dog walker passes 
by. 


We had everything we needed, including an old portable turntable radio that Michelles grandfather 
brought home from Hong Kong in the sixties. It looks like a giant primitive 80s boombox, with a flip 
down turntable. The needle is one of those reversible ones, with a side for 73RPM and the other for all 
vinyl. It played all day on 6 D cell batteries! We had a mix of all old records, Black Sabbath’ Paranoid, 
Ravi Shanka, the Residents, Wall of Voodoo... Also we had a stove, kettle, teapot and tea and coffee. We 
are serious about hot beverages. By request we made fairy bread and chocolate crackles, which were a 
big success for Michelles birthday, and another iteration of the anzac buscuit, this one with walnut. I’ve 
been riffing on the Anzac, replacing the coconut with things like sunflower seeds and sesame, and the 
golden syrup with honey. 


Highlights of the day include: 


e Watching Ron scoff about 3 foot of baguette sandwich while chasing cars we suspected of conveying 
lost picnickers. 


e Meeting Matt again after a long while, and his loverly new girlfriend, Michelle. That’s right, there 
were 2 Matthew and Michelles there. Plus Matt with Kelly makes 3. 


e Taking a party of people over to the [1]Glover street community garden and showing them around. 
The children loved it, especially Dan and Vanessas little girl, who amazingly at 2 knows the names 
of dozens of herbs and picks them from their own back yard! The chooks clucked, the bees buzzed, 
and we smelled the cardamon and lemon grass and ate some tommie tomatos. 


e Jamie and Aspa showed up, the nucleus of the social atom, with their cat Anton La Vey in a paper 
bag. Jamie got very excited when he spotted a moving light in the sky, but it was most likely the 
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International space station. Anton was no problem at all, considering it was his first time truly 
outdoors and his first encounter with real grass. 


e Dave, Matt and Michelle and I found our way inside the abandoned wards nearby. They are 
amazing. There are many cells, with thick doors, steel grills and bank glass in the view slits. They 
were all locked, but there was one door open which lead into what must have been common rooms. 
Everything was wrecked and stripped, only pigeons and dung and stupid grafitti. Um still hitting 
my head against the wall that I forgot I had my camera on my belt while we were walking around! 
Must. Remember. Camera! Michelle found a nice cat skeleton and collected the skull, I got a photo 
of that. 


Thanks everyone for coming, it was totally awesome! We will be organising another picnic soon, most 
likely at Mortlake, another hidden gem of the city. 


Pictures will be uploaded soon. 
1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/sets/226616/ 
4.11.5 Warning (2005-12-14 19:13) 


[1]Do not under any circumstances click this link. You have been warned. 


1. http://www.warrenellis.com/?p=1632 


flying_blind (2005-12-15 00:34:53) 
So, it’s a costume party, and the guy went dressed as the Bush administration? 


4.11.6 Porn (2005-12-14 19:16) 


I wouldn’t normally promote a porn site in my blog, because I never look at porn, and it hurts the Baby 
Jesus. But this one is different. 


To start with, there is absolutely no nudity. It is almost totally work safe, depending on your place 


of work. It caters for male and female, gay and straight. And it is the hottest thing I have ever seen on 
a computer screen. Check it out. 


Beaut Jet Apong Y 
acettes eta etite mort 
[1] 


1. http://www. gmbill.com/redirect .php?aff=1049x444 


madslasher (2005-12-14 13:02:09) 
Awesome! I’d been to this site before, forgotten all about it, and then remembered it the day before yesterday, 
and couldn’t find it for the life of me. stop staling my thoughts please. 


4.11.7 Merry Hellmess (2005-12-16 08:56) 


On the bus this morning... tinsel... reggae carols over the PA, enlessly looped... laminated holiday 
symbols blutaked to the walls... awful, just awful... no way out... iPod batteries dead... 
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4.11.8 (2005-12-24 23:21) 


On Thursday 15th I cam home from another days slaving to overcome the 
mistakes of our customers. Actually the number of calls has been pretty 
meagre of late, and I had spent most of the day reading the [1]Rotten Library, 
using Opera in the Oldschool mode to hide the fact from prying eyes. If 
anyone peruses the web access logs they could easily tell what I was looking 
at, but the IT guys here are pretty cool, and they seem to like the fact that 

I use perl on a regular basis. They have to use Microsoft everything, mainly 
because their company has a relationship with Bill’s. NineMSN, dontcha know. 
But anyway. 


I was hanging out with Michelle in the back yard when Mick and Pam arrived. 
They usually do their grocery shopping on a Thursday. We helped them unload 
their bags and carry them in, then we noticed that one of Micks tyres was 
going down. 


Immediately we sprung into action, taking out the tools and the spare tyre 
from the compartment and pouting the jack under the car. Mick drives a large 
black 4WD, but one of the modern ones, the crappy ones. technically it has 
AWD, and it certainly is large enough and has a high cabin, but the jack and 
the tyre lever were pretty crap. The nuts on the wheel had welded on, so we 
struggled for nearly an hour to remove them. In the end Mick was stamping on 
the lever while I searched for a pipe or some thing to extend the lever and 
improve the force, but nothing suitable turned yup. Our neighbour Jim has a 
workshop full of tools, he has a backyard business servicing BMWs, but they 
were out. 


Michelle suggested we wait for him to come home, when he might have an air 
wrench or at least a length of galvanised pipe for extending the handle of 
the tyre iron, and she went off to buy some Thai food for our dinner. 


Pam was in a bad mood, for several reasons. To start with, she has had 
internal troubles for some time. She has always blamed this on 
diverticulitis, the disease whereby faecal matter impacts in your descending 
colon and forms pockets of putrefying infection. She refuses to eat anything 
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which might prevent or cure this, and doesn’t do any exercise, even to walk 
around the block, so it’s realy no surprise. 


Also the recent riots in Cronulla had her going. Pam is a warm and charming 
old school racist at heart, and it burnt her up to see hordes of swarthy 

Lebos invading our nice clean white beaches and provocatively start riots. 
She had been brooding on this all week, and now her worry over the car, 
whether we could get the tyre fixed in time to provide her with mobility, 
combined with her gut pains, was bringing things to a head. 


About those riots - the Lebs are extremely provocative. Anyone who went to 
school or works with any knows what they are like. They have their own 
culture, extremely mysogynistic and arrogant, and they have a bad habit of 
responding to any perceived challenge en mass and with great force. Lebanese 
boys like to brag about owning guns (almost totally illegal in Aus) and keep 
dangerous pets like snakes and scorpions. They are the worst opponents in a 
rumble, because a large group of them will attack one man of the opposition 
at a time and totally destroy him. In fact they seem to do everything as a 
mass. 


The white lads at Cronulla, the surfies, are just as bad in their own way. 
They drink a great deal and hate anything they don’t understand or anyone 
they consider to be looking down upon them. They used to give me the worst 
trouble at school. For all their rhetoric about the peace of surfing, they 

sure liked to spread pain and suffering around. As a nerdy bookworm I was 
often a target of their ire. They enforce strict standards of behaviour upon 
each other, how to dress, how to speak. I remember when it suddenly became 
necessary for them to not wear belts. I think the reasoning was that, if you 
are fit and have a tight waist, you don’t need a belt to hold your trousers 

up. No kidding, suddenly one day they were all not wearing belts and hassling 
anybody who was as a fat looser and of course poofta. I'll leave the 
psychosexual aspects of this reasoning to you, it’s pretty obvious. If you 

tried to explain it to them you would get attacked while riding home on the 
train and get your nose broken. 


So these two elements have been fighting on our beaches, and now nobody feels 
safe and everybody blames the lebs. Pam was especially worked up because she 
listens to a radio shock jock called Alan Jones. He is a nasty, hectoring 

little man with a background as a football coach, and has the most popular 
show in Sydney. His usual style is to present himself as the representative 

of the Common Man, constantly fighting for the good of the "Battlers”, those 
poor but honest people who are "doing it tough” and living on "Struggle 
Street”. This reveals a lot about Australian psychology, where we worship 
failure ahead of success and rush to identify with the lowest common 
denominator. He takes advantage of these traits and wields a lot of clout, 
especially in politics. He articulates the frustrations of ignorant rednecks 
extremely well, so they listen to him to have their wordless fears and tawdry 
desires articulated in a way they never could. This is such an attractive 

option that people migrate to his side, because his black-and-white politics 

are so clearly stated and easy to understand and free of worrying grey areas. 


We started to have dinner, a nice yellow curry and rice, and Pam started 
ranting about the riots. She hardly stopped to draw breath. She told us how 
the evil Lebs had bashed up a girl she knew personally, and given her a black 
eye. Also, the rumour was that the police had been given strict orders not to 
arrest anyone of Middle Eastern appearance, and they knew this and were 
taking full advantage of the fact. Her pinched, bitter face, her constant 
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repetition, and her unconditional trust in every rumour she hear from her 
friends or from the radio, made me sick. So, I shovelled in the food and left 
the table as quickly as possible. 


Big mistake! Pam, now highly offended, started to hector Michelle about my 
behaviour. She had a right to say anything she wanted to say in her own 
house, she insisted. The fact she was sitting at Michelle and mine dinner 

table at the time, ruining our meal, talking politics over dinner, didn't 

matter. It was inevitable, I should have realised. Like the surfers of old 

she responded to any sign of dissent, even my wordlessly walking away, as 
though it were a direct attack, and attacked in return. But not me. She knows 
from experience that she can’t push my buttons, I won’t be caught in a futile 
argument with someone like her. Instead she began to attack Michelle, who she 
knows intimately, who will respond and fight back viciously. 


That’s how it began. They went upstairs and Michelle came down much later, 
totally drained and unresponsive. The next morning she wouldn’t speak to me. 
I knew all through that day they would be ringing each other, they always do, 
only they would be continuing their argument, whatever it was. Most likely 
Pam would be continuously stating her position, both on the riots and on my 
intolerable rudeness, and Michelle would be at first trying to defend me and 
then giving up, trying to weather the constant shower of vitriol, just trying 

to maintain sanity under Pam’s broadside of bitter acrimony. 


Friday night was a nightmare. Michelle as furious, still. Pam was brooding 
upstairs, fuming over some point of their argument, sharpening her own 
rejoinders, and when she was ready she would come down stairs and call 
Michele, who would, as though she had no volition whatsoever, go back 
upstairs with her and fight her to a stalemate. I have no idea what the 
subject was at this point. The few times I have overheard them going at this 
behaviour, it didn’t make sense. Pam would constantly reiterate her position, 
Michelle would usually agree, but something in her capitulation wouldn’t 
please Pam. "Don't you think that...” "It doesn’t seem right...” "I don’t see 
why...” Whatever. 


Finally she must have had her fill, because she came downstairs and 
approached me for the first time since this all began. And, it was all over 

in a few minutes. I explained that it made me sick, and obviously made her 
sick too, to discuss politics and frustrating subjects at the dinner table. I 
agreed with many of her points regarding the culpability of the Lebanese, but 
I had a lot of personal experience of the Cronulla surfers from my school 
days, and I knew that they enjoyed a fight, to say the least. And i 
apologised, profusely and sincerely for rudely walking away from the dinner 
table 2 days before, that started this conflict. 


And that should of been it. We had made up, just like that. Problem solved. 
Except for Michelle. I say she likes conflict, but that could be my father 
speaking. My mother and sister used to argue in much the same way as Michelle 
and Pam. No matter what the subject was, they would just go at it and argue 
back and forwards all day. Their arguments had the same structure, somewhat 
like wrestling. They would have strategic rests to marshall their thoughts, 

and then come together again for another round. They would try different 

holds and throws on each other - the I’m Not Listening, the You Always I 
Never, the Anyone Can See that’s Stupid and the barely legal You Don’t Care 
About me, Look At The State I’m In Now. 


It wasn't enough for Michelle that we had made up. She started n again. How 
could we just make up like that? Why had Pam given her such a hard time for 
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days over something that now seemed so trivial? And lurking unsaid, at least 
in my presence, but I knew it was there - why didn’t she say to me the things 
she had said to Michelle concerning me? 


Ah, isn't family wonderful? Pam and Michelle drifted back upstairs for 
another bout, and I felt myself shrivel up into a little ball and wished I 
were dead. 


So they continued until Sunday evening. God only knows what they were 
fighting about now. Saying things that cannot be unsaid, that’s the worst of 
it. Sometimes Michelle came down and tried to draw me in, but I won’t be 
lead. You don’t cool a reactor meltdown by throwing on more fuel, you can 
either moderate it or wait for it to decay. I didn’t want to get close enough 
to moderate it, which I usually do by injecting some comments so ridiculous 
they make the whole exercise seem futile. So all through Sunday they waxed 
hot and cold, up and down the stairs, conspiring in hushed tones when 
downstairs and then back upstairs to make some louder point. I talked to Pam 
again, apologised. We were cordial, friendly. She agreed that her stomach 
troubles were exacerbated by her anger. 


I was cooking dinner - pasta and beans. I had fried some finely chopped bacon 
with some scallions and was just adding the tomato pulp when Mick shouted 
down the stairs that Pam had stopped breathing and I had to call the 
ambulance. 


I called the ambulance. 000 in our country. They insisted they need to know 
more, as the ambulance headed our way. I ran upstairs to see what condition 
Pam was really in. Michelle and Mick were in the toilet with her, where she 
had had her stroke or arrest or whatever. They said she had started breathing 
again but she was still unconscious. I ran downstairs to tell the emergency 
operator. He advised we put her in the recovery position. I ran upstairs and 
explained what to do. They had her on her bed this time. She was semi 
conscious now. I ran downstairs and explained what happened. They said the 
ambulance would still be required, but it wasn’t likely to be a heart attack 

or stroke at this point. Next I needed to clear a path for the medics. 


I opened all doors between the stairs and the road, and waited on the grass 
verge for the ambulance. They pulled up and dashed inside with some 
respirator gear and oxygen. Upstairs we crowded into the bedroom while they 
applied the trodes. 


It was a faint, they said. She had fainted, possibly because of the heat? 
Everyone looked sheepish, nobody told them the real reason. They explained 
the mechanics of fainting - the blood leaves your head and your brain shuts 
down temporarily. people usually faint in the bathroom because another 
symptom of an approaching faint is a dire need to relieve yourself. They said 
she didn’t need to go to hospital, but she should see a doctor straight away. 
Then they packed up and left. 


I don’t know if Pam deliberately fainted to shock some sense into Michelle, 
but it sure worked wonders. Michelle suddenly regained her perspective. She 
was decent for the rest of the evening, although still somewhat brooding. 


The next morning however some of her bile had returned. She told me before 
she left for work that she couldn’t live like this any more and sometime 

after Christmas we would need to come to some arrangement. Making such 
generalised threatening statements is one of her specialities, but this time 

I wasn’t ready to just let it slide. I myself had had enough. I spent most of 
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the day researching property in Sydney, for rent, in the inner city. There 
are a lot of nice houses for reasonable rents in Marrickville, and 
surrounding suburbs. I like that region, it has a nice vibe. I think that the 
soul of Newtown is starting to drift in that direction, like the magnetic 
pole drifting around the arctic. The Bohemian Pole of Sydney has started 
drifting up King Street, projected to pass through St Peters and reach 
Marrickville shortly. 


It's been a cold week. Michelle has been unfailingly polite to Pam. Pam went 
for a checkup, faecal sample, the cat scan. Everything checked out clean. 
There was blood in her stool, and slightly elevated white cell count, but no 
signs of cancer or even diverticulitis. She may go in for a colonoscopy, to 

see if she has an ulcer or tear, where the blood comes from. 


It wasn't until yesterday evening that we even discussed it. We drove to a 
nearby park and had a lot of silences. I’m still not sure what the future 
holds, but it looked a bit brighter for awhile. I smoked a pipe, she had some 
cigarettes. I apologised again and again, she oscillated between cursing 
herself for her short temper and cursing me and Pam for never giving her any 
peace. 


In many ways this reminds me of a period in our lives when we lived in a 
warehouse studio, soon after we met. Michelle used to succumb to black moods 
which descended upon her with the finality of a guillotine. They seemed to 
shut down every higher function in her brain, leaving only a seething mass of 
resentment and hate. She would sit and brood for hours, sometimes days, and 
later she could never explain what really caused it. It was a bit Betty Blue 

to tell the truth. I’m glad we avoided the tragic ending of that particular 
movie, when she got a prescription for Prozac. I’d always disparaged the SRIs 
before this because of their bad press. I envisaged a world where it was 
mandatory to take them and they would rob every user of initiative and soul. 
They saved Michelle’s life. She would build up to the grand mal seizure of 
rage, and then, pop! She would forget to be angry. later on she would 

realise, hey, wasn’t I pissed off about something trivial earlier today? 

Wasn't that weird, I was angry and then I was not! How can this be? I would 
explain to her that I could do this intentionally, I could snap myself out of 

an unreasonable rage by telling myself how stupid it was, and lots of other 
people could do this as well. She couldn’t understand it.To her a rage was a 
force of nature and the idea of controlling one was as strange as the idea of 
banishing a storm by reasoning with it and telling it how stupid it was to 
rain. 


1. |nttp://www.rotten.com/library 
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Chapter 5 


2006 


5.1 January 


5.1.1 More shit (2006-01-03 15:54) 


I thought the 24th would be a good day. I thought we had it worked out. We 
were free and easy with each other, we did the chores, especially the ones we 
normally would have done on Sunday. The weather that morning was frightful, 
there was a hot wind gusting across the city and storm clouds building up in 
the distance. We went to the pond near Michelle’s workplace where she feeds 
the birds and the eels, we gave them stale bread. The summer heat has 
evaporated a lot of the water, the pond was weedy and dank. The heat blew 
across us in waves. A crow, drawn by the bread and sitting in a tree above 
us, shit on her head. I cleaned it off with cold soda water, she wasn’t 

angry. We went and bought some cat litter and a pill applicator from the pet 
shop. Back home, I used the applicator to give worm pills to the cats we 
hadn't been able to dose with our fingers. One of the cats, with bad teeth no 
less, had bitten down on my finger when I tried to giver her a pill, and 
drawn blood. My finger is still slightly infected. 


Pam wanted to go to Birkinhead point, a local mall. Not such a good idea, at 
this time, but Michelle agreed to take her. I vacuumed the house while they 
were gone. We were planning to go down to Rodd Point later that evening, a 
little spit of land projecting into the harbour near where we live, for a 

picnic dinner. We would have salad and ham rolls. 


The phone rang, it was Michelle’s fathers second wife. Her 2 sons are 
Michelle’s half brothers. Michelle only got back in contact with her 
recently, partly over an issue with her grandfathers estate. She wanted to 
drop in and leave some photos for Michelle. Sure, I said, no problem. 


When Michelle and Pam returned I told her. No, she said, I don’t want her to 
come over. No problem, I said, lets call her and tell her not to come. But I 
don’t want her to come over, said Michelle. Slowly she blew up, stage by 
stage. Angrier and angrier. She tried to explain to me how wrong it was for 
me to have done this, to have invited her over or agreed to see her at this 
time. We spent a couple of hours stuck in this morass of recrimination and 
circular unreasoning. So sad, seeing the harmony crumble. 


They went upstairs for another round of argument, though what this would be 
about I could not fathom. Pam actually called the lady, confirmed what I had 
already told them, that she didn’t want to stay, just drop the photos by. 
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Later that night Michelle announced that she would be good, she would pull 
herself together and not cause any more conflict - at least until Christmas 
was over. Then I guess it would be open slather. We made last minute 
preparations for the next day, taking the ham out of it's net and enclosing 
it in a muslin bag, preparing the esky for the drinks. There would be only 4 
of us. Various orphans had found family or friends they would rather spend 
the day with than us, and I couldn’t blame them. Ken, Michelle’s pop, was 
arguing with his friends who were invited, so they weren’t invited. 


The doorbell rang, it was the lady again, she was just outside with the 
photos. Michelle was in her nighty, so I went outside. As well as the lady 
there was one of her sons, bald as an egg and soft and gay as Quentin Crisp. 
I accepted their photos and wished them Merry Christmas, not inviting them 
in, explaining that Michelle wasn’t dressed. They took this in good humour 
and left. Back inside Michelle was struggling into her dress. She checked 
herself from accusing me of being rude for not inviting them in. She could 

see that I just didn’t care any more. Pam and Michelle huddled over the 
photos, shots of Michelle as a young girl playing with Adam and Justin. They 
asked me over and over, what did she say? What exactly did you say and what 
did they say? I gave as good an account as I could, several times. They had a 
wild and peculiar light in their eyes, especially Pam. 


It wasn’t until late on Christmas day that Michelle explained things slightly 
better. I had to quiz her a lot to get the story straight. Michelle’s father 

was, is, a mean and evil person. Like my mother, and just like her we have no 
contact with him. Pam married him very young and soon after she had Michelle 
she realised she would have to leave him. He would beat her up, steal her 
money, sell anything that wasn’t bolted down, and so on. Strangely it wasn’t 
as though they were desperately poor. After she left him Pam was very poor, 
trying to raise Michelle without help on a woman’s wage in the 60s, but Terry 
always had work and plenty of dough. From the sounds of it he was one of 
those types who keeps his women in line by always acting crazy and mean. It 
didn’t work with Pam. One legend has it that he was stirring things up one 
day while Pam was cooking. He threatened to hit baby Michelle in her high 
chair, and Pam whirled around and threw her chopping knife at his head. She 
missed but it thunked nicely into the door right next to his head. He 
disappeared for several weeks after that. 


After he left Pam he married this woman, who was far meeker and milder than 
Pam. He stayed with her long enough to sire two boys, then moved on of his 
own accord. The problem with this woman, the reason Michelle and Pam don’t 
trust her, is based on this. She is meek, compliant, but sneaky, twisty, and 
they don’t trust her motives. Why is she calling us now, why does she want to 
meet and speak with us? Forget the season, forget the spirit of Christmas, 
they don’t believe it has anything to do with that. They would be more likely 
to trust her if she called at any other time. It is entirely likely that 

Terry has ordered her to check up on us. This I didn’t know. Now what the 
consequences of this might be I can’t say. We haven’t heard from Terry since 
his mother, Michelle’s gran, died. 


Christmas Day was mighty hot, well over 30 degrees C, but not too humid. We 
set up the table under the eaves in the back garden and had lunch together. I 
pulled myself together from all the stresses, suppressed my natural urge to 

run away screaming, and pretended to have a good time. One of these days I 
want to spend a Christmas with some real friends, not watching old people 
mumbling into a too-large heavy meal in the stinking heat. We were gracious 
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and cheerfully fake for Pam and Ken's sake, and then it was all over. Another 
year done. It’s so good, usually when Christmas is over. 


That afternoon we finally got a chance to sneak down to Rodd Point for a 
quiet smoke and to watch the sun on the harbour. Michelle has another 
frustration now, her mother never leaves the house. Despite her recent 

illness she is mobile, but se has worries. Se has an old cat, over 20 years 

old, which is very senile. It needs to be manually placed into the litter 

tray several times per day. This triggers a reflex memory and it uses the 

tray, otherwise it forgets and just lets go wherever it happens to be lying. 

It’s in good health otherwise, but Pam is so fastidious and can’t bear to do 
anything logical like locking it in the bathroom briefly while they go out. 

This in turn annoys Michelle, because while Pam is home there is always the 
risk of another fight. Pam creeps down the stairs mewing ”Michelle? Michelle?” 
in a sickeningly querulous voice, then starts pushing her buttons if she’s 
home. I say this means we need to get out a lot more too, but that isn’t what 
Michelle wants. She wants Pam out, Michelle and me home alone. Fat chance. 


Monday and Tuesday Michelle brewed and brewed the bitter tea of frustration 
with her mother until she was practically gibbering with frustration. I did 
what I could, dragging her out of the house whenever she would let me. Things 
got really bad on Tuesday. My brother was free, his soon-to-be-ex wife has 
taken their children and flown up to visit her mother in Queensland. We 
arranged to go and visit him at home in the morning. When i called to check, 
he was actually at the home of his new girlfriend and said he would be at 
home later. 


So we arrived at his house, but he wasn’t in. When we called he was now at 
his shop, a pawn brokers in Bondi Junction, with Maureen. Michelle naturally 
started to freak out. We drove to the junction, there were only 30 minute 
parking spaces available because of the post Christmas sales. We grabbed one 
and ducked into his shop. Maureen turned out to be a very skinny young woman 
wearing a white tank top and a lot of eye liner. Martin was setting her up 
with a mobile phone from his stock. He showed us his latest acquisitions - he 
recently bought outright, not accepted on pawn, several large crates of Star 
Wars figurines. The angry mother of a young geek dragged her son into the 
store and forced him to sell them all at bottom dollar. Martin was fixing to 
sell them individually on Ebay. He said there weren’t any rare ones but there 
was still a tidy profit. He dragged out a box of costume jewellery which kept 
Michelle occupied for awhile, but she wasn’t really interested. His stock 

tends to be flawed in some way. His gadgets always have some minor but 
annoying broken function, so that for instance a laptop might have a single 
key which sticks, or a phone might work but the sim card comes loose if you 
shake it. I never accept or buy anything from him any more, I’ve wasted too 
many long hours debugging his stuff. Plus, there’s always the chance 
something was stolen. Not that everything he has is worthless, my iPod came 
from his shop and it works very dependably. 


We had to go and move the car, so we drove around looking for a place to 
park, with no luck. All the vultures had swarmed to the area to fight over 
cheap Manchester and shoes in the department store sales, so we couldn’t 
stop. Michelle was freaking, her eyes had that cast reminiscent of Margaret 
Thatcher now, sort of manic, too wide. Time to take control. I bullied and 
cajoled her across town, to the fish markets. We ducked in and bought a kilo 
of prawns and some sauce, then hopped over to a park in Glebe that was nice 
and open. I sat her down under a tree and made her eat prawns until she felt 
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better. I talked her through her frustration, her anger with Martin for 
changing plans without telling anyone. 


Now the next day she went back to work. I was still on holidays. There were 
many things I wanted to do, but I was too exhausted to bother. I spent the 
whole of Wednesday flopping around the house, socialising with the cats and 
reading books. I made a very bad error. I left the bag containing the used 
cat litter sitting on the front veranda next to the litter box. I changed the 
litter, but I didn’t put the used litter in the bin outside. Michelle had 

said she was going to be a little late, because she was going to her gym. 
Guess what - she wasn’t late. Before I could rouse myself to cover my tracks 
and put out the litter, she cam home.And erupted. How could I? Blah blah 
blah. Litter, dirty socks on the floor, books everywhere, whatever, she went 
off. I was sick of appeasement by this time so I just ignored her and let her 
rampage. She went upstairs, she came downstairs. She yelled and cried. 
Whatever. I watched DVDs o the Prisoner. Somewhat relevant, I thought. The 
Prisoner struggles to maintain his individuality in a world which tries every 
possible strategy to normalise him. I can relate. 


The next morning, Thursday, she was still furious. I continued to ignore her. 
Most of the day I spent researching real estate in Marrickville. I sent in 
some queries to agents about particular properties, enquiring about keeping 
cats and the floor space. I also went out and bought a mobile phone. I hate 
the things myself, but they are essential when you need to co-ordinate 
something like moving house. 


After running through the usual sequences, like an atom, energised by an 
incoming neutron, which decays and throws of a somewhat predictable sequence 
of particles, Michelle quietened down, but she was still radioactive. We 
reached a truce that night, or seemed to. Perhaps she saw the phone and 
realised what it means. The last time I bought one was when dad got sick. She 
knows how I think, I have a tendency to ruthless logic when the situation 
demands it. Good in emergencies. Also, she wanted to go to the Sounds of 
Seduction party on NYE. I played it cool, apologised where necessary, 
especially for the litter thing. It was funny, she tried to tell me how 
disappointed she was that she couldn’t trust me, it was ludicrous but the 

fact I had planned to bin it just before she came home seemed to be the worst 
thing. Whatever. 


Friday came and went. Michelle was late home, she had to coach a friend of 
hers who wanted to do a job interview. Saturday dawned hot an clear, with 
Sunday predicted to bring record temperatures. Damn, I hate the heat. There 
was work to be done. I needed to maintain Michelle’s improving mood. The best 
place to be on a hot day is at the movies, so I dragged her to Burwood mall 

to see Harry Potter IV. These movies are starting to honk me off, the 

characters are just too dumb. They have amazing powers and hardly any 
imagination, they can barely think what to do with them. The only thing I 

like about them now is the texture, the details, the costumes and the 

interiors of Hogwarts. 


Amazingly her good mood lasted and it looked like we were actually going to 
negotiate the afternoon and attend the Sounds. Because of the heat I wanted 
to go in jungle explorers drag. It wasn’t fancy dress, but if you can’t dress 

up for NYE then what is the world coming to? I wore white linen trousers, 
cream linen short sleeve shirt cut in safari suit style with the military 

pockets and seams across the chest and shoulder, also a neckerchief a’la 
Charlton Heston, and topped it off with a pith helmet which Michelle gave me 


250 


many years ago. I also wore my antique glasses with small round hornrim 
frames and gold wire arms, which are might uncomfortable but looked much more 
realistic. The hooks which curl around your ears seemed to be irritating a 
small rash behind my right earlobe which had appeared a few days before. 


Pam was starting to try and guilt trip Michelle, how dare she make her worry 

so much, don’t you know the Lebos will be out looking for trouble, don’t 

stand out, don’t go etc etc. The funny thing about Pam is, she worries and 
condemns us for making her worry, but she doesn’t offer any alternatives. 

That bothers me. If I want someone to not do something I would always try and 
offer an alternative more interesting than the verboten behaviour. She was 
watching TV obsessively looking for news reports and flinching every time 
someone let off a firecracker outside. She didn’t even step out onto the 

balcony to watch the 9PM fireworks when they went off. Sick. 


We made our escape and caught a cab to the venue. It was already jumping. The 
crowd was mostly hard core Sounds of Seduction junkies, and the regular crew 
from the movie nights at the Annandale. It was so hot! We were at 
Headquarters, a seedy little pub, one of the last of the gangster pubs on 

Parra road, an early opener. I cruise past in the bus each weekday morning 
and see the lifers standing around outside wiping their lips and walking up 
and down in slow motion waiting for it to open. There was no aircon, ad only 
one fan behind the DJ. Still, we all mucked in and danced up a storm. Jamie 
and Aspa play cheesy 50s and 60s dance music, really fun music, evocative of 
a more innocent time. It works a charm, makes everyone relax and forget their 
inhibitions. Even Michelle got up and grooved a little. 


The only problem was, the heat and the hat and the dancing and the little 
tiny dose of speed we took before we left home all combined and I started to 
get heat stroke. Usually I only get this when working outdoors in the sun. My 
brain overheats, I get a headache, and parboil my cranium. My vision starts 
to blur, and it takes forever to cool down. But it didn’t ruin the night, we 
kept going until 2AM and then caught the bus home. All in all an excellent 
night. 


The news the next morning was that temperatures would peak over 40 degrees C, 
and quite likely break some records during the day. We prepared by closing 

all windows and shutters, watering the garden early and then going back to 

the mall to shelter in the aircon. We saw Narnia 1 this time. Somewhat 
disappointing to me, but it was far more aimed at children than Harry Potter. 

I suspect at least some of it was shot in Australia, sometimes I saw Morton 

Bay fig trees growing in what was supposed to be the English countryside. 

Most of the mall was actually closed, and there was a huge crowd of people 

all of whom had the same idea as we did. They were actually assigning seats 

in the cinema, which was unusual. 


The streets were deserted as we drove home, and the heat was unbearable, like 
the blast from an industrial hand dryer. Concrete blocks in the divider up 

the middle of the City West Link had expanded and pushed themselves up in 
inverted Vs. There was a little bird in the middle of the road near our 

house, dazed with the heat, standing in the middle of the lane gazing 

straight up and snaking it’s head from side to side with beak open, like a 
charmed snake. We could barely stand the short walk from the car to the 
house. Meggsie, our outside cat with a thick shaggy fur coat, was panting, 
mouth wide open, and desperate for relief. We let her and Mozart inside and 
started sponging them down with wet cloths. It only wets the tips of their 
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fur, and then evaporates and cools them immediately. They love it in the 
heat, and I suspect cats do the same to their kittens. 


We were invited to J and A’s house that evening to see a few special import 
disks they had just received. I also brought them a copy of disk 1 of a 

series of DVDs I’ve been making, of the best of the Prelinger archives. Their 
place was about the same temperature than ours, so we spent the afternoon 
lounging around watching these videos. They turned out to be compilations of 
those shock video snippets people pass around by email, but good ones 
nonetheless. There are some underground sources which compile them with menus 
and release them regardless of copyright or ownership. Aspa cooked up some 
octopus in sweet chilli sauce, and we chilled out until the southerly buster 
started shaking the roof. By the time we left the temperature had dropped 
back below 30 degrees, and a big wind was blowing all the dead dried leaves 
off the trees and bringing down. We stopped for a smoke down at Rodd Point 
and watched the helicopters hunt someone with searchlights around Rozelle. 


That rash, which started on my right earlobe, was actually the first sign of 
an attack of eczema. The next day, Monday, it flared up into a full body 
attack. At first I thought it was prickly heat rash, and put on some 
antiseptic cream, but the symptoms were familiar from past attacks, and when 
the little blisters started forming on my forearms we got out the calamine 
lotion and I popped a antihistamine. I spent most of the day trying to not 
scratch myself, while fending off Michelle and Pam who, now solicitous and 
concerned, were doing double tag team with the nostrums and remedies. God 
help me if I ever get really sick around these two, so I can’t defend myself. 
The tiny vesicles rose on strips running down my arms and legs, and I also 
developed a swollen rash across my face, stretching from the ears down my 
cheekbones to my jaw, like shaving rash. Luckily I don’t need to go back to 
work for another couple of days. The supposedly non drowsy antihistamine 
rendered me practically comatose, so I dozed through most of Barbarella at 
the pub. 


And so the last few days of my holidays will pass, and then back to the 

grind. The developers will have something for me to see when I return to the 
office, and I need to gear up for the mental battle of testing their product, 
finding bugs, proving their bugs, proving they were not requested features 

and were covered in the development app, and generally wrestling them to the 
ground. Michelle is back at work today. I’m slobbing around the house once 
more, though being ultra careful not to trip up and leave any evidence this 
time. 


Obviously something needs to be done, but what? This eczema has snapped them 
out of it, at least for the moment. I usually develop this in times of 

stress, and it’s never been this bad before. My face is starting to crack 

like crocodile skin, Pll need to go to the doctor later for some hormone 

cream or something. It’s an autoimmune response, my immune system is 
attacking my skin. Cellular suicide from the inside out. 


Michelle is not likely to change herself. Outside influences change her, but 
her inability to control her temper and avoid fights with her mother is a 
classic sign that she doesn’t believe in self control. She’s always ready to 
advise me to change, and I have, I’m unrecognisable to the me from 20 years 
ago, or even ten. So I can’t believe her when she says she will draw a line 

in the sand and avoid 


I’m tired. All the things I want to do, all the things that should be done, 
it’s like trying to sew in a tornado. At J and A’s house one of the Prelinger 
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videos we saw was The Empty Life, the story of an engineer troubled by 
boredom. It's a great movie, very noir, full of side plots and details, as it 
illustrates all the ways that people fuck up their lives trying to cope with 
boredom. I think by “boredom” they meant ”frustration”. His wife was a shrew 
who wanted to tell him every detail of her housework but guilt tripped him 
into passing up a dream job when his boss offered it. He had made massive 
concessions to her, such as not working in his garage because she didn't like 
it when his hands were dirty, and losing his friends because they were 
uncouth. I can relate. I had plans for this holiday. I was going to write, 

flesh out some story skeletons I’ve been carrying around. I also wanted to 
buy a new computer, my old one is 5 years old and feeling the strain. It 
takes a long time to transfer to a new computer. Outside right now the 
peaches are rotting on the tree. The neighbours are scrubbing the fallen ones 
off their path. I was going to make jam this year, Pam especially loved it 
last year, but fuck me if she’s getting any after her behaviour recently. I 
don’t know what IIl do, but I need to work it out soon. 


tboy (2006-01-03 05:38:18) 

almost speechless* *deletes several aborted attempts to say something supportive/relevant/positive * You know 
the point which affected me the most? That you’ve forced yourself to change. Good grief, but you’ve a lot of 
strength. Yes, something needs to be done, and for your sake I hope you make good decisions, and find the 
contentment in your life you damn well deserve. 


carbonunit (2006-01-05 01:59:16) 

Thank you so much, I appreciate your thoughts. You are a good person, it means a lot coming from you. I 
should point out that I don’t regret changing. Change Is Good, right? Well in my case it is, I used to have the 
personality of a Vulcan until I decided to learn how to pass for human, and Michelle has helped a lot in this 
regard. I just want her to also change a little and learn how to manage her mother, because the fallout is killing 
both of us. Things are much better on the home front today I’m glad to report, except I still got the all-over 
dandruff and big red splotches everywhere. Yuk! 


5.1.2 (2006-01-05 12:43) 


It is good to be back at the HappyWerk place again. I missed you cold unfeeling office. I missed you 
abstract glass sculpture in the foyer. I missed you clueless wandering gomers looking for the hearing place 
which used to be here several years ago. 


What, the coffee cart cafe place is still closed? Noes! 
The weather today, and yesterday as well, is amazing. It’s like blessed autumn has defeated the evil 
beast of summer, at least for now, and is healing the land with a soothing balm of misty rain and over- 


cast. Thank you Autumn, you're the best. 


I am feeling Better Now. Better. Now. Yes. 


5.1.3 Compare and contrast (2006-01-08 19:09) 


Check this out: 
Exhibit A: 
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[1] 


This is a letter from my mother. It’s the first thing we’ve heard from her in 
2 and a half years. 


When my father was dying, in 2002, she wouldn’t speak to him, but as soon as 
he died, literally the same day, she jumped in her car and drove all day from 
Bellingen to Sydney. We didn’t realise ’til later that she mainly wanted to 
make sure we weren’t living with him, that we had no important possessions 
stored at his place and had no claim on his house. They were still married, 
although she left him in 1986. It was still the "marital home”. 


Anyway, once she sold the house she disappeared, no forwarding address. The 
only thing she mentioned was that she was thinking of moving to some kind of 
retirement community in Brisbane. 


Pretty soon letters and cards started bouncing from her post office box, and 
that was that. Until a few months ago, when I thought about where she might 
be. I did some experiments with Google, searching for "retirement community” 
and ”prestige” and “luxurious” and ”serviced” and ”Brisbane”. One place kept 
turning up high in the results, and when I looked at [2]the site it seemed 
likely that this was the kind of place she would choose. Individual 
appartments, but plenty of service, and in a wealthy part of Brisbane, the 

city she grew up in. 


When we were sending out our cards for the year we decided to try an 
experiment and send one to her, care of this address. It seems we hit the 
target. 


The text of our card was very simple, considering that we had no idea if this 
was her correct address. We just said, Dear Vivienne, merry Christmas, 
regards Matthew and Michelle. Now lets look at the text of her letter in 


reply: 


"Dear Matthew, Thank you for your Christmas Card. I need to mention I 
don’t need a card from my son signed ’regards 
Matthew.’ Life is too short to even know sons or relatives who sign 
cards ’regards.’ 


”I know I did the best for you Martin and Helene at the time. I deserve far 
better from you, so I will keep the very many cards I received with wishes 
for happiness all signed with love from my friends, especially the one which 
ends... 'So I want to make sure you know that I am thankful for your caring, 
sharing ways... for being with me through up times and down times you’re a 
wonderful person and I’m so glad, so very grateful that you are in my life’ - 
signed with kisses. This is what I expect from you Matthew. Love from Mum XX” 


This isn’t really a new departure for her, more of an escalation. One of the 
hardest parts of sending her cards or letters was preventing 
misinterpretation of the pictorial subject matter or the text. Pretty much 
everything had to be vetted several times by different people all trying to 
think up ways in which it could be interpreted as criticism. It’s a creative 
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jump for her to take ”Regards” and spin it into an insult, especially after 
the way she disappeared, but perhaps she’s a bit sensitive for some reason. 


On the other hand, consider this: 


Exhibit 


This is a Christmas card from the manager of a company which provides 
point-of-sale systems to newsagents. After our software downloads files onto 
their computer, they open the files in his system and use them to print 
labels and sell magazines. I found this card at the office after returning to 
work. 


He’s a real dynamo in the newsagent community, he runs a mailing list that 
hundreds of them belong to, and was active in their national organisation, 
until he failed to become president or something in their elections. Then he 
quit, and started his own rival organisation. He has a rocky relationship 
with a lot of people in the industry, because he’s a very vocal critic, 
especially of mistakes and dodgy practices of the companies which supply 
newsagents with stock. That includes my company of course, which provides 
data files. I’ve been the target of a few campaigns of his, but then who 
hasn’t? 


Despite this I actually like him for a couple of reasons. To start with, he’s 

a writer. He writes monologue plays, one man on stage, like Spalding Grey 
(except he doesn’t perform them himself), and there are quite a few positive 
reviews of performances of his stuff. 


Also I’ve had a look at his discussion group,and I noticed something amusing. 
Most of the time the posters are just whinging and whining away about 
whatever peeves them on the spur of the moment, and not contributing anything 
about what might be done to fix their particular woes. Except him. He breaks 
into their diatribes about their latest enemy, and tells them exactly what 

they should be doing to improve their businesses, and they ignore him. Or 
nearly all of them do. Once or twice I’ve heard of other agents applying his 
innovations and reporting their success, but most of the posters just 

complain. But he never gives up. Just keeps plugging away, posting links and 
descriptions and explanations of how their industry is changing and how it is 
likely to change in the future, and what the should do to keep up. 


Because of our previous disagreements I could take this card the wrong way. 
But that would be paranoid wouldn’t it? It’s not an insult. There’s a turkey 
sitting at a table with a goose saying ”You know, when you invited me over 

for Christmas dinner, I shat myself!” It’s a bit tasteless, but actually 

rather friendly. I know someone who would immediately jump to the conclusion 
that it implied we were geese, but if so, it implies he is a turkey! And it’s 


always a risk for a professional to send a tasteless Chrissy card, you have to trust the recipient. It’s a 


good card. Much better than the letter. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/82631134/ 


2. |nttp: //www.manorgroup.com.au/index-wm.htm 
3. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/82919348/ 
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gutbloom (2006-01-08 15:28:34) 
That letter from your mom is outrageous. It's perfectly defensive. 


carbonunit (2006-01-09 23:48:20) 
Yep, it sure is. It leaves pretty much anyone I show it to speechless. 


5.1.4 Bye bye Gowings (2006-01-20 14:02) 


Sad news. [1]Gowings is closing down today. I’ve been there several times this week to pick up the 
bankruptcy bargains and have a haircut for old time sake. The shoes were 40 % off and Gowings branded 
clothing 50 % off. I bought enough single colour shirts to last the next ten years. These things are staples 
of my wardrobe, I have old Gowings shirts from 20 years ago I still wear. The barbershop will be okay, 
they already have premises in Market street to move to. 


Nobody is talking about the reasons for the shop closing, because they contradict accepted business 
practices of today. Gowings has quietly and slowly developed over the centuries, usually a single store 
in the city, selling basic good quality clothing to families and especially farmers and country folk who 
would get moleskin trousers and flannel shirts every time they came to Sydney for the Easter show. It 
was especially renowned for the large lawn bowlers uniform department and also for having better quality 
goods than Lowes. 


The trouble really started in the late eighties when my generation started going there for flannel shirts 
and Bonds tees, King Gee shorts and jackie howes, and other grunge accoutrements. They started to 
market to the young hipster crowd, and carry message tees and jeans. In this they were competing with 
a new store called [2]Remo’s in Darlinghurst. Remo was aimed directly at the young, smart, often gay 
shoppers who liked better quality clothing and quirky things which appealed to their minds. They had a 
wide range of unique message tees and lots of interesting stuff, like stripey navy pullovers and Dr Bonners 
soap and old fashioned long woolen underwear. 


The stores existed in a kind of symbiosis for about ten years, until Remo’s went under in the the mid 
nineties (at least as a bricks-and-mortar shop, I was surprised to see the website). The market in wind 
up nuns and retro fish ties just kind of faded away. Remo closed, but then Gowings seemingly bought all 
their stock, because pretty soon Gowings totally renovated their store and started to carry all the same 
stuff! 


For awhile the shop prospered, the lines kind of complementing each other, but I reckon the rot started 
then. The old codgers who bought their wollen cardigans and Bracks slacks once every three years at 
Gowings stopped coming, repelled by all the blonde wood interior and shiny toys, and they were the 
stores bread and butter. Gowings thought they could live solely on the young who were shopping there, 
but they are fickle, they weren’t there for the quality, most of them were there because it was where their 
friends went. They were an echo effect caused by the grunge rockers with shallow pockets who realised 
they could wear the same clothing as their grandfathers and look good. When the echo died down they 
would drift away and start patronising some other outlet. 


The media blames their losses on the fact they bought new shops in Hornsby and Wynyard, but re- 
ally they just turned their back on the old guys. Companies nowadays are obsessed with tuning their 
business models and trying to hunt more profitable modes by just changing everything all the time. 
Really it’s mostly justification for being top heavy with managers, you need more managers when you 
change things and so managers cultivate their own interest by encouraging constant change. 


The shop was full of other vultures picking over the corpse. I didn’t understand why they were ar- 
guing over the prices, until I realised they must be hard core bargain hunters attracted by the smell, 
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who habitually try and get anything they can. I got talking to some staff about what happened, they 
seemed in shock. Especially the old cove in the hat department, who sells me my fedoras. He explained 
how to stop them from wearing through at the point of the crown, you need to grasp them by the brim 
when removing them. One of the staff said that Lowes would have bought out the whole concern, but 
Mr Gowings wouldn't sell the rights to the family name. He would only grant them for $2 million a year 
paid yearly. 


1. http: //www.gowings.com.au/ 
2. [http://remogeneralstore.com/ 


(2006-01-21 02:09:20) 
So sad, Pll miss Gowings. I live in black Bonds t-shirts, and they were the only place I knew that stocked the 
boys sizes. Dang! 


haruspexx (2006-01-21 02:11:04) 
that is me, btw, didn’t realise i wasn’t logged in 


(2006-01-21 10:19:14) 

You must have been tripped up by the security upgrades I hear they have been applying to this site. They were 
always a reliable source of those Bonds products, and also the black cotton long sleeve shirts I’ve worn much of 
my adult life. One of the funniest things I ever found there was a red nightshirt, which turns out to be a totally 
impractical garment - you have to enter the bed sideways, otherwise it rucks up around your chest, leaving one 
cold and simply inviting one to fall into the sin of Onanism! 


carbonunit (2006-01-21 10:28:13) 
The previous comment is mine, I seem to have been kicked off as well. 


5.1.5 Neil Hamburger (2006-01-20 15:06) 


We saw an amazing thing last Saturday, Neil Hamburger live on stage! I’ve seen a tape of him on the 
Letterman show, and he was awesome, but far better in person. His schtick is simple - he dies on stage. 
He shuffles reluctantly out, thick glasses, hair plastered across his head, sad grimace, and a row of 3 
drinks clutched protectively in his arm. He tells a series of terrible jokes while dropping and picking up 
the drinks and punctuates this by loudly clearing his throat into the mike and repeating lame taglines like 
"But that’s my life...” and "Lets get this party started...” and whining quietly as though he is just about 
go postal. This is all done so perfectly it penetrates right through jaded comedy tastes and reaches the 
core. The crowd was screeching, especially when he went into an extended riff, like the one with Ronald 
McDonald, leaning out the 3rd floor window of his mansion, firing Wyatt Earps revolver (from his gun 
collection), at the lifeless body of his daughter, as it sank to the bottom of his burger shaped swimming 
pool. 


Each Hamburger joke has a strict structure. 


"Why did [name of celebrity] [do some unspeakable act]? Because he/she [something hideous]!” 


(2006-01-21 02:03:42) 
I saw Neil Hamburger years ago at a What is Music festival, before anyone really knew who he was. Half the 
crowd was in hysterics and the other half didn't get it and absolutely hated him. 


haruspexx (2006-01-21 02:10:33) 
that is me, btw, didn’t realise i wasn't logged in 
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(2006-01-21 10:22:32) 

It seems his time must have come. The behaviour of ”celebrities” has finally reached such a nadir that nobody 
can deny his act is funny any more. You always have been ahead of the curve. I look forward to your reviews 
of the recent Now Now festival. 


carbonunit (2006-01-21 10:26:59) 
Damn, I seem to have been tripped up in similar fashion. 


haruspexx (2006-01-21 23:45:44) 
I actually didn't make the Now Now festival this year. Too broke :-( 


5.1.6 2006-01-22 1436.08_Orange_things (2006-01-24 08:09) 


[1] re |S oe 
(2)2006-01-22 _1436.08 -Orange -things 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong. 


This ones for [ LJ User: tboy ]. We went to the Annandale hotal pub markets on Sunday and were 
confronted by a vast array of orange things. What is it with the orange things? 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/90350590/ 


2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/90350590/ 
3. http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


tboy (2006-01-24 04:10:15) 

:-). See the flour and sugar canisters? I have eight in that series. Very handy they are, too. Managed to pick up 
another butterdish and a jam/sugar bowl yesterday, in the same series as my plates, which was very satisfying. 
That tray looks all right. And possibly the salt and pepper. Hmm. What sort of price do they fetch at these 
markets? Op shops like to charge 50c - $1. If you do not understand the allure of the orange, then I fear I cannot 
explain it ;-). 


madslasher (2006-01-24 07:01:00) 
He shouldn’t be encouraging you. 
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5.1.7 2006-01-22 1758.46_Crowe_at_the Vanguard (2006-01-24 08:21) 


[1 = 
[2]2006-01-22 _1758.46 -Crowe _at -the -Vanguard 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong. 


Q. Why is Russel Crowe playing at the Vanguard on Tuesday? 


A. Because he is hoping for a quick injection of credibility into the legend that is his life. 


Q. That’s a bit harsh isn’t it? 
A. Not at all. Playing Tuesday is very pretentious. Tuesday is traditionally the province of first-gig 
bands and unsigned young hopefuls. Russ could play Saturday night if he asked for it, although he’d do 


better at the Rooty Hill RSL than a vanue in Newtown. He must have asked for Tuesday as a transparent 
attempt to slather on some quick cred following his all too Hollywood phone throwing etc. 


Q. Maybe he just has other commitments the rest of the week? 


A. Maybe. 


Q. Do you think he knows that the Vanguard was until recently a notoriously seedy aeronautically themed 
gay bar called The Cock Pit? 


A. I won’t tell him if you don’t. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/90350839/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/90350839/ 
3. [http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


haruspexx (2006-01-24 01:32:09) 

Wasn't the Cock Pit a rock venue for a while years ago too? (But called something else) I remember seeing bands 
there, and they had part of a small plane in there, and a row of airplane seats. And because of the type of liquor 
licence they had, they had to have a free nibblies buffet and you were only allowed to drink if you were sitting 
down in your chair. The bouncers would walk around making everyone sit down. 


carbonunit (2006-01-24 05:58:58) 
Sounds plausible. Weird house rules though. Maybe they were licenced as a restaurant? 
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5.1.8 Ghastly (2006-01-24 16:49) 


[1] 
[2]2006-01-23 -1741.16 -Flytrap 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong. 


I left this fly trap in the back garden for too long without emptying it. Now it represents a picture of 
hell, with layers of living flies buzzing around the top, maggots in the middle and stinking black mush at 
the bottom. 


If your stomach can stand it, there is [4]video here. 


I don’t know what to do about it. Perhaps spray it down with insecticide and then empty it, or put it in 
a bag so they suffocate. I don;t want to release the live flies. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/90351156/ 


2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/90351156/ 
3. http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 
4. [http://www.mspong.org/various/2006-01-23_1742.48_Flytrap.avi 


earle (2006-01-24 18:10:37) 

Jesus Christ. That's one of the worst things I’ve ever seen. Presumably there's some kind of vent thing at the 
top. I would pump some kind of insecticide spray at it in large quantities, wrap the whole thing in a bag, then 
throw it in the garbage can. Then wash my hands over and over and try never to think about it again. 


earle (2006-01-24 18:13:16) 

An even worse thought is that you can’t be the only person to have inadvertently caused this situation. There 
must be thousands of these nightmare things scattered around, hanging forgotten in abandoned gardens. I really 
don’t want to think about how the situation would end. 
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5.2 February 


5.2.1 It can only happen once... (2006-02-05 16:25) 


[1 
[2]2006-02-04 -1714.32 Michelle _Goatse’d 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong. 


I goatse’d Michelle. Look at that face! Sorry dear, but it’s inside you now. It’s in your brain, and you 
will never forget. Bwahahahaha! 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/95621099/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/95621099/ 
3. 


http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


madslasher (2006-02-05 06:57:36) 
You captured the moment beautifully! 


flying_blind (2006-02-05 13:46:39) 
Quelle horreur! (True, Goatse can be seen for the first time only once. But then there is the utterly revolting 
[1]tub girl.) 


1. http://www.underculture.co.za/shorts_taste.htm 


earle (2006-02-05 17:19:43) 
pwned 


carbonunit (2006-02-06 21:30:05) 
I think it more of an innoculation. Exposure to goatse is like those cultures that plunge newborn babies into ice 
water to harden their systems. 


(2006-02-07 00:50:02) 
You are a bad, bad, bad, bad man. heh Cheers Matt 


5.2.2 (2006-02-06 14:06) 


We went to see an awesome gig on the weekend. The Thought Criminals was one of the original punk 
bands from the 70s, our friend J used to see them when the cover charge was 50 cents. They hadn’t 
played since I think 1980, so it was a historical gig. 


The audience was mainly a solid contingent of original fans, old punks much the worse for time, with 
a scattering of younger folk who looked pretty ordinary metal types. We kind of slotted in the middle. 
Quite a few of the old folk were still wearing shaven sided hair cuts and were pierced, no belter crests 
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though. Washed out grey teeshirts for forgotten bands were the order of the day. Tony Mott the famous 
photographer walked past, without camera, just there for the music. 


When we arrived they were projecting the old BBC version of Nineteen Eighty Four on the stage. As 
soon as that ended, the screen rolled up and the band stepped out. The base player was wearing a grey 
overall exactly like the one in the movie. They were a 5 piece, with keyboards. They launched into a 
pedestrian 1234 punk song, nothing spectacular. The singer affected a slight british accent. The crowd 
pressed in a little, started to bob. J was behind the bar, ducking into the little hatch there to change 
DVDs fr the back projection. They sterted the next song, a little faster now. Some good moves. Cameras 
were flashing, at least 3 video cameras on tripods were positioned up the back. 


The band hit their stride and really started rocking. It had the old power, the underlying roar of 
strength that punk was buiult on, the casual dispensation of noise, the sense that by just leaping in and 
pouring it out it came from some more genuine place than other music. The crowd started to 

mosh, to pogo. There were 50 year old men and women pogoing and moshing and dragging each other 
around in the typical swirling pattern of outstretched arms and legs that I haven’t seen for years! It was 
uplifting, astonishing, when the realisation hit, these were grandparents, many of them, scuzzy punks 
who had grown up to have families and be nannas and granpas were moshing! It 

reminded me of something my friend Dave used to say, when we were stoned and listening to NIN or 
something, imagine an old peoples home in 50 years time, the activity room full of brain damaged old farts 
nodding along to an antique industrial album, Best of Skinny Puppy perhaps. I always countered that 
old farts would be wanting soothing music, they would be demanding Enya or Cocteau Twins, certainly 
nothing stronger than the Sisters. 


It was a good gig, only marred by the people smoking inside, but then, what were they going to do, 
tell them to stop? They played a song about the UFO attack on flight 767 over Bass Straight, that was 
really cool. There was a beautiful ballad called Love Is All. The crowd was just beaming, especially one 
old punk chick, with a shock of bleached har on top of her head, wearing a huge billowing old stained 
sleeveless teeshirt, deliriously happy so it was wonderful just to see her. This wave of gratitude and 
hope just wafted out of the crowd. They had survived. Punk had not died. It had all been real. Those 
memories were genuine, not some fantasy of a better life. 


haruspexx (2006-02-06 07:46:01) 
damn, you’re making me really regret not going but i’m seriously broke till i get some temp work and couldn’t 
afford it have you seen their entire retrospective CD is available as mp3 downloads for free from their website: 


carbonunit (2006-02-06 21:45:22) 
Pity, you would have liked it. It’s not even a gig we would normally have known about, but we were kind of 
dragged along. 
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5.2.3 Somebody stop me! (2006-02-07 08:40) 


a r 
(2)2006-02-06 -1738.32 _Pam _goatse’d 


Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong. 


I can't believe I goatse'd my mother in law! She demanded it! Michelle hinted about it and told her it 
was shocking and disgusting and she insisted we show her. See the different reaction, too. She told us 
it reminder her of something she saw as a young child... We cautiously asked, what could that be? The 
baboons at the zoo, of course. 

Then, courtesy Mr | LJ User: flying -blind ], Michelle and I had a look at Tubgirl. That one's kind of 
depressing, we find. We can understand Goatse, he has something to be proud of and he wants the world 
to know about it, but tubgirl is nothing but wrong. And, it put us off Baileys Irish Cream for life... 


1. http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/96412243/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/96412243/ 
3. [http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


earle (2006-02-07 00:20:46) 
If there isn’t a site for photos of people being goatse’d, there damn well should be. 


gutbloom (2006-02-07 00:43:17) 
I don't think they have a section for that, but just about everything else goatse can be found [1]here. 


1. http://sam.zoy.org/goatse/ 
carbonunit (2006-02-07 00:49:46) 
There kind of is, if you upload it to Flickr and tag it "firstgoatse”. Try searching for that tag and see all the other 


ones. 


carbonunit (2006-02-07 00:51:13) 
That photo of Michelle I uploaded 2 days ago, I tagged it "firstgoatse” and in 2 days it is the most viewed photo 
in my collection, so this must be a hot meme. 


flying blind (2006-02-07 03:55:10) 
[1]Flickr pool. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/tags/firstgoatse/ 
flying_blind (2006-02-07 04:15:54) 
The "First Goatse” pool is growing rapidly. Someday it may be as popular as Goatse itself. I didn’t vote in the 
great Goatse vs Tub Girl competition, because I’m unable to decide which image I find more repellent. Both make 
good images for punishing bandwidth theft, though. 
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5.2.4 (2006-02-20 16:22) 


Jarek has decided to leave us. He found a better job working for a programming outfit and gave us 3 
weeks. We won't be able to find a replacement in that time, Ill have to go it alone in the interim. 


About 2 years ago I was working in the actual call centre of Network Services, where it was pretty 
noisy. The case load started to grow, and my manager from that company offered to provide an assistant 
from the call centre staff, who would do Network and XIT stuff. They did this in the person of James. 


James was a ferrety little guy both in looks and habit. I didn’t like him at all. He seems to have 
talked his way into the position by claiming very loudly and vociferously that he had done a MSCE 
course, and been cheated out of his actual certificate at the last moment by some dodgy bastard at the 
college. I never saw any evidence of this, he was ignorant of most basic computer issues. But he could 
talk up a storm. He had archetypal cockney speech patterns, but an Aus accent, and used to regale his 
friends with stories of the rough life out in the western suburbs where he lived. The most disgusting thing 
he used to do is not bathe, and apply loud, long spritzes of deodorant while sitting at his desk, shoving 
the can inside his shirt and blasting away so clouds of sweet smelling vapour mixed with volatised BO 
would drift across the desks. 


For a few months he engaged in the usual subterfuge guys like him are good at - loudly complaining 
about the difficulty and brain bending complexity of his work, walking around briskly carrying sheaves of 
paper, very formally "consulting” with me about everything, which usually resulted in me fixing the issue, 
rinse and repeat. He had this vision that tech support was a kind of nirvana which could be attained by 
cleverness and guile, and in a way he was right. It can, but if your cleverness doesn’t extend to actually 
understanding the problems and solving them, eventually you will fall down. 


When I started getting impatient with him, and started answering his questions by giving clues which 
revealed how little he understood, he wasn’t phased. He went to the call centre manager and explained 
that the job was even more enormous than he claimed before, he would need an assistant. In particular 
he wanted Jarek. Jarek was a very quiet unassuming Polish guy who was minding his own business 
answering calls with the others, but James knew something we didn’t. Jarek was also doing a BE in 
computing. 


So James stopped bothering me as often, while he essentially managed his one person team who did 
all the work for him while continuing to answer customer calls. This was cool, but I soon noticed how 
much precaution James took to prevent me from talking directly to Jarek. Especially one day when my 
sharp ears caught James telling Jarek directly not to ever speak to me because of some obscure reason, 
like I was some kind of ogre who only James knew the magic spell to tame. Jarek just went along with 
this, although I could also see him wincing when James would reveal his astonishing ignorance. 


Immediately I started taking every opportunity to email direct to Jarek, and his replies revealed the 
extent of his skills. I tried as much as possible to circumvent James, which made him nervous, but he 
couldn’t do anything about it at my end. For awhile it was fun to ask Jarek to do something, then he 
would, and then James would become aware of it after the fact and run around trying to find out what 
happened without putting his foot in it and looking stupid. This might have provided the stress that 
pushed him over the edge. 


One evening just as I was leaving I noticed that James was having an argument with the call centre 
manager. They were getting very tense and heated. The manager was a tough Scot so it was a definite 
possibility they would get physical. Not surprisingly the next day James was gone. It turned out that 
he had tried to secure his position by using chutzpah, demanding that they give him a raise and put him 
on EDI support full time. The manager wouldn’t have that, so he tried bluffing, threatening to quite his 
highly important and technical job. Big mistake. The manager didn’t have a clue about what a luser he 
was, he still thought James was some kind of expert, but he wouldn’t be bluffed anyway. 
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It didn't take much persuasion to get them to employ Jarek as the full time EDI bloke for Network, 
and he was great in the role. It was natural that we would lure him away when the time came to expand 
the XIT helpdesk. He caught on quickly and his intense Polish personality, which sadly kept him in the 
background under James, has proved invaluable in this role, which involves talking to absolute morons 
on a daily basis while untangling whatever mess they have made from their setup. 


madslasher (2006-02-20 08:59:41) 

Wow. I remember the day James got fired. If I recall, Doug actually had him escorted from the office. It’s sad to 
see Jarek leaving - he's a top bloke, and won't be easy to replace. It seems we're losing all of the good ones right 
now, and yet we can't seem to get rid of any of the fuckwits. 


carbonunit (2006-02-20 23:41:18) 
You might be losing even more soon - keep this under your hat, but we are considering offering the job to Jarna. 
She isn't technically trained, but she has the far rarer and more important spark of intelligence. 


madslasher (2006-02-21 08:36:42) 
Yeah, I can see why she’d be your first pick. She picks up almost everything amazingly quickly, so the tech stuff 
should be no worries for her. 


5.2.5 (2006-02-21 11:43) 
Starting to get bored here. Very bored. Boring boring la la la. 


My days are very boring. Every day, if I leave the house at the right time, a BMW motor bike 
passes by with the radio loudly playing 2BL talk radio. The house next to the bus stop was knocked 
down a month ago and they are rapidly building a new house on the block. Two stories, very large. The 
local council regulations prohibit building dwellings which have more than half the area of the block as 
floor space, and this house is way over that. We had problems with the council when we extended our 
house. They either have changed the rule, reinterpreted it so they only count the ground floor (and even 
then this house would be pushing the limit) or the builders greased some palms. The two houses across 
the street are also being knocked down. 


There is a guy who lives just up the road from the stop who catches the same bus. He wears a 
full suit every day and checks his email while waiting, on a PDA. His house has been for sale for about 
6 months. The bus driver always tries to talk to him. 


At the next stop we pick up a lady who wears large chunky jewellery. A man walking some liver 
hounds is always trying to chat her up every morning. Her body language is very defensive, even after 
at least 3 years of this, she never faces him directly and averts here eyes. At the next stop again we 
pick up a funky looking lady with neat retro cats-eye glasses and 40s hair, dressed in secretary drag but 
pushing the style to the limit of respectability with a lot of colour like red pumps and print blouses in 
70s colours. She gets a send-off from her smiling scruffy looking boyfriend who walks back up the hill 
and waves to her. 


We used to pick up an older Italian lady who made a point of remaining standing and crossing 
herself and genuflecting rapidly as the bus crossed the beam of holiness pouring up the nave and out 
the door of the Catholic church, but she has been missing for some months. In Haberfield we always 
have to pause halfway through the turn onto Ramsay street for Margaret, who is always late and has to 
flounder across the road before us in an undignified dash. Margaret is a strange crazy lady. Before I 
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learnt her name from a tag on her backpack I called her Love Lady, because of her tacky earrings, metal 
hearts with the word LOVE spelt out and dangly chains of beads. She is short and tubby with the build 
of a born shot putt champ, and a face like a bulldog, with deep frown creases running down her jowls 
and either side of her mouth. She wears bright colours and badly matched, and she favours shorts in 
all weathers, the kind of clothes an 11 year old tomboy would favour. I remember when she tried to 
cultivate a friendship with an intensely shy young Italian lady who was too polite to do anything except 
try not to react to her advances. I don’t see that one any more. 


Down Ramsey street we pass the incomparable Puddefoot Scrap Metal, an outfit I have nothing 
but admiration for. They run a scrap metal dealership from a suburban house. They have 3 trucks of 
various capacity, all well cared for, which they park on the street, and a couple of trailers. Commonly 
one sees a trailer full of water heaters (copper) or old oil drums (steel) but they don’t turn their nose 
up at industrial sinks (stainless steel) flashing from old roofs (lead) or even mufflers (???). They are 
professional, they engender none of the mess and pollution that you usually see coming from such a 
business. They move the trucks around, so as not to inconvenience their neighbours. They are busy, 
they have new stuff coming in every day. They accept nearly everything. They even extract aluminium 
chassis and copper transformers from consumer electronics they find along the road. I wish they would 
set up shop in my street, I would go and visit them every day! 


Somewhere along this street we also often see the local bag lady. She wears black tights and a 
black lycra top, and has a mass of steel grey hair which is growing into a single giant dread. Her bags 
are huge stuffed garbage bags which spill out from a shopping trolley. Usually she slowly pushes this 
heavy load along the street, resting in each bus stop. The limits of her domain extend up the hill and 
over Parramatta road into Marrickville. 


There are some good characters near the corner of Ramsay and Norton street, especially the pot 
bellied old lady with the slack jaw who rides a very short distance up the hill, one stop only. She might 
be from the old peoples home there. You can see in the windows, the common room, full of square tables 
all set with breakfast things, overloaded really because the old people love their cutlery and cups and 
things. I guess they think it’s classy, to have as much stuff on the table as possible. 


Around the corner onto Norton street, and there she is, Frank Zappa’s grandmother. She has 
the shock of afro frizz hair, the same long, deeply lined face, and the same magnificent dark crescent 
shaped moustache. She wears widows weeds and doesn’t actually catch our bus, but I always like to see 
her. 


I don’t usually notice any other characters along Norton street. The area has become very trendy 
recently, with all the new units, the Forum development and all, so they are mostly anonymous young 
professionals in different-but-identical garb. Boring. Also, usually the bus is nearly full at this point. 
Time to tune out and pretend I don’t exist, try and ignore whatever noisome cough or smell the person 
sitting next to me is producing. 


Parramatta road always provides something interesting to see. It’s a concentrated strip of retail 
and industry in notoriously old shopfronts. Here and there, address numbers drawn in red neon mark 
discreet brothels. There are old garages full of reconditioned food prep gear. Just down the hill from 
Norton street, a cluster of guitar ships and other musical gear. There is one shopfront which recently 
became someone’s home. My instinct tells me they are interesting folk. How do I know? Well, I walked 
past one weekend and noticed the blanket curtain was folded back at one corner, revealing a wall made 
from milk crates full of records. Also, the window is stuck with dozens of colour prints of photos of 
underground tunnels, and one especially which shows a man standing in a huge steel pipe, drawing the 
Cave Clan lightning bolt symbol in the dark using a candle. 


Onwards, down Parramatta road, not stopping now because the bus is usually full. Someday I'll 
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document some of the institutions on that noble strip. Especially the awesome new [1]Deus Ex Machina 
(warning: Flash], temple of motorcycle worship and cafe. And, the scary murals of giant jesters on the 
facade of the antique shop. And, the creepy, battered, mysterious milk bar of doom. 


The final leg from Central up through the city passes very quickly. I usually get off outside the 
Queen Victoria building. Now a temple of shushy retail, but once a warren of little offices where my 
father once worked. I remember he used to tell me of visiting the first delicatessens in the city at 
this time, buying exotic foods for lunch such as ”yoghurt”, which he mixed with unsweetened Polish 
blackberry jam. He was working as a draftsman for the Electricity Commission then. His office was 
right up behind the big fanlights which now let light into the transept. 


At the intersection of Park and George street they often have some kind of promotion. ‘Tourists, 
backpackers or something, do soul crushing stunts such as wearing banana costumes, or a business suit 
but carrying a surfboard under their arms, or even dressed in a nappy and chained to a lamp-post in mid 
winter one time, to promote a movie. Recently a Pom with a loudhailer appeared, reeling out a constant 
speil of Christian dogma. Because of his strong Scottish accent most of what he says is unintelligible. 
The only words that remain are the constant refrain "You're either a sinner or a winner” and occasional 
Christs and even Yahweh, haven't heard him mentioned for some time! Another interesting presence is 
the Falun Gong devotees handing out their free newspaper, the Epoch Times. This 6 page broadsheet 
has a good mix of well written news stories, and the payload, a double page spread editorial, usually 
critical of the Chinese government in some way, rehashing some event in the history of the Revolution. 


Tune in next week for 10,000 words on my daily lunchtime routine! 


1. http: //www.deusexmachina.com.au/ 


(2007-06-11 09:16:45) YNjcjmjkcpfTD 
dfgfdhgsd 


5.2.6 Heh (2006-02-21 13:36) 


5.3 March 


5.3.1 (2006-03-14 16:34) 
Yes, I know I’ve been quiet. Mostly working, and thinking. 


Just breaking the lurk to post a quick link to an article that should be read and linkied widely - [1]about 
endogenous retroviruses and evolution. 


1. http://loom.corante.com/archives/2006/03/13/the_sixtymillionyear_virus.php 
5.3.2 (2006-03-15 12:56) 


Q: Why are so many left wing political parties around the world hiding, and refusing to attack beleagured 
right wing parties currently in power? 


A: They don't want to get stuck cleaning up the mess. 
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5.3.3 (2006-03-20 08:38) 


First day in the new digs on Goulburn street, the Civic tower. For many years I was aware of the base 
of this building, which was all that existed. It’s a kind of upside down pyramid, in ridged concrete. A 
transparent attempt to hide a Masonic symbol by inverting it. It loomed as a architectural carbuncle in 
a forgotten corner of the city near Central. It was built in the seventies, but the planned tower rising 
from this base wasn’t built until a few years ago. 


The lifts require a proximity card, so I now carry an RFID, or "arphid” as Bruce Sterling calls them. You 
need to wave it at the keypad and then select your floor. The smart lift system is meant to calculate the 
optimum routes for each car, and the little screen and robot voice state which car to take. No buttons 
inside the lifts. 


The view is awesome, in one direction we can see all the way between some buildings to North Head 
across the harbour, in the other out across Surry Hills and Centennial Park to Botany Bay in the dis- 
tance. Every time I look out I see another landmark - the incinerator stack from Alexandria, when I used 
to live nearby - the row of terraces where Luke Dearnley used to live, across from the Federal Police, 
where Michelle and I went to a good party - the Imperial Slacks building, where experimental music 
performances are sometimes held. We are just across from the huge World Square towers too, which 
loom as high above us as we are above the ground, so there are weird perspective effects when looking at 
them. 


Of course the phones aren’t connected, and my attempt to transfer the calls on Friday failed because the 
movers came in and started hustling me out the door before I could leave, so I have to retrieve all the 
calls from the message bank. 


I went and dropped in on Simon at Enthusiasms, the record shop. I explained my plan to come once a 
week and purchase an album on his recommendation, anything he believes I need to hear. He sold me a 
double album of trip hop tunes, looks interesting. 


After work I headed for Martins shop, to see his new pad. His boss Neville offered him to move into a flat 
he owns above the store. The entrance was a dingy door next to the shop, the sort of thing you would 
never even notice unless it was pointed out to you. Inside was weird stairs, wedge shaped and rising to 2 
doors set at angles. Martins flat is not actually above the shop, that belongs to a French student at the 
moment. 


The flat is a beautifully dilapidated place, formerly inhabited by a very old man and his several girl- 
friends. There were a lot of old man touches, like a couple of nails driven into the picture rail labelled 
"Large plastic bags” and "medium plastic bags”. There was a broken stereogram with an album of Aus- 
trian opera music on a turntable with active pickup but no power, we had some fun spinning it by hand. 
The floor is wood and worn lino and painted lime green. There are picture rails in every room. The 
staircase was surmounted by a skylight, but this opens into the top storey, as though that had been 
added at a later date. There was hideous dirty woollen carpet with a pattern of roses. There was an 
Early Kooka gas stove in the kitchenette, disconnected though. The burner for the oven is a gas jet which 
blows gas over the ceiling of the box, which is like an iron egg carton. You could grill by putting your 
toast and cheese on the top rack. There is a front balcony looking down on Oxford street. Clothes lines 
run down the hallway and across most of the rooms. 


Neville is renting it to Martin at $100 a week plus he must renovate the place. He has signed a 6 
month lease already. I gave him some tips, such as, not trying to remove the paint before painting, it’s 
too much work. Also, there are moulded plaster ceilings which require a bit more care. He thinks he 
can do this at the same time as working. I wish him luck. He seems positive about this move. I’m 
only worried that having his children in such disgusting surroundings would be an issue. Especially with 
Harry and the balcony. He might need to fence it in. 
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5.3.4 2006-03-15_0706.12 Sunrise (2006-03-21 08:05) 


[1 
[2]2006-03-15 -0706.12 Sunrise 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong. 


I love this city sometimes. 


http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/114038203/ 


1. 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/114038203/ 
3. 


http: //www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


haruspexx (2006-03-21 09:15:34) 
that's so beautiful 


5.3.5 (2006-03-23 08:41) 


Another round of testing at Hansen today. Trevor couldn't make it, and Brett didn't want to go, so it 
was just me. I ordered a taxi early today and got there early. Stan wasn't in yet but Robin and co were 
setting up. 


They ran through the problems we uncovered during the last round of testing, and showed a lot of 
improvement. The only potential issues remaining are the fix for the API. They have created an exe- 
cutable alongside the java JAR file, which can be run as a DOS program. It runs and dials and returns 
any output created during the dial. The POS can display the output itself, and analyse it for errors and 
reports. I just hope Brett doesn’t conceive a problem with this. 


Interesting dealing with Stan. He is a sneaky shit, but he just wants to close everything ASAP and 
doesn't think about the consequences. He suffers visibly from frustration when Robin is rambling through 
an explanation. He treats Robin and other programmers with a small amount of contempt, and he loves 
to throw parties and lunches for clients when they release something. I don’t think he likes his job. I got 
some nice photos of the programmers against the server room backdrop. 


The phones were rather quiet in the afternoon, and when I checked I discovered the line had been 
disabled. So I started digging, calling contacts at Telstra, emailing, even Tom Maher at ACP. The story, 
when assembled from pieces, was this: Steve Bowman, the IT manager for ACP, left recently, but just 
before he did, he gathered up a large bundle of service numbers and had them transferred or ported from 
Telstra to Optus. Our number was in the bundle, despite the fact that the only person with authority to 
do that is me. The port went well, and it wouldn't have caused any problem, as our 1300 number only 
redirects users to another number with a Callex IVR menu so customers can select who they want to 
speak to. But, Telstra switched off the IVR, because it was dependant on the 1300 number which they 
no longer held. I got them to switch it back on, but it was pretty stressful all round. Now I need to get 
the 1300 number ported back to Telstra, hope he didn’t get us wrapped up in too onerous a contract. 
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5.3.6 (2006-03-24 08:42) 


We had lunch with Jarek at the Mezz bar today. I bought him a copy of Godel Escher Bach and stuck a 
little dedication plate inside the cover. Brett was dubious about how he would receive it, but he liked it. 
It was good to see the old bludger, I miss him. He is having a lot of yucks at the new company, testing 
their app, a dashboard for companies with complex web presences. It queries several different kinds of 
databases and other programs and gives a live update on their status. They have all the trimmings there, 
dartboard, free drinks, and there are several German speakers. He is also learning Japanese as part of 
his elective degree. 


Brett was in fine form, quizzing Jon about elements of his returns process, most likely in order to take 
customers or try to. He announced that NDD has got Time Warners merchandise distribution contract. 
This is interesting, rumour has it that Time is unhappy with Network. Rod was there, standing in for 
Trevor. 


We invited them back to the office to see the new location. Brett noted how Network and ACP were 
sharing the floor and how close we were. They always seem concerned with how much work I do for 
Network. 


Bought a digital TV tuner box for the kitchen TV. I hate the way it fuzzes in and out and the sound 
blares every time anyone walks through the room. At least with digital TV the static makes the picture 
strobe and pause and the sound cuts out, because a incorrectly received frame is just dropped. 


5.3.7 (2006-03-25 08:42) 


Sounds of Seduction. Was a little worried, at the movies last night Jamie said his movie show on SBS 
had been canned. He has 3 months left to do. He actually said it was a big secret, but then this morning 
we listened to their radio show and he announced it on air. He can’t keep a secret. 


I felt a little nervous, as I often do before these events, but we had a little pill each and felt fine to 
dance and carry on. The pub, the HQ bar, has installed a DJ riser, so they aren’t on the stage any more. 
It does detract from the intimacy slightly. 


”Mal”, the skinny quiet guy who attends most of the movies, was there with his girlfriend, beaming 
from ear to ear! He was so happy, they rarely go out together, and he worked hard to persuade her to 
come. She likes drinking with friends and he never imbibes. She wore an exotic dress of red crimplene, 
awesome. 


The music is always the same set list. Even the professional DJ Diabolik seems to have a very restricted 
playlist. I might see about sourcing some new sounds from the record shops. 


5.3.8 (2006-03-26 08:43) 


Michelle was in good spirits, so we went to the market today. Rozelle in the morning, for a breakfast 
of bacon and egg rolls and carrot juice after our night out. It was my turn to shop today - we notice 
that, if one of us scores lucky, the other doesn’t, we take turns. Michelle spotted me some lovely mottled 
red-brown patent leather shoes and a dark brown hat on one of the stalls, and as they both fit I bought 
them. Then when I was purchasing hand made soaps on another stall, we both saw a beautiful hand 
painted battle scene on canvas, from Bali, hanging over a rail on the next stall. I hesitated about the 
painting, because it’s huge. At least six feet long and four tall. But it’s excellent, fine lines drawn by 
some kind of pen and a lot of detail, in 2 main strips running along the painting. It depicts some kind of 
battle, with warriors in the typical checkerboard pattern sarongs of Bali, which imply they are gods or 
spirits, usually only statues in temples wear those. Ill have to mount it on some kind of board to hang 
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it, using spray adhesive. 


Next we headed for the Annandale pub markets, but there was nothing there of interest except an 
old lady selling cupcakes. I bought an old game I remember from my childhood, called Trouble. 


5.4 April 


5.4.1 (2006-04-06 08:45) 


Michelle went to a hotel in Newtown for a breast cancer awareness and fundraiser. Sounds like she met 
some amazing women. It would be good for her to compare notes with women in the same situation as 
her. Perhaps she should have done something like this sooner after her treatment, but better late than 
never. 


5.4.2 (2006-04-07 08:46) 


It looks like the version 3 client doesn’t work properly until it communicates with the new version of the 
FE server. I arranged with Jon to upgrade the FE server at Network on Monday, at least for awhile. It 
has to be done eventually, so we might as well start now and eliminate any potential problems. 


The movie was good, though sparsely attended. They showed a couple episodes of "Out Of the Un- 
known”, an old BBC series like Outer Limits but with stories by better writers. A bit boring, and 
sparsely attended. Tomorrow they are showing a documentary on bullfighting, but we won’t go. Don’t 
like seeing animals tortured to death. 


5.4.3 (2006-04-08 08:46) 


We decided early this morning to go for a drive out to Bilpin, see if we can find any chestnuts. Last year 
we headed out that way and discovered a farm where you could fill buckets with fallen chestnuts. They 
even had chestnut fed chickens for sale. It would be awesome to cook one with chestnut stuffing. 


Went upstairs before we left to see Bernice off. She has been staying with Pam and Mick for the past 
week. Her daughter Micks sister has been in Queensland looking for a place for them to live while they 
find more permanent accommodation. It’s been a bit stressful having her here, especially when Pam has 
been freaking out. She does this when someone else’s relatives cause any inconvenience for her. 


We started up Victoria road, through Parramatta, then on to Windsor and Richmond. Through the 
shocking ranks of the tract housing estates full of cracker box houses and no trees. I noticed a lot of 
security cameras attached to the outside walls, also the emblems of a female cameo attached to the walls 
around Mrs Macarthur Park were peeling laminated plastic. There are different standards of tracts, some 
have brick houses with ”texture” in the form of faux federation details and carriage lamps, while others 
are 2 story featureless weatherboard homes with no eaves, jammed up against each other with a couple 
metres clearance and not enough yard for even a hills hoist. The signage of fast food franchises looms over 
everything, fat bulging logos in highly polished plastic stacked up tall poles. It gives a truly unreal feel 
to the vista, as though they were rendered models dropped into a photograph. I’d love to do a satirical 
installation of a wire frame house made from blue electrical conduit on a vacant lot, as though one of the 
houses was de-rezzing or hadn’t been fully rendered yet. 


The atmosphere improves as soon as you hit Windsor, a nice old town. I used to walk from the station 
there to the family property at Maroota, sometimes sleeping near the river overnight if I arrived late. 
Once I found 2 kittens playing under the bridge and had to turn back and take them home. They became 
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Mekratrig and Kylie. 


Further, up Bells Line of Road. The temperature dropped as we climbed in the foothills of the Blue 
Mountains. Easy driving, not too much traffic. People do tend to stay home more now, watching their 
DVDs. We stopped at a charming cafe for some apples and fresh raspberries. There was a B &B next 
door, we might stay there for a weekend. The apple stalls were mostly closed, I’m not sure if it is the 
beginning or end of the season. The trees had plenty of apples under them, and we passed many stands 
of young trees maturing under giant stretches of shade cloth strung from poles. There was one place 
offering chestnuts but they were quite expensive and there were too many bogans from bus tours there 
picking apples. 


We drove on through the passes, with great views of the Kurrajong Valley. We stopped for a few 
photos of some beautiful cliffs basking in the sun. Everywhere twisted white trunks and branches of the 
angophoras and gnarled callistemon. We reached an interchange with turnoffs for Jenolan and realised 
we had gone too far, time to turn back or we would reach the other side of the mountains and the plains. 


On the way back we stopped for another photo op and a break. I investigated the bush beside the 
road, and discovered a dumped bag of mercury vapour light globes, most likely from roadside lights. 
Michelle was highly amused when I emerged from the bush beeping with them held up to my head like 
a low budget robot. Pity actually, she was going to go-go dance for me but she was laughing too hard. 


We stocked up on vegies and some jam on the way back, and stopped at a tea garden Michelle re- 
membered from her youth for a coffee. She once stopped there on the way back from Goulburn, riding 
on the back of a friends motorbike, in winter, so she was very cold and in need of a break. They had a 
lovely sloping lawn out the back with an excellent view. Fires were burning out on the plain, north of 
Sydney, perhaps at Maroota. The smoke was rising and hitting the thermocline, seemingly at the same 
height as we were. 


We detoured on the way home, through Castle Hill and down Pennant Hills road. At home Pam and 
Mick were mulling over how to break the news to Ken about his cat. Sonny has had cancer on his nose 
for some time, and they have been treating it by cryogenically freezing it with nitrogen. He has had a 
lot of trips to the vet, and each time the cancer came back. Now his face is swollen and it appears the 
cancer has spread all over his face. Ken won’t be able to deal with putting the cat down, but it is hardly 
eating and it might be incurable. This has been adding to Pams woes. 


5.4.4 (2006-04-09 08:47) 


Spent a lot of time this morning experimenting with the chestnuts we bought in Bilpin. Looked up some 
advice on how to roast them, there were several different methods, all involve cutting the shell and then 
roasting in a hot oven, or a special frypan with holes drilled to allow the flames through. The cut in the 
shell prevents them from exploding, and the nutmeat ends up with the texture of a boiled potato and 
comes away from the hairy skin. Of course none of them seemed to work, and I ruined about 2/3 of the 
nuts. I better try harder with the remainder before we source a serious supply. 


After cleaning we prepared for the knitting at the Mu Meson archive this arvo. I dragged the huge 
bag of wool we have acquired up to Pam to discuss my next project. She wasn’t much help, so we gave 
her the brightly coloured silk wool, spun from the shreds of silk saris, which I can’t use because it’s 
rainbow gay. Eventually decided on a pullover vest from the old pattern book, in brown. There aren’t 
many 8 ply wool patterns in the old books, because it was considered too coarse. Nowadays nobody has 
the patience to work with the fine ply wool, the number of stitches is an order of magnitude more for any 
item. 


We made the usual French onion dip and some cabanossi and cheese sticks and headed for Annandale. 
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Gino the flamboyant gay wasn't there, small blessing. Several of Aspasia's sisters were there, jabbering 
away, as well as the usuals like Maria, Clare, Errin, Megan Spencer. Apparently the Taurabolium showing 
yesterday was very poorly attended and made everyone sick. The movie is a practically unedited doc- 
umentary on bullfighting in Mexico, with unflinching coverage of the blood and gore, the dismembered 
bull carcases, the ridiculous strutting of the matadors. Jack Sergeant has a Hemmingway complex, but 
even Hemmingway denigrated the "sport” in his old age. 


Fascinating stories of Greek family life emerged from the Aspasia’s clan. Apparently they maintain 
the custom of hunting,. they go out after wild boar, and Aspa knows how to slaughter and skin rabbits 
and even tan their hides, but she denied they were cruel, and related how they rescued a piglet from one 
of their kills and raised it as a pet. Aspa was working on her giant white knitted blanket, knitting a 
border directly onto the thing. Errin is doing amazing work on a jumper, the rest are mostly scarves. 


An amazing moment - sitting knitting with, amongst everyone else, Megan Spencer, former JJJ dee- 
jay, and in walks Maynard, another JJJ deejay from the eighties. I used to listen to his weekend morning 
shows. I remember his competition, the Wheel of Whoospie, and how he called Mrs Sinatra in NY for 
an advice segment. One day I called and complained that he wasn’t broadcasting times, I relied on them 
to be on time for work at Franklins, so he spent the 5 minutes running up to the hour interjecting the 
speaking clock into the music. He was there to show a DVD to Jamie, of when he covered a Sounds of 
Seduction for cable Channel V. He wants to do more work with Jamie, now that the SBS Movie show 
has been axed. It was wild, they work well together. There was a great scene of Maynard addressing 
camera with Jamie gyrating behind him flipping this long blond lock of hair around the top of his head 
like a flame. 


Had a few words with Jamie as we were leaving. He has had a lot of offers regarding further work, 
not many lucrative but enough to keep the show on the road. He intends to keep his ugly mug on TV, 
but escape the restrictions they have tried to impose up to now. As I said, he needs to expose Jay Katz 
to the camera, so far he was only allowed to do Jamie Leonarder. 


5.4.5 (2006-04-10 08:49) 


Didn’t go to the movie today, due to the issue of Kens cat. The vet has finally told us that the swelling 
of the animals face is the same cancer as was attacking it’s nose. The can’t won’t recover, radiation 
treatment might extend it’s life a few days, but it has weeks at most to live. Michelle and Pam are very 
tense about telling Ken, as the cat is the only thing he has to live for. The only other things he does 
are drinking at the pub and reading tabloid newspapers and complaining about the state of the world to 
Pam. Michelle was especially worried he might demand that every avenue be explored to extend it’s life, 
and run up a giant bill, and put the cat through unnecessary suffering. 


His mobile phone had died, so I transplanted his SIM into Michelle’s old phone. Pam took it over 
to him as an excuse to tell him in person about his cat. He went very red, but he took it better than 
we expected, no threats of eternal vengeance against the vets and no suicide threats. One thing that 
surprised Pam a lot, he said he would get a new cat immediately after Sonny died. 


5.4.6 A meme to fill the silence... (2006-04-10 14:44) 


[1] [BO00002LRJ.01.THUMBZZZ.jpg] [2] [BO00003TAJ.01.THUMBZZZ.jpg] 
[3] [BOOOO6RJ11.01.THUMBZZZ.jpg] [4] [BOOOO6L5PQ.01.THUMBZZZ. jpg] 
[5] [BO00007SPT.01.THUMBZZZ. jpg] 

[6] [BO00002MQ8.01.THUMBZZZ.jpg] [7] [BOOOOO5DAV.01.THUMBZZZ. jpg] 
[8] [BOOOOEWO3C.01.THUMBZZZ. jpg] [9] [BOOOO00H5J.01.THUMBZZZ. jpg] 
[10] [B000002L9F .01.THUMBZZZ. jpg] 

[11] [BOO003L9DS.01.THUMBZZZ.jpg] [12] [B000026ZEQ.01.THUMBZZZ. jpg] 
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[13] [B000002H58.01.THUMBZZZ.jpgl] [14] [BOOO1ENYE4.01.THUMBZZZ. jpg] 
[15] [B0000645KT.01.THUMBZZZ. jpg] 
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rubber_shirt (2006-04-10 12:18:08) 
Ack your tables in this post are messing up my friend’s page. You've got an extra div tag or something in here. 
HOpe this helps. 


carbonunit (2006-04-10 19:40:03) 
Damn, sorry! It affected me too, but only at home where I use Konqueror as a browser. At work it looked fine. 
No div tags, but the table lacked </tr> tags. It looks good to me now. 


5.4.7 (2006-04-13 10:41) 


I’ve been remiss in not updating my journal in some time. Part of the reason for this is Pm now the 
sole occupant of the help desk, so I have to deal with all calls. But, there aren’t that many calls at the 
moment, on average about 20 per day. It’s not so much the work load, as the stress of dealing with it 
single handedly. It’s soul destroying to think that, if anything goes wrong, dozens of the least intelligent, 
most beligerant customers will immediately start calling me in the retarded belief that the best way to 
get something fixed is to shout at someone. 


Perhaps I’m getting old. Consciously I know that being in these anomalous spaces, like being the sole 
employee of a company that exists as a kind of shared space between three competing media conglomer- 
ates, is always a good thing. It could be a good thing, if I made it. If I could do some training, an online 
certificate, between telling bozos what their username and password is. Oreven just something creative. 
It’s just too hard though, I can’t concentrate before the phone rings again, and if I let the calls go on 
message bank it always causes trouble. So I mostly stare into space or read | LJ User: jwz |’s friends 
page, with my Opera browser set to look like a database terminal. 


Really Pm just dicking around, trying to avoid getting bogged down testing the new release candi- 
date of our software, recently excreted by the development company. The only way to test some features 
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is to jump in the water and install the new server at one of our companies, watch it run. We tried this 
and it crashed for some reason, the new server didn't read an inconsequential variable from the settings 
file. Our developers have this bad habit, if they don't know we are using a feature they remove it or 
break it. 


They say they changed the format of the log files, "slightly”. So there's potential fun. I’ve written a 
bunch of dashboard widgetty things which monitor the log files, so 1 might have to upgrade them to 
handle whatever format changes have been made. The developers claim they have tested the software, 
but when we asked if the new server could be used with the old client they had to go away and find out. 
How could anyone offer up a new server program and a new client and not make it backward compatible? 
Actually, strike that. Once before we actually had to quickly roll out a new server and client that used 
a totally new protocol to talk, so the old client wouldn't do a thing. At the time our users were 800 
of the more forward and technically savvy newsagents, but now it's 1700 and the later generations are 
dummies. 


On the bright side, after we do our regression testing and beta testing and finally roll out the new 
deal, a lot of our problems will go away. One of the most common problems is files which go missing 
because, once downloaded, they need to get saved to a network drive, and the network drive has not been 
connected or dropped out for some reason. The current program doesn’t even check if the destination 
for the files is present, it just tries to save them and fails silently. At least it keeps a local cache so they 
can be reactivated. The new program waves a red flag if the destination isn’t there, and the reactivating 
process is streamlined too. So that’s my dream, but I have nightmares too. In the nightmares a constant 
stream of calls rings to ask, what’s this message, what does it mean, that the G drive, the N drive, is 
missing? What should I do now? We’ll publish more FAQs, we’ll send out email bulletins explaining the 
features, but they don’t read. 


One good thing, we moved buildings a couple of weeks ago. For many years this strange concrete 
bunker has been lurking in a rundown part of Sydney, a long way from the business core, down near 
Central station where the surroundings are mostly dusty old factories and shops. It was an incredibly 
ugly monstrosity, a squat upside-down truncated pyramid with rounded edges, in streaky grey concrete, 
like part of a dam. An added layer of irony was provided by the large Masonic symbol attached to the 
thing. What self respecting Mason would want to be associated with such a thing? Anyway, it lurked for 
years surprising passers by until, a couple years ago, ancient plans matured. Finally some compination 
of building permission and funding came together and it sprouted an office tower from the upper surface. 
This was apparently the original idea. Then they wrapped glass walls around the base of the bunker, to 
make a foyer, and it was ready for business, the Civic Tower. 


Now I'm on the 17th floor, tucked away in a quiet corner, with a nice view over Surry Hills towards 
Alexandria and Bondi Junction. I appreciate this, I prefer to look down on lots of little terrace houses 
with interesting back yards, and old warehouses, some converted into lofts and some still full of sweat- 
shops or small businesses. I’m just around the corner from the section of Pitt street famous for it’s seedy 
mixture of second hand record shops and porn emporiums... Hey, if I owned one I would call it The 
Empornium! Anyway, ”Enthusiasms”, my favourite, is just across the road. It’s run by Simon, former 
manager of the Half a Cow shop in Glebe, back in the day. Because of the proximity I’ve been visiting him 
a lot, and I’ve started a custom. I will buy one recording from him every week, but he has to recommend 
it, pick it out for me. The reason for this is, several times in the past he has done this and they were 
always good picks. For instance, an album called You Can Never Go Fast Enough, a tribute to a film 
called Two Lane Blacktop, with tracks from Callexico, Thurston Moore et. al. That was excellent, and 
normally I’d be too deep in the industrial /experimental /electronic/noise sections to see it, or even think 
of listening if I picked it up. He sold me a Nina Simone this week, I still haven’t tried that. Last week I 
spotted Laurie Andersons United States I-IV boxed set on the wall and had to have that instead, I used 
to have it but it was permanently borrowed. 
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earle (2006-04-13 02:20:49) 
[1Weird looking thing. Whatever happened to your nightmare of flies? I have to know; it’s been... bugging me. 
(BA-doomp TISH) 


L. 

carbonunit (2006-04-13 03:28:38) 

Indeed it is weird, but all those photos subtly hide the horror of the base. This is still visible, in fact I just had 
lunch and on the way back was contemplating its brutality from across the road. Pll post photos from ground 
level soon. The fly traps... yes, well I couldn’t face emptying them out, so I left them. Slowly but surely the 
moisture evaporated from inside and the contents just dessicated. Currently they contain a kind of rustling crust 
of chitin. 


5.4.8 (2006-04-15 11:26) 


Easter Show. This year the Show started a week earlier than usual to sync with children’s holidays. We 
decided to go today because it was forecast to be cooler, and we hoped that the crowds would stay away. 


As usual, parked near Strathfield and caught the train. Getting in was easy, there were no lines. We 
started wandering around, pushed by a slow wave of bogans. Past the fish tank on the back of a truck, 
full of barramundi, where they demonstrate different lures and fishing rods. Past the stalls of sunglasses 
and fake tattoos and Holden merch. On into the ride area, where we were transfixed by an incredibly 
dangerous looking ride which had 2 long arms for throwing up to 4 children per side into the sky. Made 
our feet sweat just to watch. 


We started touring the animal sheds, with the goats and pigs. There were some nice goats for pat- 
ting, and the pigs were fascinating, especially the nursing sows. Thence to the cow sheds, but it was 
all strangely boring. Exactly the same as last time we went, and the same with the horses. We rapidly 
passed through the horse pavilions, watching the country folk in their little raised bunk rooms above their 
livestock, walking around wearing loud ties with jeans and wide brim hats. It was an empty experience, 
somehow drained. I had bad sinus, so that was an issue. We stopped for a Dagwood dog and had Panadol 
and a anti histamine, but it didn’t really seem to work. 


After we had swung through the cat pavilion, Michelle wanted to see the wood chopping, so we agreed 
to meet at the cat pavilion later and I set out to record the sounds of the show. Of course the wind 
had come up, so I caught a lot of roars from the breeze as well as a few snippets of real sound. After 
passing around the show again I returned and tried to enter the wood chopping pavilion, but it was so 
crowded for the big event I couldn’t stand it. So I went and stood near the cat pavilion, returning to the 
wood chopping from time to time and investigating some of the nearby areas as well. There was a raised 
section with an old time Aussie display, 2 guys showing their old tools and hand made matches, one had 
a sheep dog who could herd ducks. That was good for a little distraction. Also, the alpaca breeders from 
whom we bought wool last year, but they didn’t have anything I really wanted. We have a giant sack of 
wool to work with already. 


Finally met Michelle outside the cat pavilion, and wandered around with her for awhile. We visited 
the World Bizarre, which is really the junk pavilion, full of tatty crap. Had scones from the Country 
Women's association in the craft hall, and looked at the paintings and cakes and of course the knitting. 
Finally we headed for the grassy area where Common Ground always have their portable restaurant, for 
some dinner. Then back through the crush to the showbag hall for something for Harry and Molly and 
a liquorice bag for Ken. 
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The whole day seemed contaminated with some kind of futility, because it's so similar to last time. 
This might be reassuring to someone who hates change, but to me it feels like 1t detracts from any per- 
sonal progress made in the intervening year. I hate all the effort of trying to pass through the crowd, all 
those lumbering people surging this way and that like jellyfish responding to food gradients in the water. 


Positives: 


e Common Ground. Despite the criticism these guys have come into because of their sexism and 
perceived anti semeticism, they sure make a tasty burger. Their little island of peace and good 
food is a lifesaver. I just live to see their demountable wooden building, full of stained glass lamp 
shades and polished brass hooks and potted ferns, their homespun shirts and the giant beards on 
the men and long free hair on the women. 


e Seeing a lad wearing his pants entirely below his waist. I heard Aspa referring to this and thought 
it was an exaggeration, but it isn’t his pants were being deliberately worn halfway down his thighs! 
He could barely move, having to kind of shuffle from the knees like a Japanese secretary in a tight 
miniskirt. 


e Deliberately taking photos of people this time. In my photography I seem to avoid confronting 
people by focusing on objects and landscapes. I tried to wean myself off this by shooting humans 
in or behind barriers, like in queues or looking at displays. 


e NOT buying a lot of junk. The produce hall tempts with it’s array of unusual sauce and spice stalls, 
but they are not as unusual as they used to be. Now you can find better range and more interesting 
novelties at the Farmers market, if you want them. Anyway, our cupboards are overloaded with 
curry pastes and spiced oils and not enough real actual food in between. 


5.4.9 (2006-04-16 11:27) 


Spent the entire morning working on the brown woollen vest I started last week at Aspa’s knitting circle. 
It’s coming along nicely, with the focussed work. I multitasked, transferring MP3 files to the backup 
drive at the same time, also listening to DNA lounge shows. Michelle liked them. 


We had arranged to visit Martin this evening. He is looking after the kids over the weekend while 
Kristy parties. It’s bittersweet to see them. No doubt in my mind that Molly is also slightly autistic, or 
at least damaged by Kristy and her lassaiz faire ways. She can barely speak at an age when normal kids 
are quite lucid. We had a builder showbag for Harry, which he liked, and a Rainbow Unicorn one for 
Molly full of pink shit which she rejected, she liked the tools! In fact, she revealed a devilish mean streak, 
spending much of the evening hitting us with the tomahawk and pinching with the pliers and then using 
a red texta to draw blood on my hands! Martin cooked us some chicken soup in the old plain recipe that 
Dad used to make. 


He has had a bad lung infection, the doctor diagnosed it as pneumonia. He was prescribed antibi- 
otics, but he wont take them. I don’t know why. He probably hopes to get really ill so he gets admitted 
to hospital, which is stupid, if he gets that sick he might die. He has had a chronic chest infection for 
years now, but he seems to like it. He keeps trotting it out, mentioning it in an offhand way. So he 
obviously wants people to know about it, but he won’t do anything to cure it. 


Next weekend Ill help him paint his new flat above the shop. he said he wanted to do it himself, 
but this just isn’t possible. 
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5.4.10 (2006-04-17 11:28) 


Back to the park today for a day of knitting. We sat on the balcony of the old bowling club and worked 
through the morning. An older lady we know from previous excursions came with her dog. She had her 
arm in a sling, most likely from a fight. She has the hot eyes and dodgy manner of a psych patient with 
relationship issues, she didn't speak to us. Her dog was very suspicious. When we had a picnic there 
before the dog pinched a chocolate crackle. 


Poor Ken has arranged to have his cat Sonny put down on Tuesday. It has started hiding and hiss- 
ing at him, very sure signs it's getting ready to die. Michelle is getting very anxious too. Ken wanted to 
get the body cremated, but Pam insisted that we would bury it in the front garden, and then he agreed 
and Mick had to dig a hole. 


We went to the Archives and saw Frankenstein Versus the Space Monster, a good old bad movie. 


5.4.11 (2006-04-22 11:14) 


It was a beautiful mild weekend, the sort of days we have been waiting all year for. The only drawback 
is the pussies cramping us as they curl up in solid lumps on the bed that are impossible to move. We 
had bought some picnic supplies during the week, so we decided today was the day to use them. 


We didn't even need the map to get out of the city and on the road, through Windsor and Rich- 
mond and on to the mountains. We stopped at Tutti Fruiti, the excellent roadside cafe at Bilpin, for 
some refreshment. They had beautiful fresh figs, and we picked up some bags of apples too. They grow 
all their own fruit in orchards around the building and have cottages to rent too. They seem to be a 
family concern, parents and 2 daughters, and they do things right - for instance, we had the coffee in the 
outdoor area behind their barn, which they fenced around with rose bushes. The roses are all heritage 
varieties with full scent. 


Onwards. Further up the road we pulled into a rest area. There was an excellent view through 
a small gap in the trees. A number of giant gums grew there, fertilised and watered by generations of 
deposits of human urine. In the half hour we were there, 2 other cars pulled up for a wee. There was 
something moving in the nearby blackberries but I couldn’t see what, maybe a wombat. We had some 
cheese and crackers and then pushed on. 


Before, we had planned to find the farm selling chestnuts and chickens, which we believe to be 
off the mount Wilson road, but we had heard about something called Ironfest in Lithgow. Sounds 
interesting, a celebration of Celtic culture and associated memes. We continued up Bells Line, through 
the lovely passes still cool in the morning, past the turnoff where we had previously turned back, and 
then down into the valley where Lithgow lies. 


This little town, dependant on the local coal supply and the trans mountain rail system, is very 
nice but quite dry at the moment. Everywhere was dry grass and dying European trees. Fusty looking 
old codgers and country ladies walking down the sidewalk, with a strong feral mix, possibly enhanced 
because of the Ironfest. Lots of knitted clothes, coloured hair, federation cottages in rows in the golden 
sun. We criss crossed the town following the occasional sign with arrows until we found the local 
showground, where the fest was being held, at the base of a conical tree covered mountain. 


Ironfest turned out to be a fascinating blend. What is the common element of medieval re-enactment 
hobbyists and jousting knights, and steam engines, blacksmithing, belly dancing, bikies and folk music? 
They went together surprisingly well. There were a couple of different historical re-enactment societies 
present. At least 2 were into ancient European swordfighting and jousting in full armour, making 
chain mail, forging swords and daggers and using them. They did the usual things we’ve seen before, 
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demonstrating different fighting styles and making sure we understood how heavy the armour was and 
how difficult to make. I talked to one cove who surprised me, he said most practical chain mail was 
riveted, not "butted” like the modern decorative versions. 


In the centre of the main oval a couple of societies had pitched their tent and enacted a hypo- 
thetical skirmish between French musketeers and cannoneers and British troops. They spent about half 
an hour exchanging cannon fire down the length of the oval, also firing muskets at each other, blasting 
big clouds of cordite and shooting great smoke rings into the air. The Brits were reinforced by some 
Irish footsoldiers in green with tall buckled hats. Of course the French were heavily outnumbered and 
the British advanced, with heavy loss of the Irish troops, across the field and surrounded them. They 
then marched their surviving prisoners back around past the spectators, with ragged cries of "Viva la 
France!” and ”Viva Napoleon!”. 


Meanwhile a row of stationary engines chugged away nearby. Most of them were actually petrol 
engines, usually ”hit or miss” style domestic power engines of various sizes. They were fascinating. Hit 
or Miss means the cylinder fires only when necessary to keep the flywheel turning at the required speed, 
when the governor triggers the valves and fuel injection. This means they have a charming ragged sound, 
irregularly gasping as they exhausted fumes. They are still used to power shearing sheds. 


There was a snake pit, run by a skinny old codger with Cherokee silver jewellery and a hat with 
a crocodile band, who had the usual deadly snakes in bags. He was one of the "They're more frightened 
of you than you are of them” variety. He pulled out the usual series of snakes, starting with a diamond 
python, which he insisted wasn’t endangered. Apparently the parks and wildlife department wanted to 
register them as endangered, simply because of their visible markings, but this would have prevented 
people keeping them as pets. Some snake enthusiasts found a female python and released and tracked 
it, and recorded dozens of males coming from a small area of bush, attracted by the pheromones. Then 
he had a red bellied blacksnake, a death adder and a couple of brown snakes, vicious and aggressive 
buggers, although he insisted they would always run away from humans. The crowd all stared intensely 
in silence. Kids hung their arms carelessly over the edge of the enclosure. 


Belly dancers were gyrating on a small open air stage to recorded music. They weren’t very 
good. Renaissance troubadours wandered past, but thankfully they didn’t try to play. In a nearby shed 
various smiths were demonstrating their skills and selling their work. We watched a man groove a steel 
bar, twist it, groove and twist it back the other way, to produce a length of ”pineapple” patterned iron. 
Some grizzled old men were stroking coins with various designs. The smell of burning coal and coke was 
intoxicating, and the heat was very welcome. 


Michelle bought a penny whistle, plus book and CD for learning how to play. She was also in- 
trigued by the jewellery on a stall run by an old white haired lady with a southern US accent. I 
remember her from Paddington Markets, I had a stall next to her. At the time she was inventing rings 
with eyeballs in them that one could move using a small lever, so they looked around. Michelle bought 
an ear hugging hook with a silver dragon which seemed to be emerging from the ear hole. 


We needed to leave early because we didn’t want to be caught on dark roads without street 
lights. It was a fun day, and very white, in a good way. There wasn’t a single ethnic group there other 
than western Europe, despite the belly dancers. This was actually very reassuring, even the bikers were 
calmer and less aggressive than they would have been. As a kind of unofficial celebration of white culture 
it was very successful. 


5.4.12 (2006-04-23 11:21) 


Martin is divorcing Kristy. He needs to sell his house. Kristy has already moved out and is living with 2 
girlfriends, settling into a debauched lifestyle of constant nightclubbing and casual pickups and fucking. 
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Martin has been doing up the house preparatory to selling it, but he needs somewhere to live. Neville his 
boss owns the entire building where the Brisbane loan office is situated, and that includes several flats. 
One is vacant, upstairs and over the Asian naturopath which is next to the pawn shop. It was inhabited 
by a crusty old man who died recently. Naturally it’s a hovel, filthy and badly in need of renovation. 
Martin cut a deal with Neville that he would renovate the place and move in for $100 week rent. Of 
course he doesn’t plan to stay there, the complications of living on Nevilles property don’t bear thinking 
about. He needs to make the place livable, quickly and cheaply, and damn the quality! 


So Edan and I each agreed to help him paint today. Michelle gave me a lift over, we sat in the car 
outside waiting for him to arrive. At 10 a large Jeep 4WD pulled up and parked nearby. Was that 
Martin? I called him and it was he, with Maureen, his occasional squeeze now. She seemed a little 
distant, I believe she has tried to persuade Martin to move in with her. 


Martin let us in and we looked around. The main room is carpeted, Martin wanted this ripped up 
and the lino under it as well, he wants to polish the floor. Martin is very sick, so he went out to buy dust 
masks. He has had a chronic chest infection for years, but recently it flared up and his doctor diagnosed 
pneumonia, and prescribed antibiotics. Martin refuses to take them. I’ve been trying to persuade him, 
but he’s as stubborn as a mule. He was racked with coughing fits and smelt terrible, like bad BO. He has 
been hyperdosing on various vitamins and supplements to try and be a superman who can do everything, 
without thinking about the long term consequences. There’s nothing I can do about this. 


I ripped up most of the carpet and lino while he was out. We pulled nails and vacuumed for awhile, when 
mixed up some plaster and tried to bog the holes in the ceiling. This room is under a balcony which 
leaks, and there is water damage. I scraped off the major flakes of paint and shoved great lumps of bog 
plaster into holes in the moulding. It looks terrible, but there is no other option, we just have to smooth 
it all over. 


Edan arrived, and we started painting. We rolled on the first coat very thinly, just to bond with the old 
sky blue paint. Martin provided a iPod amplifier, tiny but powerful, so we took turns selecting the music. 
It was a great opportunity to talk, really enjoyable, working to good music, I can’t wait to continue. 
Edan painted the hallway, Martin assembled and started a shop fridge he bought at auction, I unscrewed 
all the hooks the old man had driven into the picture rails to support his rainy day clothes lines. Edan 
had to go around 3, I went out and got some lunch, figs and kim chee and dried squid, the usual. The 
most reassuring thing was, I thought Martin intended to paint the entire place in one day, but it now 
seems he might have months to move. 


5.4.13 (2006-04-24 11:22) 


Jon Pepler has reviewed all the resumes for my assistant job and sent us his recommendations. I made 
slight changes, one he rated low deserved to be moved up in my opinion, he was older, had Java experience 
and had a history of working for 3 years plus at support jobs, so he is patient. There were a lot of over 
qualified individuals, especially Indians, they wouldn’t like the job at all. 


Saw God Told Me To at the Annandale. Maria was there, she is more interested in the job than before. 
She went so far as to ask Adam for help with understanding the job description. I encouraged her to 
send her resume, despite the fact she doesn’t have any technical background or knowledge of java or perl. 
She has been working in baby sitting and counselling for 10 years, so her patience must be perfect, and 
I know she is smart enough to pick up the other things on the job. 


5.4.14 (2006-04-25 11:22) 


ANZAC day today, public holiday. As usual it began with Michelle getting the shits with Pam, but 
she avoided fighting and we headed over to Callan Park to catch up with out knitting. The lady with 
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the cattle dog was sitting on our favourite balcony when she arrived, she brought the dog over for us to 
pet. He barks very loudly, but I think the lady is deaf. Either he is her hearing dog who alerts her to 
important things, or he caused her deafness, not sure which. She left soon after we arrived. It was very 
cool and overcast day, the swallows were swooping low over the old bowling lawn. I almost finished the 
front of the vest Im working on, I did finish later in the day. 


At one point a slovenly looking man in a blue windcheater walked past and asked us if we had seen 
a man run past in pyjamas. We said, not recently, no. Pretty soon there were the ”boops” of cruising 
cop cars blipping their sirens, so there must have been an escapee from the asylum. They didn’t bother 
us though, and we went home before 12. 


Ken came over for a visit. I went up to say hello, he looks terrible, totally hopeless. It’s mostly his 
own fault, his life is completely free of purpose and he finds himself now at the tail end of a life of 
selfishness and ignorance. He has no tools to understand his life or desire to do so, but he needs this like 
everyone. When Sonny was put down he said he wanted to get a replacement cat as quick as possible, 
which might help, but it’s indicative of his selfishness. 


Michelle wanted roast lamb this arvo. It came out looking great and done perfectly in my opinion, 
but of course Michelle can’t stand even the slightest touch of pink in her meat. She didn’t complain, but 
she hardly ate any either, so I will make a curry tomorrow. 


5.4.15 (2006-04-28 13:54) 


It’s a quiet day today. I helped a customer reinstall, and they uploaded several hundred old sales data 
files. Jon has been home with a cold but he has been interviewing the candidates for the assistant job. 
There is one promising one who has perl experience. Maria doesn’t seem to have made the cut though. 
The new software is stumbling through testing. We tried the server yesterday and it crashed, twice, on 
the time the BE server was talking to the front. I talked to Robin today about this, he explained it must 
have been when the server was attempting to read the partnership.dat file while it was being refreshed. 
He has caught this now, but he said that it should be possible to check the lock files before accessing the 
partnership.dat, which might also fix other problems like missing account applications. 


Just got a call from Michelle. Pam and Mick are fighting over Bernice, Micks mother, who is ma- 
nipulating Mick, or her daughter Sue is manipulating them both. 


Mick was born in Britian. He and his family were 10 pound immigrants, coming over on steamer in 
the early sixties. He grew up in Australia. His family have always been hard on him. They have always 
regarded him, or at least made him feel, like a disappointment. This was exacerbated when he and Pam 
started a relationship without getting married, and then didn’t have children. I’m not sure if his family 
are Catholic, but the fact that Pam was diverced and they never had children was always a sore point. 


When Micks father died, Pam was the one who organised doctors and hospital care and took charge. The 
rest of them acted as though in a daze, they didn't seem to understand. Later, when Mick got a brain 
tumour. his family hardly acknowledged that either. His mother didn't even come to see him. Meanwhile 
Sue his sister got married and raised children, and was always the darling of her mothers eye. 


Bernice, against her husbands wishes, insisted that they sell their house and move down south with 
Sue and buy a property and build 2 houses on it. Now, much later, under Sues decision, they have sold 
the property and the houses and moved to Queensland. Sue is buying the property there, giving her title 
to the entire amount of the money. Bernice was actually staying with us while Sue secured the house. 
While here Bernice said she was worried that she wouldn't like queensland, but she's always acted very 
indecisive. 
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Next, Bernice called Pam and said that she wanted to return to Sydney. Pam tried to talk her out 
of it, and told her off, gave her a piece of her mind. Bernice hung up on her, in a display of determination 
she doesn't usually show. Now, Pam is demanding that Mick call Bernice and tell her exactly what he 
thinks of her. Pam wants Mick to stand up and tell them how much their treatment of him has hurt 
over the years. She wants him to stop being so weak and accepting of their machinations, to push back 
a little. 


I believe Micks family are instinctively manipulative, that they have starved him of approval so he 
would always be hungry to prove himself to them and willing to help them. I suspect that they also 
treated Micks father with disrespect, that they kept him starved for respect in order to make him eager 
to serve. This has made Mick essentially weak and spineless, and unable to fight back. Maybe he got 
more of his fathers spirit, and I got more of my mothers. 


I don’t think Pam realises that Bernice and Sue are likely to crack like a whip and totally reject and 
cut off Mick. She might realise that she is asking him to make a choice, between her or his mother and 
family. This is a choice we need to make. Unfortunately Mick is bad at making choices. This is most 
likely why he started with Pam in the first place, she is not shy when it comes to making choices. 


Mick hasn't been able to work properly. He doesn't go to work functions, because he had to refuse 
so many invitations, because Pam would exact punishment before and after each one. He told Michelle 
that they haven't had sex for years, she has no interest. He's essentially got himself trapped in a loveless 
consumptive relationship where Pam is fighting with her own insecurity and destroying him by trying to 
kill his independant spirit. 


The likely upshot of all this will be, Mick leaves, Pam starts on us, we can't take it, so we sell the 
house and split the money. Sad but necessary. It’s fascinating how when you take a human being like 
Pam, look after her, give her every benefit and advantage, support her for years, take her bullshit, and 
then she will throw it all away and also ruin her family for no reason, other than her nagging fears and 
self hatred. 


At any rate, Michelle decided to go to the Mesonic movie tonight anyway. It was more a lexture, 
by Jack Sargeant, on body disphasia and people who feel that they shouldn’t have particular limbs or 
organs and go to Mexico so cheap underground doctors can chop them off. It was fascinating, although 
Jacks lecture technique is aweful. He was mostly pissed on wine, and scatterbrained, giggling and getting 
nervous, which detracts from the prurient subject matter. If you’re going to talk about cock modification 
and kitchen table sex changes, you need to be very clear and serious so your audience is comfortable. 
Also he namedrops all the time. In his favour, Megan Spencer hates him, and the movie afterwards was 
excellent. 


5.4.16 (2006-04-29 13:52) 


Things were a little nervous, as we waited for Pam and Mick to either sort out their differences or totally 
fall to pieces. Michelle took Pam out for most of the day, to distract her and try and talk some sense 
into her. It's hard to make her see how bad her behaviour has become, she is the centre of her universe 
and judges everyone from the starting position that she herself is perfect. 


I spent the morning working on various projects. I finished knitting the band of the back of the brown 
vest, but I made a mistake in the last lines of stretch stich and got out of sync. I should unravel it and 
start again, it’s only 25 lines but they are the difficult stitch on small needles. I also transferred the latest 
downloads to the laptop for burning. The Shuji videos are excellent, like a Japanese Cremaster cycle. 


Mick was painting, we had a bit of a talk. He confirmed all the stuff that Michelle told me, but it 
seems to me he has already made up his mind. He has been to see an estate agent, visited a property. 
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He has already constructed his future life, in his mind, with a different woman who supports him and 
actually has feelings. He explained that the reason they coddle Ken, despite his history, is because he 
violently rejects people who confront him. Pam doesn't want him to freeze her out, but she wants Mick to 
confront his family, who might do the same to them. He said the worst thing is how Pam cross examines 
him, when he tells her about his conversations with his mother on the phone. "What did you say than? 
What did they say to that?” He says she spots any slight changes in the wording of his replies and accuses 
him of lying, and really she just wants to use him as a puppet to tell his own family off through his voice. 
He can’t stand it and I think they are through. He did acknowledge the stress she is under, from her 
doddery old cats which are lingering at deaths door, shitting and pissing all over the place, which drives 
her into a rage. he also agrees that she should get out of the place, that she is going stir crazy because 
she stays inside all the time, but he thinks that the reason she wants to learn how to drive is because she 
also thinks he is leaving her, and she is preparing to look after herself when he won't drive her around. 


When Pam and Michelle returned Michelle was a bit more positive at her end. She had tried as hard as 
she could to break the message down into easily digestible chunks for Pam, so she couldn't reject it. Pam 
still doesn't understand and maybe never will, that her actions constitute abuse, psychological torture, 
of Mick. They didn’t fight this evening, but Pam didn’t stop talking, that we could hear. Her voice has 
a terrible lecturing quality, as though she is constantly broadcasting a lecture and daring her audience to 
contradict her. 


We went to the Sounds of Seduction, the monthly dance night at the Headquarters hotel. Michelle 
wore a beautiful jacket and skirt, I wore blood red shirt and diagonal striped red and black tie, under a 
black trench coat. It was a good one, cold outside but warm in. Jamie fluffed the mix quite badly but 
DJ Dabolik was hot. Erin looked great as always, with a bandana around her head, she looked like a 
labour poster from the second world war. Before it got started properly we had a chat with Jamie. He 
agreed that Jack was off his game last night, they also nearly had a fight, mainly about his drinking and 
whether they should show the movie after the lecture. The slides they projected behind him were done 
by Dan not Jack, and basically the show would have been pretty crap without all the help, but Jack has 
a big ego and thinks everyone comes to hear him namedrop. I mentioned my idea of making ”standees” 
or cut-outs of various characters to vibe up the place, he likes the idea. 


Nobody was dancing by 10:30 but after the usual gang went up and kick-started the movement ev- 
eryone got up. The slinky skinny guy with the slow moves and his Indian girlfriend were there. The 
hyperactive hillbilly wasn’t. Gino split his pants dancing and got his dates to drive him home to change 
them. Mal and his girlfriend Camille were there, she would like us to come over and watch videos with 
them. She is really sweet, but it turns out she doesn’t come to the Meson movies because she feels her 
movie knowledge is inadequate and she won’t be able to converse with us. We must disabuse her of this 
notion. 


5.4.17 (2006-04-30 13:53) 


We cleaned up early and left for the Lilyfield light rail. Pam and Mick are still in a kind of truce. We 
left the tram at Chinatown and walked up through Dixon street. Hedland Yee, Maria, Clare, Aspa and 
some other people were there already. Jamie was too shagged after last night. Hedland had also invited 
some new ones, his English teacher and her husband. She was a fat slobby older lady with dyed red hair 
and loud blouse, he was a cowed white-haired old fart. We discussed the Zombie March which was set 
for 2PM. An army of zombies were going to walk down George street from Town Hall to Circular Quay 
and the Opera House. My camera was out of battery but luckily Michelle’s takes AA replaceables. 


We had yum cha in the 888 restaurant, where we first had it. The table was too small and they 
had to wheel out another, to the great disapproval of the pinched old bitterfaces at the next table. It’s 
fascinating to eat in a place like that. The decor, the paper mache peach tree with glass leaves and fruit, 
the 3D pressed plastic mountain painting with amethyst jacaranda trees. The weird paper guillotine and 
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laminator on the sideboard behind us, what were they for, menus? It’s yum cha, they don’t have menus, 
only carts of dishes! Aspa took charge and hollered for them to bring more and different dishes, although 
she made a few bad choices, like the round fried puffs full of crap that tasted like meat marshmallow. 
There were plenty of fried tentacles and no chickens feet, and unlike last time much crispiness was found, 
although there were steamed dumplings and pork buns. We goggled at Hedlands latest photos, shots of 
beauty contest winners, shots of Hedland in tight swimming trunks diving into swimming pools. There 
were a sequence with a weird stripe across them, damage from the developing machine, and Pat thought 
they were like the photos in the Omen movies which predicted the death of the priest. Adam kept hol- 
lering ”Pork rib!” in a terrible Chinee accent. The impassive waiters stacked the dishes at neighbouring 
tables in towering chrysanthemum formation, with plates around the edge interlocking like a basket and 
the bowls in the middle. Hedlands English teacher was bubbly but kept kicking her husband under the 
table. he showed the usual signs of a henpecked husband, pouring tea in his food bowl and fishing at the 
food with a chopstick in either hand. Aspa ordered mango pudding. 


After we had endured the indignity of Hedlands obsessive need to photograph everyone from several 
angles, in the restaurant and outside where the stone lions are, we quickly headed up to Town Hall. 
There was a Zombie Lurch scheduled for 2PM. A large group of cosplay artists and zombie fans were 
planning to shamble en mass down George street to Circular Quay and around to the Opera House. We 
found a crowd around and in front of the steps, several dozen zombies and their fans and support crew. 
Actually it didn’t look that different to a usual Sunday when a lot of metal heads in town to shop at 
HMV and Utopia records, hang out there. Nick Donkin the animator was in costume with a latex mask. 
The quality of the costumes varied wildly. There were some standouts - the White Hunter with pith 
helmet and safari suit, transfixed by a giant spear. The Taxi Driver, the most realistic in my mind, right 
down to grass clippings embedded in his face from his fatal accident where he presumably got catapulted 
from his car onto the verge. The guy in terry towelling bathrobe and PJs with a sign lettered in blood. 
There were a lot of signs, most reading just ”BRAINS” but several wittier- ”I crave the flesh of the living 
and I vote”, "Wake Up Jeff” (carried by a zombie Wiggle). There were some Zombie Pirates, a Bride with 
Bridesmaids, all in costume with dead flowers and trains. Poor Hedland fled the scene, he just couldn’t 
understand it. Aspa had only explained the concept of Zombie to him that morning. 


At some unspoken signal they started to get into character, milling around, groaning louder and moan- 
ing. I crossed the road and started shooting with Michelle’s camera. Groups of zombies started pouring 
across Park street and down past the Queen Vic. I dodged through the building to shoot them at the 
next intersection. It was a lot of fun, playing journalist, sprinting down the outer lane of the road to 
get past the pack and find a good position for more shots. I used the digital video a lot, and quickly 
exhausted the battery, so I had to run ahead, get money from an ATM, and buy replacements. The 
zombie horde was impressive. They crowded into various shops and milled around their doorways, they 
actually took an MTV sign from Virgin megastore, although they returned it. They shambled right into 
Micky Ds and came out again - no brains there. There were a few bad moments, like when the one with 
a dog on a leash crossed the road to talk to a driver, and his dog was in danger from oncoming traffic, 
or when some zombies got caught in the middle of an intersection and some impatient van drivers were 
shouting at them. Every now and then the chant "The living are wankers!” started up and then died. 


The shopkeepers fled, the bystanders gawked, the Muslim women cowered in their burkas and their 
children screamed. The crocodile of zombies slowly tottered along, bunching up at each intersection and 
then flooding across to the horror of the drivers. They detoured to the lawns outside the Museum of 
Contemporary Art, then along the Quay and down the walk to the Opera House. I filmed a small party 
of zombies flooding into a ice cream shop full of Asians. Some mounted police watched them go by. 


They disturbed the peace of the opera house market and the losers shopping for twee tourist crap as 
they flooded out into the forecourt and onto the stairs. Gradually they assembled for group photos. I 
heard one photographer say that he had tried to film a small film with 4 cameras and a couple of actors, 
and they were run off the premises. He didn’t understand why the security didn’t race out to push them 
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off. Of course, the reason was they were scared stiff. We saw them emerging, a few beefy uniformed 
dickheads kind of tentatively advancing and retreating. As the zombies finished their photos and mucking 
around they drifted away, and the guards finally emerged fully to speed them off, so they could tell their 
managers they had dealt with the problem. Really it was a giant failure of security as practiced by these 
people, but we won’t say anything, it’s better this way. 


I sat around with Michelle whose feet hurt from walking so far, and after last nights dancing. Pat 
and Rachel were there, we compared some photos. As we walked back to the buses I explained to Pat 
what Flickr was all about. He doesn’t really get it but his band needs more publicity. 


The photos turned out a little blurry, because the digital shake correction was turned off for some 
reason. The videos were excellent, and I burnt them to a DVD with a slideshow of the photos. I used a 
track from the Carnival of Souls soundtrack for the slides. There were already photos on Flickr as I began 
uploading mine. I didn’t catch any stray shots of myself, dodging around to get the best angles. Actually 
the other guys shots are mostly better than mine, more close in, individual portraits of particular faces 
and costumes. I need to practice more. I will take the DVD to the Mesons tomorrow night. 


5.5 May 


5.5.1 Braaaains! (2006-05-01 18:38) 
Hello, it’s me again. Remember me? Oh. I didn’t think it had been that long. 


We had a particularly good weekend. On Friday we went to a lecture at the Mu meson archives, by 
Jack Sarget, about body dismorphia. That is, the range of conditions where people feel that their bodies 
are the wrong shape or gender, and especially when they do something about it involving surgery. Or 
guns. Especially guns, or visits to black market surgeons who operate out of hotels in Mexico. Fasci- 
nating. There was one particular surgeon who sounded truly awesome, who delighted in experimental 
cut-price jobs, where he would try constructing artificial vaginas for trannys out of their former scrotum, 
which would of course then fill up with hair. Ugh. 


On Saturday we went to the Sounds of Seduction, the monthly night of grooviness at the Headquar- 
ters hotel, where we danced the night away. And on Sunday we walked with the zombies. 


First we had Yum Cha Against Terror with Hedland Yee in the 888 restaurant in Dixon street, where we 
first had it. The table was too small and they had to wheel out another, to the great disapproval of the 
pinched old bitterfaces at the next table. It’s fascinating to eat in a place like that. The decor, the paper 
mache peach tree with glass leaves and fruit, the 3D pressed plastic mountain painting with amethyst 
jacaranda trees. The weird paper guillotine and laminator on the sideboard behind us, what were they 
for, menus? It’s yum cha, they don’t have menus, only carts of dishes! Aspa took charge and hollered 
for them to bring more and different dishes, although she made a few bad choices, like the round fried 
puffs full of crap that tasted like meat marshmallow. There were plenty of fried tentacles and no chickens 
feet, and unlike last time much crispiness was found, although there were steamed dumplings and pork 
buns. We goggled at Hedlands latest photos, shots of beauty contest winners, shots of Hedland in tight 
swimming trunks diving into swimming pools. There were a sequence with a weird stripe across them, 
damage from the developing machine, and Pat thought they were like the photos in the Omen movies 
which predicted the death of the priest. Adam kept hollering ”Pork rib!” in a terrible Chinee accent. The 
impassive waiters stacked the dishes at neighbouring tables in towering chrysanthemum formation, with 
plates around the edge interlocking like a basket and the bowls in the middle. 


After we had endured the indignity of Hedlands obsessive need to photograph everyone from several 
angles, in the restaurant and outside where the stone lions are, we quickly headed up to Town Hall. 
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There was a Zombie Lurch scheduled for 2PM. A large group of cosplay artists and zombie fans were 
planning to shamble en mass down George street to Circular Quay and around to the Opera House. We 
found a crowd around and in front of the steps, several dozen zombies and their fans and support crew. 
Actually it didn't look that different to a usual Sunday when a lot of metal heads in town to shop at 
HMV and Utopia records, hang out there. Nick Donkin the animator was in costume with a latex mask. 
The quality of the costumes varied wildly. There were some standouts - the White Hunter with pith 
helmet and safari suit, transfixed by a giant spear. The Taxi Driver, the most realistic in my mind, right 
down to grass clippings embedded in his face from his fatal accident where he presumably got catapulted 
from his car onto the verge. The guy in terry towelling bathrobe and PJs with a sign lettered in blood. 
There were a lot of signs, most reading just ”BRAINS” but several wittier- ”I crave the flesh of the living 
and I vote”, "Wake Up Jeff” (carried by a zombie Wiggle). There were some Zombie Pirates, a Bride with 
Bridesmaids, all in costume with dead flowers and trains. Poor Hedland fled the scene, he just couldn’t 
understand it. Aspa had only explained the concept of Zombie to him that morning. 


At some unspoken signal they started to get into character, milling around, groaning louder and moan- 
ing. I crossed the road and started shooting with Michelle’s camera. Groups of zombies started pouring 
across Park street and down past the Queen Vic. I dodged through the building to shoot them at the 
next intersection. It was a lot of fun, playing journalist, sprinting down the outer lane of the road to 
get past the pack and find a good position for more shots. I used the digital video a lot, and quickly 
exhausted the battery, so I had to run ahead and buy replacements. The zombie horde was impressive. 
They crowded into various shops and milled around their doorways, they actually took an MTV sign 
from Virgin megastore, although they returned it. They shambled right into Micky Ds and came out 
again - no brains there. There were a few bad moments, like when the one with a dog on a leash crossed 
the road to talk to a driver, and his dog was in danger from oncoming traffic, or when some zombies got 
caught in the middle of an intersection and some impatient van drivers were shouting at them. Every 
now and then the chant ”The living are wankers!” started up and then died. 


The shopkeepers fled, the bystanders gawked. The crocodile of zombies slowly tottered along, bunching 
up at each intersection and then flooding across to the horror of the drivers. They detoured to the lawns 
outside the Museum of Contemporary Art, then along the Quay and down the walk to the Opera House. 
I filmed a small party of zombies flooding into a ice cream shop full of the living. Some mounted police 
watched them go by. 


They disturbed the peace of the opera house market and the losers shopping for twee tourist crap as 
they flooded out into the forecourt and onto the stairs. Gradually they assembled for group photos. I 
heard one photographer say that he had tried to film a small film with 4 cameras and a couple of actors, 
and they were run off the premises. He didn’t understand why the security didn’t race out to push them 
off. Of course, the reason was they were scared stiff. 


I sat around with Michelle whose feet hurt from walking so far, and after last nights dancing. Pat 
and Rachel were there, we compared some photos. My photos turned out a little blurry, because the 
digital shake correction was turned off for some reason. The videos were excellent, and I burnt them to a 
DVD with a slideshow of the photos. I used a track from the Carnival of Souls soundtrack for the slides. 
There were already photos on Flickr as I began uploading mine. I didn’t catch any stray shots of myself, 
dodging around to get the best angles. Actually the other guys shots are mostly better than mine, more 
close in, individual portraits of particular faces and costumes. I need to practice more. 


You can see everyones photos [1]here, my photos are [2]here. There is also video 


[3]here. 


[EMBED] 
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http://www.flickr.com/photos/tags/sydneyzombielurch/ 


1. 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/sets/72057594120784750/ 
3. ; 


http: //www.youtube.com/view_play_1list?p=263273D874EF4030 


madslasher (2006-05-01 09:18:18) 
Those videos are hilarious! If I hadn’t had to go to soccer, I would have loved to go! 


carbonunit (2006-05-01 23:17:22) 
They'll be doing it again next year. I’m still uploading video too, so keep checking. 


5.5.2 Lunch (2006-05-09 11:37) 


Since we moved to a new office about 4 blocks away from the old building I’ve had to get used to new 
options for lunch. This traumatic change has severely taxed my coping ability, but I think the attacks 
and dizziness have stopped and I am able now to contemplate them calmly and without much screaming. 


My old schedule involved 2 salads, 1 pho, one sausage roll and chips and one other thing, on 
semi-random days. I might start the week on Monday with a Greek salad from the salad bar in the 
arcade under Sydney Tower, the tall skinny thing with the gold knob at the top in those photos of 
Sydney. That salad bar wasn’t very good but it was the only one within a few miles that produced 
anything worth eating. There was always something bad in each salad, a brown lettuce leaf or a 
shrivelled cucumber chunk or a sour slice of tomato. It was almost as though it was a branding exercise, 
I kept looking for a bucket of decayed vegies for them to put one thing in each salad. Or like those 
legendary egg farmers who put one rotten egg in each dozen to stretch them out. But otherwise they 
were okay, and the Greek dressing was mighty strong in garlic, which is important. I mean, otherwise 
you’re just eating a plastic box full of raw vegetables, and what’s the fun in that? Also they used 
kalamata olives, which matters, I hate those black Italian ones. Just before we moved the fetta started 
to get all crumbled up, either they were pounding it before adding it, or they were at the bottom of 
some mighty barrel of cheese and scraping it off. I shudder to think. 


Tuesday might then be the day for pho. I always went to the newish food court at the corner of 
Market and George streets, underground, as so much of Sydney’s commercial space is. I don’t know why, 
but we seem to love our tunnels here, maybe to escape from the wicked sun which burns our ghostly 
white skin now the ozone layer is peeling back. The amusing thing about this glaring white fluorescent 
food hall is, about 20 years ago I used to venture gingerly into the exact same volume of space in the 
dark with a torch, looking for shop fittings. It was the basement for Lowes head store, and I worked 
there on Saturdays while at school. The shop had been there for over a century, so it was pretty gross. 
There was an old goods lift with a manual door, cobbled floor, puddles everywhere, rich smell of mould, 
and no lights. The spare dummies were kept down there too, and also I had recently read that Steven 
King story Night Shift, about the guys cleaning out the basement of the old mill who find giant mutant 
rats. There were no rats though, I believe they trapped them regularly. It amuses me to see the old 
space, and work out where everything was, where the lift and stairs were and the standing crowd of 
dummies, the old metal rails for the wheels of horse carts, because there used to be a vehicle ramp for 
deliveries. 


The pho is a tonic, a hot soup of onion stock with rice noodles and thin slices of raw beef which 
cook in the bowl. It clears your head and is especially good for colds. In winter I like the pho stew, which 
has cooked chunks of brisket beef with yellow fat attached, in a thick red stock with a lot of carrots. It’s 
greasylicious! They have a lot of other stalls, but I’ve never tried them. I’m just in it for the pho. 
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I should also note that, heading for this place took me in the opposite direction to the other 
places, past the corner of Castlereagh and Park, where the Big Issue guy usually stands. He's an aspiring 
rapper who usually has a boom box playing some old Public Enemy or Eminem and always points out 
his latest rhymes he got published on the back pages of the magazines. I like the Big Issue, it’s got 
better content than a lot of the commercial mags our software deals with. 


On Wednesday I might head back to the salad bar, for a chicken Caesar salad this time. Be- 
cause the salad bar is attached to a roast sandwich bar they chicken is always good. For some reason 
they hire a succession of Irish girls behind the counter, I love their accents. There’s also a long-time 
employee, a eastern European girl with a lovely sibilant accent like a lisp, and she has a spray of willow 
buds tattooed on her left shoulder. 


Thursday, just to be bad, I'll have a sausage roll and chips from the greasy little milk bar just a 
few doors down from the office. They were staffed entirely by Japanese, very odd considering their stock 
is almost entirely old fashioned Aussie milk bar fare, like pies, rolls, custard slices, pineapple donuts, and 
greasy chips. The chips are so greasy they are translucent with hot fat, and the sausage rolls have been 
in the bain marie for hours and the ends of the filling have dried out. I should explain, a sausage roll is 
like a sausage, skinned, wrapped in flaky pastry and baked. Their filling was rich with grated carrot for 
some reason, perhaps to justify eating one as being halfway to a "serve” of vegetables. They also had 
fried eggs draining grease onto slices of bread in the bain marie, and bacon, and the ubiquitous kransky 
sausage. The shop is hideous, coated throughout with a patina composed of aerosolized grease and soot, 
but it represents a part of my heritage so deeply embedded I feel compelled to go there. 


On Friday I might go for something different, like a wrap from the uber-funky counter attached 
to the uber-funky hotel next door, where they play Laurie Anderson and serve tiny bottles of concen- 
trated berry juice. Or, a rice paper roll or nori roll from one of the many small counters serving these 
things. The nori roll is an extended length of unsliced sushi, wrapped in green nori seaweed. In truth 
a real sushi aficionado would puke if he tried to eat one of these things. The rice is carelessly cooked, 
the fillings include tinned tuna and fried chicken, and the rolls are often bulging in the middle and the 
rice might be hanging out the end. Recently the shops have been competing for portions, offering longer 
rolls which is just dumb. They are hard enough to digest as they are. The sashimi is usually safe, but I 
prefer the Korean style rice paper rolls, like cold dumplings filled with noodles and prawns or beef balls. 


Of course, this is all in the past. Now I’ve moved to the new office, most of these shops are too 
far away to justify walking that far. I still get salad at least 2 times a week, from the bar in the base of 
World Tower, and hallelujah! It’s such an improvement, I have been getting it 3 times a week. They toss 
the ingredients and dressing on the spot, everything is absolutely fresh, and they serve it in a generous 
New York style cardboard takeout box. It’s wonderful. The olives are strong, the fetta is white and salty 
and firm, the tomatoes are ripe, the parmesan is shaved not grated, the only thing missing is anchovies 
in the Caesar. 


I’ve also had a few kebabs from the ancient kebab window down on the corner of Goulburn and 
George, next to the tobacconist where I used to buy my poisonous kretek cigarettes. They do one thing 
and do it well. It isn’t the perfect kebab, I had that in Ladbroke Grove near London one memorable day 
21 years ago, but it gets close. By kebab, I mean the original wrap, a tube of pita bread containing meat 
shaved from the majestically turning cylinder of compressed lamb known as a yeeros, with salad and 
tabbouli. This place has actual chillies to put in, and grated cheese. I used to be nauseated by the sight 
of their makings, because the onions were all covered in black specks, but on closer inspection it turns 
out they are seasoned with cumin, the rude spice. We used to have a tin of beans in our kitchen labelled 
”Foul Madammas - with Cumin”. When people noticed it we could deliver the punch line, "Some people 
prefer to put the cum in themselves, but they’re not as foul that way!” Ahem. 


The only place for sausage rolls is a funky new small-armchair cafe in the base of the World 
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Tower, near the street. These places always try and subtly rip off Starbucks, with smoky glass 
lampshades and wavy counters and little tiny armchairs that make the room look cosy but are impossible 
to sit in. They have large sausage rolls, but the thrill is gone, and there are no chips. I had one recently, 
it was a windy day, and the wind was blowing down the signage and umbrellas outside the shop. The 
staff were really worried, but they kept putting standing them back up instead of removing them. 
Turned out, their manager had ordered them not to remove them, so, despite the risk to passers by, they 
kept trying to keep them upright. I see this kind of behaviour more and more nowadays, bad managers 
forcing their staff into nonsense routines because they don't believe what they are told, and staff who 
are too scared of losing their job to depart from standard protocol. 


The roll was okay, with no carrot and very crispy pastry. I ate it in the little courtyard across 
the street, outside the juvenile courthouse. It’s a nice old yard surrounded by rough brick walls and a 
few trees, but the parties attending court can be a bit threatening. Recently I walked past and was 
shocked, shocked I tell you, to see someone pissing on the railing, standing on the footpath outside 
watering the fence. He might have had some issues with the court, or poor impulse control. Didn’t put 
me off my sausage roll though. 


5.5.3 Salad Fingers (2006-05-09 20:35) 


My brother turned me on to this one. This cartoon (Flash) is so disturbing. We can barely watch it for 
any length of time without biting our hands and screaming quietly. You will too: 


Salad Fingers: 

1jEpisode 1. Spoons 
2]Episode 2. Friends 
3]Episode 3. Netles 
4|Episode 4. Cage 
5|Episode 5. Picnic 
6|Episode 6. Present 
7|Episode 7. Shore Leave 


. http://www.fat-pie.com/salad.htm 
. http://www.fat-pie.com/salad2.htm 


tboy (2006-05-09 11:11:22) 
watches* *blinks* *laughs* Pll play that for J, she’ll laugh her head off. (Your links? They’re all pointing to the 
2nd episode, btw.) 


5.5.4 Smoking! (2006-05-10 15:49) 


My parents were rabidly against smoking, although they both used to smoke very occasionally when I 
was young. I used to wake and smell cigarettes wafting through the house at night. My father used to 
smoke rollies in bed, and we used to beg for a piece of rolling paper to lick it and watch it go transparent. 
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Of course, being forbidden made tobacco so much more attractive and daring. Even before we 
got our hands on any we used to treasure any ephemera or reference in the media. Especially the ads 
from the old Playboy magazines you could rescue from stacks of newspaper people put out for the scouts 
to recycle. Those ads were just as tantalising as the nekkid ladies, and somehow more real. Being grown 
up meant smoking Borkum Riff in a fine briar pipe. (I want to note here that I got the spelling right 
after around 30 years. Who says advertising doesn’t work?) Those were pipe tobaccoes soaked in rum 
and mixed with cherries, according to the ads. They had great design, emanating hearty warmth and 
masculinity. It was a future I looked forward too. 


The first tobacco I ever got my hands on must have been the cigars for celebrating my own 
birth. They were sitting at the bottom of a drawer that contained wrapping paper, forgotten by everyone 
except us inquisitive kids. I stole some and took them on a scout camp, to Mount Solitary as I recall. 
That was a miserable long weekend, living in soaking wet canvas tents with separate ground sheets on 
a freezing foggy mountain in never ending drizzle. We would find excuses to venture down from the 
summit, through the dripping ferns and scrub to secluded spots shielded by rocks, and try to light them. 
They immediately soaked up drops of rain as soon as we unwrapped them, and wouldn’t draw properly, 
not that we knew how they should draw. It was enough to cough on a few lungfulls of nasty white 
smoke before staggering back sucking LLC lozenges and resume rotating the firewood which was drying 
before the miserable little fire which never got above a smoulder the whole time we were there. That 
was also the time I learnt that sex involved some kind of movement. Of course, we all knew that the 
penis entered the vagina, but for some reason nobody ever told as that back and forth rubbing motion 
was involved. We all learnt this from a copy of Hustler, the black and white newsprint porn rag. Thank 
god for textual pornography! 


After that it wasn’t until I was in high school that I discovered a packet of Rider tobacco on the 
train. I remember it well. Rider was a cheap and nasty brand smoked by thugs - the label was a picture 
of a chopper motorcycle done as an embroidered patch. This specimen was enclosed in a worn old 
leather outer pouch, with a book of rolling papers tucked into an inner pocket, like a little smoking kit 
just for me! I gleefully hid it in my case and smuggled it home, where I started to learn the black art of 
rolling. In this I was assisted by one of those ads from the found Playboys, this one for Drum tobacco. 
It had handy diagrams showing the different styles of rollies. Of course I favoured the ”racehorse”, a thin 
one with minimum tobacco and the fastest smoking time. Perfect for those quick sneaky smokes which 
didn’t leave too much taint on ones breath. I would escape from the house for a walk in the local woods 
and suck down one in the middle of a lantana patch. 


That pack lasted me a long time, until my mother walked out while I was in 12th grade. My 
father was so distraught by this he basically gave up and spent most of his spare time laying on his 
bed staring at the ceiling, until he got cancer. Unsupervised, almost an adult, I started buying packs of 
ciggies at the local mixed business. 


Pm ashamed to say the first brand I favoured was Sterling, a pretty nasty chemically enriched 
cigarette in a silver pack. I don’t know why I favoured that one. I tried a few experiments, I remember 
trying Winfield Green, the mentholated product in the all-Australian Winfield line. Winfield was to 
Australia what Marlboro was to the US - the default setting, and emblematic of the country. Smoking 
Winnies was like an act of patriotism. I guess my early instinct for rebellion against stereotypes steered 
me away from Winfield, and Sterling was a new brand with a lot of advertising in the media. They were 
pretty horrible, dry and ordinary, slightly fatter than Winnies, in a silver foil pack. They sold them in 
a local milk bar which was struggling against the 2 supermarkets in the area and didn’t care what they 
sold to whom. I used to front up in a full school uniform with blazer and buy them, no questions asked. 


When I got sick of the dry dusty taste of those, I started rolling again, this time Champion 
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Ruby. This is an excellent moist tobacco cut in a long shag, sold in a distinctive yellow envelope with 
a little red gladiator emblem. It rolled easily and tasted good. The only problem was the little strings 
that hung out the end, they used to get stuck in my teeth. I never got into using filters for some reason. 


Later, when I left school and started working for the local supermarket, my early instinct for re- 
bellion against consumer society strengthened. I used to catch the train in to Paddies markets, which 
were then in the Redfern train depot, to buy fruit and vegies and whatever groceries they had there. I 
tried a few cartons of unfiltered Camels, reasoning that they were like rollies but already made up. I 
think the cartons had been boosted from a truck or something, they were extraordinarily cheap. Or, 
possibly they were radioactive exports from Chernobyl or something, like the cheap mint and rosehip 
tea from Bulgaria available at the same time, unsaleable in Europe because of the fear of fallout. They 
were okay, though very strong. I used to half smoke them and then light them later, a habit I repeated 
later with clove cigarettes. 


Another product I tried around this time was Nat Sherman’s Cigaretellos, which I bought from 
Sol Levy, the famous tobacconist down at Haymarket. Those were beautiful cigarettes, black and long, 
unfiltered, the paper was a slightly rumpled crepe that was sweetened, and the tobacco was chopped 
very short and flaky and packed very tight, so they were hard to draw. They came in a cool cardboard 
box like a small cigar box, with distinct red and white stripes. I tried them for one reason - they were 
the smoke of choice of Jerry Cornelius, the hero of several novels by Michael Moorcock. Jerry was a 
strangely ambiguous dandy, a kind of super mod, who, along with a loose crowd of other characters, 
friends and enemies, seemed to know some critical secret of time and space. Like bent Time Lords he 
and certain other characters would travel forwards and back along various time lines of alternate history, 
usually trying to spend as much time as possible in the blissful idyll of sixties London. The style of the 
novels was very hip, full of intriguing cryptic references. I enjoyed Nats more than any other cigarette. 
Recently I tried to track some down, but it’s impossible to get them now. As nearly the only Class B 
tobacco product of the USA, the export regs are very different and they can’t be had outside the states 
now. 


For the next several years I smoked mostly Champion Ruby with great enjoyment. That changed 
when I discovered and moved into the Cyberspace Warehouse in Glebe, that strange, anarchistic artists 
commune that changed my life. Sam Shovel, the guy who rented the warehouse and sublet it to us 
freaks, used to smoke a peculiar sweet smelling cigarette from a red packet. These turned out to be 
Gudang Garam, Indonesian kretek cigarettes, with cloves. They are called kretek for the slight crackling 
sound they make as the volatile clove oils combust. They create thick white smoke which is just about 
the worst possible smoke one can inhale. Since clove oils are anaesthetic, they hide the burn in your 
lungs, so you can smoke more and harsher smoke than normal ciggies. I took them up with a vengeance. 
They weren’t just dangerous for our lungs either. Because the clove oils combust and jet out when they 
burn, tiny coals can spring from the tip and rocket across the roam or onto your clothes. My tee-shirts 
from that time often have small burn holes from these embers. I believe they were forbidden on planes 
even when smoking was allowed, for this reason. They also burnt slow, and were very satisfying from 
the almost toxic load of nicotine they delivered. I usually half-smoked each one, put it out, and then 
lit it up again when I wanted another. Michelle said one of things she liked about me was the smell of 
kretek smoke, which is like incense. It reminded her of her travels in Bali. 


All good things must come to an end. I realised a few years ago, while living in another ware- 
house, that I had been abusing my health too much and it was time to kick the habit. I’d never even 
tried to cut down before, so I was worried it would be impossible. Luckily I found it amazingly easy. 
My technique was to switch to the blandest, cheapest 5mg regular cigarettes. They were awful, hardly 
containing any nicotine at all. But I persisted, and soon the craving died down. Then I switched to 
2mg ones, which were even worse. They have little holes drilled around the filter, so there is a limit 
to how hard you can draw them. As a tool to facilitate quitting they are excellent. Don’t believe the 
know-nothings who deride them, they work. I mean, try as you might, cover the holes with your fingers, 
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envelope the entire filter in your mouth, smoke one after another, and you won't get the hit that you 
expect. As long as you don't have one full strength smoke, just keep burning those worthless empty 
durries, you are teaching yourself that smoking doesn't work anymore. 


For the final quit I was helped along by getting a cold. I couldn't even smoke the ultra mild 
ones, so I stopped for 3 days. Then, as I recovered, I made it four days, then a week. Then 2 weeks, and 
so on. It all seemed a bit of a letdown. 


Since then I have fallen off the wagon a few times. The first time was when we went to Bali. 
As soon as I smelt those kreteks in their native setting the demand became imperative and I went to a 
wurrung on the first day and bought a packet. They were lovely, after so many years, although I nearly 
fainted from the rush. I even tried the absolute ultimate, the ”888” brand, which are to kretek as Camels 
are to Lucky Strikes. They are unfiltered, roughly rolled, cheap as shit. I couldn't take them at all, it 
was a whole new level of self abuse and I couldn't handle it. 


I also went out looking for Nat Sherman Cigarettelos recently, and discovered that the laws had 
changed and they were not being exported. Even snuff is banned in Australia, although I was told 
recently that smuth, the Nordic snuff for putting behind your lip, is legal via a loophole in the definition 
of snuff. Anyway, I tried some other brands of little cigars and fancy cocktail cigarettes but they weren’t 
the same. 


I also bought a pipe on Ebay, a rum-cured briar, and picked up some unflavoured tobacco. Pipe 
smoking is interesting, but difficult. It’s quite hard to pack the damn thing so it burns and doesn’t go 
out. The sensation is odd and quite nice - the nicotine creates a kind of electric tingle in your mouth, 
on your tongue, and hits you where it oughta. 


Sometimes I bum cigarettes off people, especially when I drink, but usually I feel no need, and 
go for several months between each incident. However, if ever they develop a cure for cancer, or a 
healthy cigarette, I am going to run out and buy a pack of those suckers and smoke up large. 


5.5.5 (2006-05-13 10:46) 


Restful and quiet today. Spent most of it with Michelle’s laptop and the scanner on the lounge room 
floor scanning various things, a book called Keith On the Use of the Globes and also Michelle’s old Bali 
photos from 1991. This wasn’t very good for my left knee which has been giving me a lot of grief. I think 
it might have started from my habit of crossing it over my right knee under the desk at work, or perhaps 
it is knee gout. At any rate, hurty knee which seems to have trouble bearing weight. It always feels like 
it is about to break when I climb stairs, and makes me limp when I get up from sitting too long. It has 
been clicking recently, but all my joints do that. 


We went shopping for groceries at the local supermarket, and bought some chicken giblets and hearts. 
The hearts are weird little things, but the cats got very excited when I minced them up. Michelle is a lot 
more positive about this project, of denying the packaged cat foods. It seems the only real objection she 
had was that I would resent having to do it. 


5.5.6 (2006-05-14 10:47) 
Mothers day today. What better day to get out of the house and away up into the mountains? 


I kept a bag of giblet mince in the fridge for the cats breakfast, when I spooned it out this 
morning the smell of sulphur reeked out of it and stunk up the house. Rather disturbing, suggests that 
the deli has sulfuretted the meat to make it appear fresh, or else the chickens were so chemically enriched 
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that their flesh is poisonous. Only Tilly and Flash had a go, I needed to open a tin for the rest of them. 


We went up the Pacific Highway to Gordon to check out the markets looking for some antique 
cufflinks. The lady who sells them turned up but she didn't have any. Never mind, we looked around 
and I bought an awesome old brass telescoping camera tripod. I was thinking of reselling it on EBay 
but I might keep it, it’s smaller and more stable than modern ones. 


Because we were on the wrong track to start with we had to sidetrack through Dural and Round 
Corner and Maraylya and all those other regions to get to Windsor. It was fascinating seeing all those 
places we used to drive through so often when I was young on the way to Maroota. Of course they 
are being developed, there are subdivisions and new houses all the way out there, and the drought is 
certainly bad. Very dreary country, with yellow grass paddocks and wilting trees. 


Being Mothers day, all the way out there were trucks and cars and roadside stalls selling flowers, 
usually tired looking chrysanthemums which have been kept in cool rooms too long. We stopped at Tutti 
Fruiti and bought coffee and also some bunches of beautiful roses, the best we have ever seen. They 
were in antique colours, yellows and pinks and orange, and the lady took care to include some plain but 
fragrant roses in each bunch she wrapped. We left the bunches with her in water for picking up on our 
return. 


Our mission today was to explore some of the side roads, especially the ones which used to be 
the main rout through the mountains, the Old Bells Line of Road. The first turn off is the giant trees 
which grow large on the urine of generations of travellers. The road was unsealed, Michelle was very 
nervous, but it was smooth and we crept along it for a mile or so. There were hidden old houses, dry 
stone walls covered in moss, autumn trees exploding into red and yellow, and shadowy groves, a hidden 
world. 


The road petered out near a microwave relay tower, but I decided to proceed on foot. It turned 
out this was a ridge, the main jumping off point for Claustral Canyon. This infamous canyon is a narrow 
crack in the mountain worn by a small creek, very deep and windy and dangerous because of flash floods 
which sweep canyoners out. It was only abseiled in the 70s. Above the ridge was an exposed bit of 
heather, low trees covered in moss, ferns and beautiful views on both sides. I had to go back and bring 
Michelle. We shot some photos of each other. I forgot my hat so I wound a wreath of ferns. It was very 
cold, nice to be in our warm coats. 


We drove onwards, and tried one of the signposted national park turnoffs. There was a rutted 
dirt track to a lookout. A 4WD was parked at the lookout, it seemed the passenger was getting head 
from his companion. We squeezed past without looking for the spectacular view. Across miles of rolling 
ridges and stone outcrops and forests of trees we were faced by a distant line of reddish sandstone cliffs. 
Michelle claimed she could see abseilers or climbers on the cliffs. If so, her eyesight is far better than my 
own. 


We drove further out, and took the turnoff for Mount Wilson. This isolated community, we need 
to investigate some more. It reminds me of Tamborine Mountain, all large blocks of fertile reddish soil, 
prize winning gardens, many open to the public for the Japanese maple foliage, and there even seems 
to be an old spa. At least, there was a castellated building in some gardens and the sign said it was a 
"Museum of Turkish Baths”. We picked a garden at random, down a side street. The owner was working, 
raking her beds while a young German shepherd barked madly at us. She let us in and for $3 each we 
wandered around her house for awhile. It was nice, more interesting for the glimpse behind the scenes 
of the mountain life. 


She was 50ish, but wore too much young-person makeup, which made her look like she had had 
a facelift. The walls of ver vestibule were covered in amateur paintings of nudes, with that unfinished 
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look of bad art from an artist who can see how awful her work is but continues to do it for ulterior 
motives, probably to maintain an artistic reputation, or to raise desperately needed money. She also had 
jams for sale, which I ignored, but as we were leaving some other visitors told us it was excellent and the 
sole reason they had come. It was organic, and most likely her orchards were too. 


She had sculptured lawns and avenues of shaggy pines and maples. The orchards of apples or 
pears were fairly young. There was a large pile of prunings ready for a bonfire. Down the slope a 
caravan, for the pickers most likely, and a pond. The largest Banksia I have ever seen grew down there, 
tall and thick, and there was a solitary beehive most likely for pollinating the fruit. I filmed some of the 
bees. The setting sun was streaming through the trees, it was lovely to just drift back and forth through 
the shaggy trees. 


It was getting late, so we decided to return. We picked up some fresh vegies from the stall oper- 
ated by the nordic guy, where we had the apple pies before. I bought a jar of preserved plums. Picked 


up the roses and drove home in the dark, the sun sets so early now. Soon it will be winter. 


Pam wasn’t feeling well so we didn’t go to Una’s as we had expected. Later in the week maybe. 


5.5.7 2006-05-17_1826.52 Rose_hilite (2006-05-18 13:41) 


[1] 
[2]2006-05-17 -1826.52 _Rose _hilite 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong. 


We bought some roses at a cafe place called Tutti Fruiti, up Bells Line of Road, NW of Sydney. They 
are the best roses we ever saw, round and full, in antique colours and scents. 


1. http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/148416074/ 


2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/148416074/ 
3. http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


5.5.8 (2006-05-24 11:02) 


I’ve been making cat food. I buy sheep’s hearts from a local butcher and run them through a hand mincer. 
Not a Spong mincer, unfortunately I couldn't find one. It’s a Czech monstrosity with an indestructible 
mechanism. The cats go crazy while I'm mincing the meat, the smell drives them into hysterics, even 
after they’ve been fed already. 


I’m doing this for several reasons. To start with, ocean fish stocks are crashing globally, and it seems like 
a criminal waste to feed tuna and mackerel to cats, which are not really adapted to eating them and don’t 
actually like them. Try giving your cat some raw fish some day and see how they like it. Mostly they 
don't The legend that cats like fish mainly came about from fishing villages where a feral cat population 
sprang up eating the discards and fish heads. Given a choice a cat will always go for a red blooded meat 
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than a white one. In fact, the perfect food for cats would actually be a mince of rat carcasses and chicken 
wings with lots of bone in it. Failing that, lambs hearts are a good substitute. The fish cat food in tins 
has been cooked and flavoured to make the cats eat it. 


The commercial red meat for cats is also suspect, it's pumped up with dyes and especially sulphur 
to keep the meat looking fresh and stop it turning grey. You can smell the sulphur sometimes. They 
do this to human meat sometimes, especially those steaks in the supermarket which almost glow red. 1 
don't think that's right. 


I actually tried mincing some chicken gizzard and hearts. The cats went crazy for the fresh product 
and ate it with gusto, but after a night in the fridge, the next day when I opened a bag full the sulphur 
reeked out and stank up the whole house. It was astonishing. I know chickens are naturally high in 
sulphur but that smell was not natural. The meat must have been gassed heavily to keep it "fresh”. I 
won't try that again. Lamb hearts and beef hearts are cheap, usually fresh, and available in my local 
area from the small butchers. The cats also like kidneys, but when you mince them they come out as 
a black jelly which makes me gag just to contemplate it. I might try chopping them with a knife and 
mixing with the heart mince, for a lower fat recipe. I’d eat it myself, maybe in a bolognaise, but Michelle 
couldn’t deal with it. Whenever she goes away on business I take the opportunity to grill some kidneys, 
otherwise she complains about the smell. 


peculia (2006-05-29 03:43:56) 

My mum makes her cat food as well. I don’t think she uses offal... she chucks turkey necks and kangaroo mince 
into the blender (one time the turkey vertebrae broke it :P) with some vegetable matter. They love it. She used 
to make dog food, too, with brown rice and red kidney beans, when our retriever was on a diet. As I recall, that 
went down, but only because dogs’ll eat anything. 


5.5.9 Bitchy work stuff (2006-05-24 11:20) 


Daniel, the new guy started on Monday. We need another staff mainly as a backup. There isn’t really 
enough work to justify 2 of us, but I do want to be able to have a holiday and be sick sometimes. It has 
been a bit busy since Jarek left. 


My impressions at this point are that he is rather annoying. He is tall, very pale, with sandy hair 
and long face. He came in tie and jacket, and almost the first thing I told him was that he could dress 
more casually, I only wear a tie to be a dickhead. I said dickhead, but my reasons for wearing shirt, 
tie, cufflinks and tie clip are more complex. I enjoyed the grunge years where everyone could dress very 
casually, sloppy, and look good. Since then the popular style has changed and gone through a formal 
period to more casual now, but I suspect the reasons. Being allowed to dress casual at work seems a 
poor swap from job security and benefits lost in the last revamp of the workplace laws, and as you get 
older you look worse in tee-shirts than more concealing clothes. So I chose to wear slightly outrageous 
business garb, with riding boots and strange belt buckles and the fedora hat and colourful 70s ties and 
tweed overcoats and mixing paisley ties with checked shirts etc. I like to refuse to comply with the casual 
office dress code by going in the opposite direction. 


Back to Daniel. He seems smart, quick to pick up details of our organisational structure, but there 
is one thing. His weak eyes, which we noticed in the job interviews last week, are nearly blind as a bat. 
In fact I would say he is literally blind as a bat, as he has a congenital condition which renders his eyes 
very sensitive to light and unable to focus. He constantly blinks and peeks this way and that, and has to 
hold his face inches from the monitor to see the screen. It does impact his work, at least for the moment, 
as he has to swing his head this way and that to scan the screen for details. This will mean he won’t 
be very good at trouble shooting issues with the data in files. He will be good for talking users through 
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procedures, because he lives in a world where the visible is far removed from him, he is already on the 
other end of the phone to his own eyes, but he won't be as good at debugging issues with the data in 
sales files or the like. 


We took him to the weekly phone meeting with the managers at the other distributors, which was 
educational. Brett had an axe to grind regarding the way Gotch and Network are moving to supporting 
online returns, and how Trisha has prepared a presentation for a newsagent conference about the benefits 
of providing sales data, without emphasising the link with returns data. This is Brett’s old hobby horse 
- NDD is promoting EDI returns, and he regrets any promotion of sales data which doesn't mention his 
return data. He thinks that John Soppe has too much influence over Trisha and is using her for his own 
ends. Of course, I know they are all misguided idiots. The number of links in the data chain, including 
the point of sale system, the computer, the XIT program, the person who uses it, and the distributors 
own systems, means the sales data and return data streams will never be reliable. They can never count 
on getting the kinks ironed out, the chain is all kinks. For instance, they think the Scheduler is some 
kind of magic, a more reliable way to get the data. The Scheduler is less reliable in the long term, when 
it fails it fails silently and leaves big gaps in the data stream. 


We made sure to explain to Daniel later that he needs to keep Brett satisfied that he is not being 
trained in a Network-centric, he needs to avoid saying ”us” when referring to anything owned by Net- 
work. 


Daniel has an annoying way of speaking, of muttering constant effusive agreements to everything you say, 
but then nervously backing off if you try and elicit some details from him. When we tried to find out 
what his blindness is actually called, he kept saying ”Oh it’s nothing, just a short sightedness” etc. and it 
was ages before he said it was a congenital deformity and not just short sightedness. He lives at Coogee, 
and claims he wants to move to Newtown, because of the life and culture there, but I suspect this is a 
con. He just doesn’t smell fringy in any way. Although being blind would exclude him from the footy 
and sheep-shagging culture of rural New Zealand where he grew up. I suspect his employment agency 
googled for my name and found my web site and blog, and derived my interests, and advised him what 
to say. He hasn’t revealed any details, just generalities. He drinks, which should please Jon. 


I’ve already got him doing a few calls, just payment issues and one malfunction where we know it’s 
caused by the Itunes incompatibility. He seems pretty good on the phone, the agents ought to love his 
very earnest and nervous demeanour. They often get frustrated with my own dead calm, they want 
someone to respond to the urgency they feel and get anxious too. The fact that this doesn’t do anything 
to solve the actual problem doesn’t matter, like everyone nowadays they want reassurance rather than 
solution. 


I suspect his condition has something to do with this: 


[1] Aniridia 
[2|Nystagmus 


1. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Aniridia 
2. [http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Nystagmus 
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5.5.10 2006-04-26_0649.14 Civic_bunker (2006-05-25 08:00) 


[1] Oe MJ E 
[2]2006-04-26 -0649.14 -Civic -bunker 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong. 


For [ LJ User: earle | who was interested in the architecture, this is the base of the building where I now 
work. If you can imagine this, darker and dirtier, without the glass or those metal rods, lurking on a 
street corner without obvious entrances or exits, that is what we had for about 30 years before they built 
the tower on top. 


1. http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/147166971/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/147166971/ 
3. (http: //www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


tboy (2006-05-25 08:09:03) 

Hmm, they have tarted it up, haven't they? I well remember the building pre-tower, as it was hired out as a venue 
for various functions. My band played at some, and I attended as guest at others. The floor plan was pretty tight 
(and choreographing a marching brass band in that tiny space was something of a challenge). It was the scene of 
one memorable post-band performance, where one band member, being more than squiffy, tried to eat everything 
on the table, including paper plates, floral decorations and a plastic chain. Ah, good times! :-/ 


5.5.11 Top 10 things I will be able to do next week while Michelle is away 
(2006-05-26 14:52) 


Michelle is going to Thailand for a week for training. I intend to take advantage of this opportunity to: 


1. Grill kidneys, or any other organ meat I wish. Mmmm, meat! I love meat, in any form, but I 
especially love organs. Kidneys, liver, brains, even sweetbreads. These used to be delicacies but 
they have been forgotten in today’s squeamish society. I fully intend to try cooking and eating 
some of the lamb heart mince I’m feeding those cats. The way they behave when they smell it, it 
must be good. I might try stewing some tripe, but definitely the kidneys, with onions and bacon. 
Michelle just can’t stand the smell, but I love it. 


2. Dye some clothes. Michelle gets very anxious whenever I do this, for fear I’ll spill the dye somewhere. 
So when she’s present she tends to stand a meter away from me staring intently at the operation 
willing something to go wrong, and even if away she tends to "ferret” i.e. sniff around the site of 
operations looking for any slight stain or smear of spilled dye. Even if there isn’t the slightest mess, 
she still maintains a cold suspicious mien, because she knows that somewhere, somehow, even if she 
can’t find it, there is a mess. I tend to dye black clothing at least once in it’s life, but I recently 
bought some brown trousers which have faded rather fast. I want to dye them a dark brown, and 
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9. 


10. 


maybe try something creative. Combining dyes with coloured shirts always produces interesting 
results, usually vivid unusual shades you can't buy anywhere. 


. Listen to music. It’s not that I can’t listen to music when she is at home, but she does like to mock 


my taste. Especially ambient minimalist techno tunes or glitch, which she calls “blip blip” music. 
She has a highlarious funny routine where she compares this to a tap dripping, and walks around 
going “blip... blip... blip...”. 


. Throw stuff away. It’s hard just to get rid of stuff around here. We are all pack rats, but Michelle 


is really bad for going through my cast-offs and interrogating me on the reasons each item is being 
discarded. In the end it’s easiest to wait for these business trips and walk it all out the door in one 
big rush. At the moment I’ve got a bunch of old clothes and some records which are in too bad 
a state to rescue with a cleaning cloth. It’s really disheartening to go to all the effort of subduing 
my own tendencies to hang onto old stuff, to crush that little voice which says "You might need it 
later!” when I know I never will, and actually put the item in the bin, to come home later and find 
it rescued and sitting inside, and then get cross examined on the actual reasons for the discard. 
Now’s the time! 


. Do things which require a period of uninterrupted concentration greater than 1 hour. There are 


a number of such things. Painting some storage boxes. Scanning in documents and photos. I’m 
long overdue for replacing my computer too. I’d love to have the uninterrupted time to focus on 
transferring my files to a new machine, but I can never get it. Michelle’s attitude is, I get plenty of 
time to do anything I want, in between shooing bees outside the door, reaching down salad bowls 
from top shelves, fixing the aerial on the TV, rescuing deleted text messages on her mobile, going to 
see what that noise was etc. And even when I don’t’ get specifically asked to do any of this, Michelle 
is a master of the art of ”valiantly struggling”, a terrible power she abuses daily. By attempting 
to do something normally impossible for her, persistently, in my peripheral vision, she can totally 
FORCE me to come and help her! This is a power that can only be used for good or evil! 


. Give the cats the discipline they deserve. Those cats are lazy, pampered, indolent creatures, fat 


and corrupt. They need to pick up their game and start learning what the world is all about. They 
need to be taught that, heaters and adequate food supplies are NOT guaranteed to always be there. 
There will be no second helpings, there will be no dry food snacks before bed time. I don’t care 
how many squalling fights they start after lights out, it’s 2 lumps of cold meat a day and like it. 
And, if they crowd the bed too much, the door can be closed! 


. Empty out the damn fridge. I don’t expect I’m gonna need to buy any groceries for a week, there's 


too much old frozen leftovers and tinned soup in the fridge and cupboard respectively. Of course 
this does conflict with point 1, but we can’t have everything. 


. Distil some brandy. This is a specific case of point 5. There’s several large demijohns of home 


brewed wine under the house which wasn’t sweet enough to bottle, but should be quite adequate 
distilled. If there was space in the freezer I’d do it like applejack, half-freezing some and removing 
the ice, but see point 7. But, I need to find a source of copper line. The local hardware store 
doesn’t carry this stuff any more. 


Sit at home doing nothing in the silence missing her badly. 


See 9. 


gutbloom (2006-05-26 10:03:33) 
Sounds like a party... except 9 and 10. 
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5.6 June 


5.6.1 (2006-06-06 13:50) 


Michelle returned safely from Thailand on Sunday morning. She had a terrible time over there. The 
conference included daily workshops and time wasting exercises from 9 in the morning to 10 at night, 
including the institutionalised socialising. The heat was intense, the humidity high, and Michelle came 
back with a condition of the feet similar to gout. It could be gout, triggered by dehydration, or pseudo- 
gout, which I think is more likely. Gout is urea crystals in the joints, but pseudogout is calcium crystals. 
Michelle takes calcium supplements because she is on oestrogen suppression therapy and is in danger of 
getting osteoporosis. At any rate, swollen hurty feet. I made her soak them in a hot bucket of salty water 
which seemed to help. 


I didn’t get any of my ten point plan finished, as I suspected. Mostly I scanned photos. There is a 
big box of old snapshots Michelle inherited from her Nan, which are all unsorted and mostly we don’t 
know who the subjects are. I’m going to upload them to her Flickr account and then arrange for her 
other relatives in Ireland to comment on them and tell us who these people are. It’s extremely creepy 
to scan through hundreds of photos of dead people you don’t know, looking at them, alone in a quiet 
house, thinking about mortality. These photos have lasted for close to 100 years, some of them. Will my 
lame digital photography last as long? Despite all the tagging and backups I suspect not. Unless some 
new technology comes into being, where storage becomes as cheap as air and solid as rocks. Even then, 
the formats become an issue after only a few years. I have Word documents I wrote 15 years ago I can’t 
convert any more, only open as text and delete the formatting characters. At least my old mbox mail 
files are still legible. ASCII will last forever, and maybe JPEG. 


Those sad old blurry photos of things I can’t understand. Michelle’s grandparents came from Belfast, 
there are a lot of photos of Orange day marches and Cecil standing around in his Masonic lodge gear. 
The clothes - thick woollen pants cinched tight with belts, draping in coarse folds, heavily starched cotton 
dresses, and those odd shoes with a high humped arch and rows of buttons down them. And the eyes, 
the faces, of the dead, looking back at me as I cut and cropped them in the GIMP. 


Michelle brought a few gifts back from Thailand, including a kind of squid sample bag. It had sev- 
eral packets of dried squids in various stages of processing, giant squid sheets, shag-cut squid strips, and 
little glazed snacking squidlets like cthulhoid crackerjacks. I like a bit of dried squid, but being handed 
a bag full of them is a bit weird. Pll be using them for stock I believe, they usually get put in soups. 
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5.6.2 (2006-06-06 14:08) 


On Wednesday last week I had dinner 
with Sam Shovel, after a long time since our last contact. I [1]looked him up online and emailed him. 
Sam was my landlord many years ago, in the Hereford street warehouse in Glebe. I owe him an enormous 
debt for the benefit living in that place had on my life. I would basically be a different, sadder, possibly 
much deader person if I hadn’t found that place and moved there. It was the perfect introduction to 
society for an isolate like me, and the perfect education in computers, as we were provided with cheap 
Macs, networked together, with bootleg software on the server. 


We were going to meet at the Green Iguana, but they have started closing at 5PM, so we wandered 
down King street and found another cafe. He had a poodle with him, he loves small poodles and has 3 
at the moment. They are a bit difficult to deal with, apparently he has to keep them leashed or they run 
off. They get bored and decide to split. 


He looks well, a bit older and more ragged but the same guy. Still as massively laconic and odd as 
before. I don’t have a problem with him, but many people do, they try and interpret his silences and 
stilted speech as something caused by their own presence, when it’s intrinsic to his nature. He is the 
master of the single word email after all, and we all know how easily that can be misinterpreted. 


It’s surprising how few people he is still in contact with. He said PCD had recently grabbed the brass 
ring in the form of a housing commission flat, and had lost contact with Sam after many years. He 
remembered Richelle mainly for earning $10,000 for typesetting a school yearbook (a job I found for her) 
on computers leant by Sam, then skipping the warehouse owing him money for rent. 


He also told me the story about the death of Dave Marlow, an interesting episode. Dave lived in the 
Hereford street warehouse, and he was our in-house drug dealer. He was an older man, in his 50s then, 
an illegal immigrant from Britain. As a dealer he was excellent, I had great respect for his methods. His 
studio was a wide square space dominated by a circle of comfortable chairs around a large coffee table 
covered in interesting junk. He cultivated the perfect atmosphere, interesting music, videos sometimes 
on a raised TV, and the bong endlessly circulating the table. We didn’t really need to buy anything from 
him, you could just wander in for a wasted evening any time you wished and never be asked to pay. He 
was wise enough to know that keeping on good terms with the household was beneficial. We supported 
him in many ways, our presence kept him safe, we were unofficial bouncers, and when belligerent cus- 
tomers entered a spooky warehouse full of grungy cyberpunks they usually behaved themselves. 


Dave was finally busted by immigration police and hustled back to Blighty, but he returned a few years 
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ago on some kind of resident visa that permitted him to stay. He lived with Sam again in another ware- 
house. Their relationship was always strained. While in England he had a triple bypass, and had to give 
up smoking. This made him a bit psychotic, and he started doing weird things. A few weeks before he 
died he kidnapped Sam's dog and took it to a friend to hang onto, most likely as a hostage for some 
negotiation. The friend soon lost the mutt on the streets, and it wasn't found until after Dave was gone. 


Dave behaved flakier and flakier, and decided to leave the warehouse one day. He had a blazing row 
with Sam over whether he could take an office chair with him, and had a heart attack. Sam kept him 
going with CPR which he learned from SCUBA diving training, but his heart was ruined. 


It was good to hear his side of the story, because some dickheads have been trying to promulgate rumours 
that Sam killed Dave. It's disgusting how that happens. Sam was a good landlord, charging cheap rent, 
running a thoughtful operation, taking care of necessities and offering experiences you couldn't buy to 
his tenants, but very few people could see this. In winter, when the utility bill spikes because people 
were using heaters in their rooms, he would have to charge extra to cover that, and they complained. 
Where was the money supposed to come from? They’d claim he had mountains of cash from skimming 
the rent, but he showed the lease to anyone who asked, and the bills. Whenever I worked it out I always 
found he was making a small loss. People would determinedly form their relationship with him into a 
tenant /landlord type, perhaps only because they couldn't imagine being friends with The Man. 


(And, one of the rumour-mongers had a junkie boyfriend who overdosed on the kitchen table. I wonder 
how she would react if someone suggested she saved him some ultra-pure gear on purpose to dispose of 
him?) 


After dinner we walked back to his current warehouse, a very small one in Camperdown. It was such a 
beautifully nostalgic trip to walk into that place, all the junk stacked everywhere and nailed to the walls, 
the kitchen done up like a hacienda with an adobe serving counter and wooden beams sticking out of the 
walls. He has about 5 tenants now. I met one, a Canadian who claims to spend all day watching net 
porn and downloaded Canadian TV. Ah, the warehouse life! 


1. http://members.optusnet.com.au/~samx1/ 


5.6.3 (2006-06-07 08:48) 


[1]This article about Russel Crowe is awesome. It's long, but utterly fascinating. 


il: http: //www.smh.com.au/news/national/when-i-was-russell-crowes-stooge/2006/06/06/1149359738242.htm1? 


page=fullpage 


5.6.4 Quick catchup - contains too much gossip (2006-06-27 16:26) 


Friday 16/06 

Michelle is taking her mother Pam and her mothers friend Clare to Bali today. She isn't looking forward 
to it. She needs to do this to pacify Pam. Her mother is crabby and irritable much of the time, but we 
have found that she cheers up immensely when Michelle scores her a ticket to Bali, which she can do 
through her work for not much money. Michelle tries to maintain her with tickets around twice a year, 
and she arranges for the period between buying the tickets and the actual trip to be as long as possible 
to extend the cheerful time. 


They need Michelle as their chauffer and guide, translator and general dogsbody. I don’t envy 
her one bit, this will be a difficult assignment. The only thing these old ladies are interested in is 
shopping, sheer unflagging pointless shopping with no real rhyme or reason, just trying to satisfy some 
primal yearning for wholeness by purchasing a string of useless and unnecessary Asian clothes and 
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artefacts. 


At lunch, I was returning to the office with a container of salad when I bumped into Jamie. He 
had just been to Lawson’s, the second hand music shop, and was on his way to visit Coffin Ed in hospital. 
Ed slipped and split his patella in half, supposedly while practicing for Triumph of the Will, the Musical, 
On Ice, which he was to present at the Archives. His plan was to screen Triumph of the Will, remixed 
with a lot of Benny Hill music and pratfalls and sound effects, to try and jam the propaganda circuits in 
the audiences brains. 


We talked about this and that for awhile. I mentioned the problems with importing video on my 
laptop, and he said it was a particularly good time to buy a video tape player, because six head VCRs 
were going for $150. Then we parted, and a very odd thing happened. I emerged from the arcade, about 
5 seconds after talking to Jamie, and who was standing on the other side of the street waving at me? 
Terry Brown! 


To explain why this was odd, we have to go back aways. When I first made friends with Jamie, 
I realised he was interested in the same music and musical sounds I like. For his birthday, I made him a 
copy of my Stalking the Nightmare tapes. I mean, I had already digitised my tape collection, so I made 
him a copy of the disks of MP3s and the audio disks, for his Archive. He was very grateful, but also 
seemed somewhat stunned, although he wasn’t familiar with the show. It wasn’t until a week after that 
Miss Death explained the situation to me. Back in the 80s before they met, Jamie was going out with 
a girl called Ruth. Terry actually wooed Ruth away from Jamie, and when she left she took a great 
deal of his experimental film footage and recordings. He still regrets the loss of this stuff keenly, and he 
didn’t know I had absolutely no idea about this history. 


My own history with Terry goes back to the late 80s when I first started listening to his radio 
show, and visiting him in his comic shop The Land Beyond Beyond on George street. In fact, Michelle 
and I actually helped Ruth when she and Terry split up and she moved to a council flat out near 
Stanmore. We probably carried some of Jamie’s lost film of the early industrial music scene in the many 
boxes she had us transport for her. 


I can understand how Jamie feels about losing his work, but on the other hand, time hasn't 
been kind to Terry. He closed his comic shop when the GST (goods and services tax, Australia’s VAT) 
arrived, claiming he couldn’t cope with it because he didn’t understand computers. I gave him my old 
Mac to get him started, hoping he would reopen and start using a computerised inventory to manage 
his shop, but he never did. He moved into a flophouse called the Westside Hotel, just down the road 
from my office, and started selling his record collection piece by piece. The only thing he ever did with 
the Mac was learn to use ResEdit, and got obsessed with picking the icons and graphics out of other 
programs he installed from magazine cover disks. He never even did any artwork or sound work on it, 
just compiled gigantic collections of icons. 


The only reason he is still alive is because he met a girl called Tammy, who lived in an old 
house in Jugiong, a country town hundreds of miles down south. That took him far enough away from 
his old friends that he could clean up his life, relax and improve his mood. The old guard of the industrial 
scene tend to be too serious about their nihilism, that’s why only a few are left on top of the ground. He 
was cheerful, but vague, with the sad vagueness of a brain damage victim who still understands what 
he has lost. He looked like a scrawny old alcoholic rocker, with his round bald pixie head covered with 
a black knit cap, rough old leather jacket over his curved shoulders, nose sharper than ever, vague eyes 
and fingerless fraying gloves. It was the morning after his fortnightly show. Last time I listened to his 
show it was too depressing, because he had stopped mixing the sources. He was just putting on a tape 
or CD and letting it play. Now, I was horrified to learn that he wasn’t even doing that. 2MBS FM had 
apparently refurbished their studio, and removed all the cassette decks. Most of his source material was 
on cassette. Now, he just takes a CD ROM of the old STN MP3s and plays that! He isn’t even using 
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my recent efforts to digitize the show using a good sound card and high bit rate, but the old mono 22kh 
files, encoded using a dodgy early version of Blade around 1996! To top it all off, he thought our mutual 
friend Graham Mann had provided these files. 


Oh well. Life is cruel to some people. The creative spark isn’t some eternal diamond, it flickers 
and goes out easily. I chatted for awhile, and made a note to send him the better quality copies of his 
shows. If he’s going to rebroadcast it, it might as well be good quality material. 


That night at the Mu Mesons I gave Dan the TOPY clock. I found this clock on EBay when I 
was looking for some Psychic TV records. TOPY is the usual acronym for Temple Ov Psychick Youth, 
the bizarre band cum religion started by Genesis P Orridge after he left Throbbing Gristle, but it’s 
also a brand of footwear supplies. The clock looks like a stop sign with ”TOPY Soles and Heels” in big 
white letters. It was cheap, and I had heard that Dan was involved in the Australian branch of the 
organization. He liked it, especially the implied puns. He had known about the brand, but he only had 
a paper bag with the logo on it before. 


Dan is actually a really neat guy. He and his wife are raising a very bright little girl who at 2 
already knows the names of most of the culinary herbs in their garden, and they used to live on that 
volcano in Java which is currently erupting. He either provided, or at least set up, Jamie and Aspa’s 
computer, and he’s brilliant at instructing them. Better than me, I tend to tell people more than they 
need to know, and thus switch off their enthusiasm, but he gets right to the heart of the matter. 


When I got home there were some yahoos in the park across the road letting off fireworks. The 
cats were going crazy, and I was drunk on a bottle of red wine, so I did something I wouldn’t normally 
do. I went out, ran down the road, charged the little shits and screamed "Stop letting off fucking 
fireworks! Fuck off!” at the top of my lungs. It was like a scene from the Omega Man, as they scuttled 
away in the dark. Very gratifying. I should do this more often, it felt damn good. Normally I don’t like 
to make a fuss, but shit, what is their problem? If they’d even made the effort to cross the park to the 
dark side near the canal it would have been okay, but they were too lazy. Anyone who spends Friday 
night hanging around a public toilet block letting off fireworks deserves no less. 


Saturday 17/06 


Spent most of the day working on the new Laptop on the kitchen table, learning how to use it. 
The BSD underpinnings of OS X are brilliant, one can easily install all kinds of Unix software and use it 
in the terminal. I used rsync to copy across a lot of my old files from my Linux box, and sorted out my 
home directory. 


Before, when I hooked up the VCR, the picture was all crappy, no matter what video tape I 
played. I was worried that the hardware was too weak, but today I went and hooked up the DVD player. 
This time, with the clean source, the picture on the computer was crystal clear. I guess it really is the 
VCR at fault. 


Then I dug out the old VHS-C video camera and some tapes. The picture from these was nice 
and sharp as well. I recorded some footage of Darwin, and a precious old tape that starts out in the 
old warehouse in Annandale. I shot Michelle in the studio, then the rest of the warehouse, including 
the kitchen and the common areas, then wandered outside. A few shots of our white picket fences, Pat 
sloping away nonchalantly, a wasps nest, bean plants wilting in the heat along the side wall, and a chat 
with Sandy who lived across the road. Then Michelle and I drive up to Beecroft to visit my father. It 
was so sad to see him again. He was sitting out the back garden when we arrive, with his nameless 
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orange cat. Then, we all go inside and he tries to interest us in an old book about fishing spots around 
Sydney that he must have found at a garage sale. I miss him. 


The cats are missing Michelle, but then again maybe it’s the extreme cold. At any rate they 
don’t move around much, even with the heater on, they just fluff up into balls and crouch on the bed. 


I received an email from Jill Waters. She is going to Italy for the rest of the year, having a go- 
ing away party tomorrow. With Margarita and Richard doing the Camino pilgrimage in Spain, that 
just about empties their house out. I’m not surprised she is going away. Last time we saw her was at 
Margarita and Richards departure party, and she looked extraordinarily thin. She was wearing an air 
hostess costume, which was far too revealing of how her hips stick out like those of a plague victims, and 
she would often stand with her arms folded up like a praying mantis, a startled expression on her face. 
Knowing her, this is most likely from spending all her money on green bud and nothing on food, she 
isn’t the sort to go anorexic, but she could be sick. I was planning on going over to visit, but not while 
Michelle is away, because Michelle doesn’t like her usually. She knows how much I used to admire her, 
and gets jealous. Also, tomorrow is the knitting circle, and I really want to go. Mainly to entice Jamie 
with the video abilities of this new laptop. Perhaps I will visit during the week after Michelle comes 
back. 


Sunday 18/06 


As well as the usual cleaning and upkeep we save for Sunday, I roasted most of a Japanese pumpkin in 
the oven, to make roasted pumpkin soup. It’s customary to take food to the knitting group, and there 
is often an imbalance between the sweets and savouries. Usually too many sweets, which the girls don’t 
like because they feel piggish eating too many cakes and pies in front of their friends. My secret plan is 
to pander to this problem by making a rich roasted pumpkin soap with cream and sugar, which is very 
rich but they can justify because it’s just pumpkin soup! Bwah hah hah hah harrrr! Also, a few bottles 
of ginger beer, perfect for the cold when people need to drink but don’t feel like it, a warming liquor, not 
too sweet, mainly because when it said "add one fermentation drop” in the instructions, I didn’t realise 
it meant add a commercially available boiled lolly lump of sugar, and added half a teaspoon normal 
sugar instead. This kept the fizz down too, not a bad thing. 


All this, plus the knitting, plus my laptop in a bag, made a large load, so I caught a taxi. I ar- 
rived 1 hour early, Jamie and Aspa were still in their PJs, but they weren’t upset, mainly because they 
hadn’t been able to get the inspiration to get ready themselves. Jamie was interested in the laptop, so 
I set it up and showed him how to import video. He actually had a UFO video tape he really wanted 
copied to DVD, so I did it for him. This is one of the primary reasons I went with a Mac and a video 
breakout box, to try and entice Jamie into exploring this option himself. Those walls of tapes in their 
lair are rotting away daily and once gone can never be replaced. I know that optical disks rot too, but 
they can be copied perfectly, quickly, and once a stable medium is invented it will be a cinch to copy 
the video from DVD to whatever that turns out to be. This video was an old B+W TV segment from 
the early days of the 50s UFO ”flap” when some high ranking Pentagon generals were acting very cagey 
about the whole idea, as though they knew something they couldn’t talk about. 


Jamie is slightly obsessed with UFOs and the paranormal, and just recently he went through an 
interesting change of opinion. He used to be quietly convinced that they existed, they were space ships 
from the stars, and used to try and convince everyone else that this was the case. I believe that when 
he recently met Paul Krassner, the one-time editor of the Realist magazine in the states, they discussed 
this, and Paul advised him to look at things in a more open way. That is, they might be UFOs, ghosts 
and yetis, but they might also be a playful universe fucking with the minds of the beings that inhabit 
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it, or even slight errors, glitches in the underlying logic of reality. This fits in with the Realists patent 
style of totally deadpan presentation of totally surreal news, that starts out with the basic facts and 
then decays to a position that, although totally unreal, illustrates the truth. As though the light of 
a bonfire of insanity lights up the underlying facts the insanity was scraped off. Like, when Kennedy 
was assassinated, they published a story that Lyndon Johnson was seen leaning over the coffin on 
the transport plane laughing, and it is slowly revealed that he was actually fucking the entry wound 
in his head to enlarge it and make it look like an exit wound and reinforce the single gun theory, to 
hide the conspiracy. It’s ridiculous, insane, ghastly, but you just know it's true that Johnson fucked 
Kennedy in the head. And so, as Jamie now says, maybe they are not advanced aliens from the stars 
observing us, maybe they are all just hallucinations and illusions, but they should exist, they should 
be Greys and Reptoids and Nordics fighting their eternal war across the galaxy from Zeta Reticuli to 
Earth and beyond, inseminating humanoids and sending the MIB to silence their witnesses, and buying 
up free energy systems even while selling transistor technology to the US government and mutilating 
cattle rectums! It’s all good, true evidence and bunkum are inseparable. More of a Fortean viewpoint, 
certainly. 


Dan was there too, installing more software. He did a very clever thing. I’ve been trying on oc- 
casion to show Jamie and Aspa how to use the DVD authoring software on their computer for some 
time, to burn their downloads, but they just aren’t interested in that level of detail. Dan cut through 
all that like a knife by installing a one-step drag-and-drop DVD burning package which creates the DVD 
interface and spits out a disk without even trying. Also, he gave them the Greasemonkey script which 
lets you download videos from Google and YouTube. They’ve been storing up bookmarks of all kinds 
of UFO and satanic footage from those sites, and wanting to burn disks for presentation, and because 
this material has a disconcerting habit of vanishing soon after it appears. Now they can, with no hassle 
whatsoever. 


I even got to knit a few rows of the brown vest! A lot of the usual girls were away, Maria was 
working, Clare was sick, Electra and co were away too. The stern old Greek Mother of Aspasia was 
there, checking that we were serious about our knitting and making good progress. Rachel came, but 
not Pat. 


Monday 19/06 


The new guy Daniel didn’t come to work today. No calls or emails, just a big no show. We 
waited until 10 before Jon called him, and then he left a message and went to a meeting. Daniels reply 
came in the form of a text around 12 saying he felt "off colour”. Jon was furious. We'll have words when 
he does deign to show up. 


Hansen have finally supplied a patch which is less than 10 meg in size, i.e. is a real patch and 
not a new installer. The only problem is, it relies on the Sun JVM (Java Virtual Machine) being present 
to work, and not the Symantec one. Still, it does leave the previous XIT modules alone, so if a user tries 
it and it turns out they don’t have the Sun JVM they can continue to use the old XIT and contact us 
for help reinstalling. 


This solidifies our plans for rolling out. I presented a plan at our weekly meeting. We would, 
first, serve the update as a patch downloaded at will from our website. We would send the users 
instructions, and tell them how we could help if it doesn’t work, and how to keep using the old XIT. 
Once the early adopters had been upgraded, we could then send the patch from our file servers as an 
automatic download. This will minimise the disruption and trouble. Brett had to raise a few issues, 
mainly about the potential for users to carry on using the old software, but he doesn’t understand, it’s 
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implicit in this release that it doesn’t overwrite the old modules, it’s an entirely new set. Anyone could 
chose which version to run. I might have to invest some time in explaining it in better detail. 


The movie at the Annandale was an exceptionally bad one this time, a terrible man-in-a-suit 
monster movie. The audience was sparse, everyone was home recovering from or preparing for watching 
the World Cup. Nick Donkin was there, acting manic and jumping around. He was horrified when he 
discovered I was going to the knitting nights with all the girls. Horrified, like I was jumping into a cage 
full of scorpions or something, almost gibbering like a frightened chimp! He seems to think it’s like 
lowering your balls into the open mouth of a steel trap, or something. I tried to explain it in terms he 
might understand (Man, the talent there! Fwoaah! Single, nurturing, cute and smart! 20 girls, one guy!) 
but it didn’t help. Some people don’t get it. 


Tuesday 20/06 


Daniel came to work today. Jon gave him a quiet, intense piece of his mind. We booked a little 
confab next Wednesday to discuss his progress and maybe future with the company. He didn’t seem 
very concerned, but then it’s hard to read his thoughts. His squinty blind eyes are not very expressive, 
and his manners are from New Zealand. This means he has a bad habit of interrupting you every time 
you try and tell him something with a rapid fire stream of “yeah I know exactly uh huh uh huh right 
right right” without actually giving any feedback that he received the message. 


I had just arrived home and was in the middle of feeding the foofnas when Jamie rang. Aspa 
had cooked a baked dinner and I was invited! Woo hoo! I packed a jar of peaches and caught the next 
bus. 


Nick Donkin and Michael Lira were already there. Michael is a musician, his band is called 
Darth Vegas. They play all kinds of funny genre music, lounge, stripper raunch, radio jingle, 50s TV 
ad music, everything delightfully corny and overproduced. Their range is vast, they actually do a lot 
of music for current ads, but especially they like anything that harks back to the golden 50s and 60s. 
Jamie was introducing him to some videos my Messer Chups, the Russian band with a similar aesthetic, 
and he was highly entertained. He sometimes brings a keyboard to the Monday night movies at the 
Annandale and plays movie intermission music, or accompanies a silent short reel. The fact he can do 
this with no prior exposure reveals his talents. I just wish his handshake wasn’t so wet, it’s like fresh 
caught cod right in your mitten! 


Nick also does ads, as a stop motion animator. He created the award winning Yogo yoghurt ads 
featuring the gorilla and snake characters. He has a giant mane of wild hair, and acts loud, reacting to 
everything around him with big gestures and lots of enthusiasm. 


Aspa was busy in the kitchen finishing the preparation while Jamie and the lads watched the 
videos he had been downloading. He had some amazing alien footage. A particular Mexican believer 
was presenting footage of what looked exactly like balloon releases, great strings and webs of floating 
orbs in a blue sky. Woopdy do. But then, he had some footage shot by kids with a camera phone. They 
had been playing kick to kick in an alley way at 2AM, when the ball went past one player and down the 
alley. When he went to retrieve it, a fucking alien leaned out from behind the light pole and reached for 
him! A grey, with big head, slitty black eyes, and long thin arms, reaching out from the pole like one of 
those corny Mary Poppins style SFX. 


The dinner was excellent, a rolled lamb roast with stuffing, vegies and mint sauce! Slow cooked, 
tender and delicious. We ate it and watched more videos. Aspa and I teased Nick about the knitting 


306 


group, he seems to scared of the idea of a large group of women in the same room talking, as though it 
was some kind of cabal. I helped freak him out. "They know everything” I told him, "They swap tips 
on how to control men! We think women are romantic, but they're totally practical and cold hearted 
about these things. It’s we who are soft and romantic.” Of course, this is true, but I didn’t tell him the 
other side, which is, they know how to control only a small subset of all men, the most predictable ones. 
Wog boys and footy fans, mainly. And, they don't listen to their own advice. So, they recite time honed 
recipes for snaring men, but then in the same breath complain about their lack of success because they 
don't follow the rules. 


Anton La Vey their skinny cat darted around the room as we rolled doobies and watched more 
videos of UFOs and other mysteries. In South America there seems to be a rash of non saucer UFOs, 
often shaped like a spreadeagle figure or a witch on a broom. There was one lovely video of a little circle 
of golden crucifixes dancing in a blue sky, supposedly shot by a crippled sick boy confined to be, through 
the skylight of his bedroom. Of course, I didn’t point out the obvious answer - that it was a mobile or 
music box in the same room, reflected on the glass of the skylight. No reason to ruin the mood. When 
I told them the story of Michelle and her young friend who, one night, saw a black silhouette figure 
walking across their bedroom in the mirror, Jamie found a video of an anomalous shadow hanging over 
a moored boat, as though an invisible cloud in the sky was blocking the moon. 


Jamie also mentioned a weird thing. Aspa is a witch. Apparently her family comes from a long 
line of Greek paganism, descending from the fertility cults, and she is the eldest child, destined to inherit 
her fathers power when he dies. Heavy. 


Michael played us some of his latest work. Excellent, especially the private eye and spy influ- 
enced music and stings. He did a good Elvis impersonation too, which was for the credits at the end of 
a horror movie. 


Wednesday 21/06 


I was looking up the band Messer Chups at work, the one Michael was so impressed by, and dis- 
covered this awesome online radio show called The Brain. They document all their tracks and archive 
MP3s on the web. I started downloading them and compiled a printable version of their track listing. 
Because they have graphics for each show, like disk labels, I’ve been incorporating them in the MP3 files 
in the ID3V2 tags. Interesting how the tagging of Mp3s has evolved since first invented. 


Went upstairs and Mick and I called the girls in Bali. Michelle is having a terrible time. Pam 
and Clare can’t help her at all, she is driving, navigating, and getting very frustrated following them 
around in the shops and villages. Clare especially is a total log, she is perfectly basic and has no taste. 
If they visit a bazaar and Michelle shows the slightest interest in any item, Clare will snatch it from her 
hand and then buy it. Michelle was stopped by the cops twice, for bribe-fines, and the second time she 
burst into tears and nearly lost it. Mick and I both hope they come back in better modes or it won’t go 
well for us. 


I seem to be getting a cold. It was exacerbated last night by the smoky atmosphere, and maybe 


snoring during the night, and the lack of sleep, I got home late. I’m getting sneezy and coughing up 
green and brown lumps. 
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Thursday 22/06 


The cold is developing nicely. Very chilly at work, and having sneezing fits. Ud like to stay 
home but Dan is so worthless that tidying up after him would be worse than coming to the office. 


Eugene was in the food court when I got lunch, wearing suit and tie and looking very ugly. He 
gave me his card, he is director of business intelligence for Earnst and Young! Not that surprising 
actually, his PhD thesis was some advanced algorithm for predicting the stock market, so he’s probably 
implementing that and it’s descendants for them and driving their investments. I don’t like him much, 
he’s too mad and difficult to relate to. He was at Jill’s on the weekend, he said she was giving away a 
lot of Paul Rodwells possessions. Paul lived in the Holmwood street house with Margarita and Jill and 
Dave and friends, he died several years ago. I hope Margarita, currently walking the route of a medieval 
pilgrimage in Spain, doesn’t freak out about this. 


There seems to be some kind of soccer match going on somewhere, I’m not sure. Perhaps Aus- 
tralia is involved...? 


Friday 23/06 


Aegar called just before 7 in the morning as I fed the cats, wanted to meet up for breakfast. I 
explained that I was about to head for work, and intended to start work, and didn’t have the time, but 
invited him to the movie this evening. He said he would try and come. Aegar was an old friend from 
the Glebe warehouse days. I lost touch with him on purpose, when we split Richards warehouse. He has 
recently found me again. Apparently he has been through a breakdown or two, and currently works as 
a cleaner nights for the University of Sydney. He still has the needy need to try and make other people 
conform to his schedule, as a power fix. 


When I left work I bumped into Martin, sho I know through Dave Lawford. He worked with 
Dave as a model renderor for Quoin, doing animation and graphics, until the company folded. He is 
quite similar to Aegar, same intensity and smooth good looks, although Martin hasn’t freaked out yet. 
He will, though. He said Dave was planning to ”re-enter” society and move back into the inner city from 
Denistone. So, he blames his isolation on the fact he lives 30 minutes train ride from the city, not that 
he is too lazy and self centred to make contact with anyone. 


Despite my sickness I couldn't miss the move at the Archives. Haxan, a history of Witchcraft, is 
a silent movie made in the 1920s which was dubbed with commentary by WSB in the 60s. The print 
was excellent, crystal clear and sharp, and the commentary very well done. It was a surprisingly cogent 
examination of the facts behind the witch flaps of the middle ages. A man falls sick, and his distraught 
wife blames an old woman of the village as a witch. The Inquisition try her and subject her to various 
tortures, and she confesses an elaborate story about Sabbaths and kissing the devils arse, and magic 
salve which when rubbed on the back enable them to fly on their brooms, but she also incriminates the 
mans wife as a witch. The demons and devils were very well done, exactly like the old woodcuts. I 
especially liked the way they, during saucy moments like when they were tempting a woman to adultery, 
they all suddenly started churning butter or pounding a mortar with a pestle. 


Sunday 25/06 


308 


Mick and I headed for the airport nice and early to pick up the girls. We spent about 90 min- 
utes sitting around in the freezing cold in the airport waiting for them to emerge. Their flight had even 
disappeared from the board and we were worried they had gone home without us. Finally they trudged 
down the ramp, Michelle practically dropping. She was furious with Clare for some reason, so I bundled 
her luggage into Micks car and we went into the cafe to talk while Pam and Clare went home. 


She hadn’t had as terrible a time as when she called during the week, there had been some good 
bits, but mostly it was a difficult job rather than a holiday. The main problem was Clare, and both 
Michelle and Pam had agreed to never take her anywhere again. I don’t know why they even tried this 
time, it was just as bad last time they took her to Bali, but they both like giving total losers second 
chances. 


The crowning moment had actually occurred during our wait in the airport. On Friday Clare 
had bought some cartons of cigarettes and arranged to get Michelle and Pam to carry one carton each 
through customs. This was fine, and she had a carton of her own. What they didn’t know was that she 
had also bought 5 other cartons, removed the cigarettes, and packed them all over her bag, in secret 
from them both. They had probably sniffed them out when her luggage was going around the carrousel, 
her bag had actually been lifted off and left for her to find on the concourse. I bet they [Ded her when 
she collected it and then targeted her at the Customs desk. Being Clare, she hadn’t shown the slightest 
remorse, but had loudly demanded that Michelle pay her fine for her because she didn’t have any money. 


Ironically both Pam and Michelle had smuggled their own contraband, but for far better reasons. 
At home we unpacked the loot. Pam had found me another carved beef bone, this one a crouching 
skeleton, very intricate, with individual ribs and ulna and radius. Michelle had bought an antique bone 
Kris handle, which she has had her eyes on for 15 years in a cabinet in the back of an antique shop in 
Ubud. Bones are illegal to import, because of the potential for their being from endangered species, 
although these are certainly beef or water buffalo bones. She also had a bottle of liniment with roots and 
seed pods floating within, and no wood this time. Best of all she brought me a dinkle-donkle! Pam and 
Mick have their own dinkle-donkle, which they set up in the back garden until it annoyed the neighbours 
and they complained. It’s a windmill that drives a triphammer that strikes bamboo chimes, and also 
little tin figures on top. Mine has a man leading a pig on a rope. I intend to mount it on a picture fram 
with a crank handle to turn the shaft. Also, she bought me a painted mask of a Cyclops with snaggle 
teeth! 


It’s so good to have her back. When she’s away I feel delicate, trembly, although it was partly 
the cold this time. I cooked us a nice leg of lamb, our custom when returning from Asia, where meat is 
expensive and suspect and just not as nice. 


5.6.5 July Program for the Mu Meson Archives (2006-06-28 10:11) 


Friday 30th June 

As English soccer fans gathered at The World Cup on the same ground at Nuremberg that housed 
the famous rally back in 1934 sporting fervour replaced nationalistic madness but the parallels could 
not be ignored! Bigger Than ”Springtime For Hitler”, "The Sound Of Music” and ”Jerry Springer The 
Opera” put together! Coffin Ed (Naked City’s“ FBi 94.5) together with the Mu-Meson Archives presents: 
[1] TRIUMPH OF THE WILL THE MUSICAL! Originally scheduled for last month but postponed 
because of an unfortunate accident (yes a kneecapping) Leni Riefenstahl’s "Goose Step Au Go Go” is 
given a complete makeover and soundtrack megamix by the notorious Coffin Ed - Friday 30 June! 


Monday 3rd July 
(2 The Impossible Kid (1982) 
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He's back Weng Weng the 3 foot Pilipino midget, if you enjoyed Secret Agent 00 then check him out in 
his second and last feature. Weng Weng is now working for the Manila branch of Interpol. The Chief 
sends him in the pursuit of Mr. X, an arch villain with a white sock on his head, who is holding the 
Philippines to ransom. Two businessmen, Maolo and Simeon, pay the demands but Weng Weng suspects 
foul play and goes deep undercover to reveal the identity of Mr. X. Annandale Hotel Donation 


Friday 7th July 

A Day in the Afterlife of Phillip K. Dick 

This program features many revealing, insightful and humorous interviews with important characters 
and celebrities in Phillip K. Dick’s life. Check out the fake ads by Terry Gilliam and Elvis Costello! And 
on the same program an episode of Out of the Unknown The Last Lonely Man by John Brunner If, by 
an accident of science, it became possible for the personality to pass at the moment of death into the 
mind of someone still alive, then the big new problem would be into whom. Any government who could 
thus cheat death might indeed win a popular vote, but only so long as all was voluntary - mutually 
contracted. James Hale is a man of such a society. He has insured against death of his personality by 
arranging mutual ”Contact” contracts with his relatives. But when he takes on someone temporarily 
until he can arrange “Contact” with one of his friends trouble begins. Mu-Meson Archives doors 7.30 for 
8pm start $10 with supper 


Monday 10th July 

[3]Ben (1972) 

A police detective investigating the death of a young man named Willard makes the shocking discovery 
that the victim was attacked and mutilated by a pack of rats. Ben, the leader of the pack, was Willard’s 
pet, and now the nasty rodent has a new master. A lonely boy, played by Lee H. Montgomery who 
becomes good friends with Ben. This rat is still the leader of a pack of vicious killer rats, killing lots of 
people. The authorities succeed in destroying the rats, leaving the boy in desperate tears ... Academy 
Award nomination for Best Song ”Ben”. 16mm Annandale Hotel Donation 


Friday 14th July 

Ruled by Secrecy 

Jim Marrs, award-winning journalist and author of the New York Times bestseller Crossfire, is about to 
change your perspective, as he unmasks the hidden masters of history and religion. In Rule by Secrecy 
Marrs examines the world’s most closely guarded secrets, tracing the history of secret societies and the 
power they have wielded, from the ancient mysteries to modern-day conspiracy theories. Searching for 
truth, he uncovers disturbing evidence that the real movers and shakers of the world collude to start 
and stop wars, manipulate stock markets and interest rates, maintain class distinctions, and even censor 
the six o’clock news. Disturbing, thought-provoking, and utterly compelling, Rule by Secrecy offers a 
provocative worldview that may explain who are we, where we came from, and where are we going. 
Mu-Meson Archives doors 7.30 for 8pm start $10 with supper 


Monday 17th July 

[4]The Nightcomers (1972) 

Prequel to the Henry James classic "Turn of the Screw” Isolated in a traditional English country manor, 
two rich orphans Miles and Flora have only their nurse, their housekeeper, and a strange gardener named 
Quint Marlon Brando to provide them with company and care. The youngsters are particularly intrigued 
by Quint's mannerisms, intuition, and omniscience. Witnessing Quint and his prurient relationship with 
their nurse, Miss Jessel (Stephanie Beacham), profoundly influences their budding sexual desires, and 
soon the children begin to mimic their caretakers. Things take a drastic turn however, when the odd 
parental figures seem as if they're going to split up and the children take violent measures to secure an 
eternal union. 


Teetering somewhere between psychodrama and psychedelia and the shocking ending of NIGHT- 
COMERS is truly haunting. 16mm Annandale Hotel Donation 
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Friday 21st July 

UFO 

Jamie Maussan from a March 2006 conference presents some of the most extraordinary UFO footage 
ever captured. Including digital phone footage of an entity appearing out of nowhere and accosting a 
young South American football player. Also a compilation of recent world wide footage painstakingly 
put together by the Archives which includes a freaky Alien Baby being bottle fed a supposed UFO crash 
in Siberia and incredibly close and clear footage of an object interrupting a Mexican paint ball game. 
You will believe. Mu-Meson Archives doors 7.30 for 8pm start $10 with supper 


Monday 24th July 

[5] Animal Farm (1955) 

This film is a cartoon adaptation of George Orwell's parable expressing the founding of the USSR and 
the reign of Stalin. The animals are tired of being under the cruel hand of Farmer Jones, so Old Major, 
a pig, leads a meeting declaring that man is their enemy. But when Major dies, the animals lead a 
successful revolt against Farmer Jones, and the animals rename Manor Farm ”Animal Farm” and have 
their own laws. Snowball becomes the first president, but Napoleon oust him, and Napoleon and his 
accomplice, Squealer break countless rules, use TV as propaganda to warp the animals’ minds, and even 
side with the humans! And the rules are changed, showing that all animals are equal, but some are 
more equal than others. Will the animals stop Napoleon, or will his downfall be soon. 16mm Annandale 
Hotel Donation 


Friday 28th July 

Mind Control 

Cathy O’Brien and Mark Phillips take us into a world that is hard to believe, The Mind Control Sex 
Slave. Cathy was part of MK Ultra and Project Monarch’s quest for the ultimate assassin. In 1995 
she released a controversial book called The Trance Formation of America, tonight that book comes 
to life care of Guerilla News Network and a selection of other media Items compiled by the Archives. 
This program is for the over 18’s and not for the squeamish. The corruption of Cathy led all the way to 
the White House and the celebrity A list of Hollywood. Backed up by ex CIA operative Mark Phillips. 
Mu-Meson Archives doors 7.30 for 8pm start $10 with supper 


Saturday 29th July 

Sounds of Seduction 

The Sounds of Seduction is back. Last Saturday of every a month at The Headquarters Hotel you will be 
able to dance to the rarest grooves with the original crew Jay Katz and Miss Death go-go girls guest DJ’s 
and live exotica acts. Put on your dancing shoes and get on down to 138 Parramatta Rd Camperdown 
9pm to 3am $10 


Monday 31st July 

[6] Joe (1970) 

Director John G. Avildsen's violent and gritty portrayal of the clash between the counterculture and 
establishment of 1970s New York became an instant cult classic. Dennis Patrick stars as Bill Compton, 
a New York advertising executive whose hippie daughter, Melissa (Susan Sarandon in her film debut), 
is sent to rehab after she's found overdosing in an East Village drugstore. Melissa's unrepentant junkie 
boyfriend, Frank (Patrick McDermott), wallows in drugs and squalor until Bill visits him and flies into 
a violent rage that ends in murder. This act of violence wins him the admiration of Joe (Peter Boyle), a 
flag-waving bigoted blue-collar worker, as the two strike up an unlikely friendship in a local bar. Joe's 
knowledge of Bill's heinous crime becomes a subtle form of emotional blackmail as the two men spend 
time together in a bizarre class struggle between their two disparate worlds. When Melissa runs away, 
the two friends, joined in their fear and hatred of the counterculture, begin a search for her in the 
bohemian haunts of New York’s East Village. Their search turns into an ironic night of liberation as the 
two men carouse with a group of young hippies. However, as the evening comes to a close the two men 
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are consumed by their hatred and guilt. A final conflict with the hippies ends in a deeply disturbing 
and violent climax. This stylized and stark view of hate crimes and the 1970s counterculture remains 
shocking and relevant to this day. Annandale Hotel Donation 


“The Naked City” - every Saturday between 10am and midday on FBI (94.5) with Jay Katz, 
Miss Death and Coffin Ed and guests that have included JJ (from Good Times), Jack Sargeant, Neil 
Hamburger, Diamanda Galas, Jim Rose, and many more. An adrenalin charged look at the sad arsed 
city of Sydney! 


To get on mailing list please email to meson@ihug.com.au 
Mu-Meson Archives at Crn Parramatta Rd & Trafalgar St Annandale at the end of King Furniture 
building up the steel staircase. Phone 9517-2010 


Annandale Hotel at 17 Parramatta Rd Annandale. 
Ph 9550-1078 


Headquarters Hotel 
138 Parramatta Rd Camperdown 
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5.7 July 


5.7.1 WE WANT YOUR SOUL (2006-07-05 20:14) 


[JWE 
[2] WANT 
[3] YOUR 
[4JSOUL 


http: //www.youtube.com/watch?v=IcaCbAecGfsgeurl=http/34/2F/2Fwww/2Esugarjar/2Ecom/2Fmedia/2F20913/2F 


1. 
2. http: //www.wewantyoursoul.com/ 

3. http://www.last.fm/music/Adam+Freeland/_/We+Want+Your+Soul 
4. http://www.kerb.co.uk/DOING/websites/?contentId=118 


5.7.2 (2006-07-27 10:59) 


I received an interesting email. 


Date: Wed, 26 Jul 2006 12:13:30 -0700 (PDT) 
From: Kevin Pratt 

To: elric@zip.com.au 

Subject: About the Cyclopedia 


Greetings Mr. Spong; 
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I am moderator of a beer brewing forum called [1]brew-monkey.com. 


We are just one of MANY beer related sites, but ours is rather small. One of our main objec- 
tives is to help brewers understand and evaluate their beers and process. Inasmuch, we actively work to 
prevent blatant piracy of another's work. 


At this url, you may find some disturbingly familiar prose. [2|http://www.brew- 
monkey.com/forums/topic.asp?TOPIC _ID=699 Further you will find that we have noted it as 
such, and locked the topic so that others may see this particular e-book as nothing worth paying for. 


I do not know if yours is the oldest site with this information reprinted, it seems to show up on 
other sites, such as wikipedia, all seemingly dated later than yours. 


You will find the author has replied, determined to defend the right to plagerize and attempt to 
copyright otherwise public information without even the slightest attempt to be original about it. 


Kevin Pratt 
sacramento, CA 


If you follow the link to the beer brewing forum you see that someone called Emma is selling 
ebooks online at [3]http://www.wineandbeermakingsecrets.com/ebook1 _contents.htm. Kevin is right, 
she has incorporated the Cyclopedia into her offering, but she is pretty clever. Here is my reply: 


Hi Kevin, thanks for bringing this to my attention. 


The Household Cyclopedia is a fairly common book, several editions were printed over the years. 
The material is very much out of copyright, both because of it’s age in the Cyclopedia and because the 
book was compiled from earlier sources, as the authors admit here: 

[4|http: //www.mspong.org/cyclopedia/preface.html 


As far as I know I am the source of the material you found, in that it was copied from my on- 
line publication of the Cyclopedia. I’ve never sought to stop anyone from distributing the material, 
there are several ebook compilations for sale which contain it. One good one which contains several 
contemporaries of the Cyclopedia is here: 

[5|http: / /www.thelitterbox.org/librum/ 


Anyway, as far as I can tell, Emma is not even guilty of false advertising! Consider the wording 
of her site: "Wine Making and Beer Brewing Secrets are now revealed for the First Time in my essential 
collection of Wine Making and Beer Brewing EBooks”. She isn't claiming it's the first time they have 
been revealed anywhere, just the first time in her ebooks! As you read through her hyperbolic copy, it's 
like a late nite TV infomercial, full of these linguistic tricks to avoid potential suits. She mentions an 
Ancient Home Beer Brewing Manual” which has been in her family for generations. Assuming this is 
added to the Cyclopedia copy, it enhances her claim to have exclusive content. Also, she mentions an 
ebook of a work ”compiled using facts from an old 1867 Grape Culture and Wine Making Book” which 
is available here: 

[6]http: / /www.digitalbookindex.com/ _search/search010agriculturegrapesa.asp 
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So, there isn't really anything anyone can do to stop her selling ebook copies of these works, just 
as there is no law against selling second hand books which are copyright. Why, back in the heady days 
of the dotcom boom, I got paid myself for allowing this site to publish excerts from the book, although 
it was defined as labour costs for scanning and OCR. 


[7|http://www.publicbookshelf.com/public _html/The Household -Cyclopedia -of General _Infor- 
mation/ 


As long as she hedges her claims to the exclusivity of the information using these linguistic tricks, 
nobody can say anything against her. She can't even issue takedown notices against the public domain 
works, she admits herself the age of her sources. Really, anyone who would be swayed by the hard sell 
on her site deserves to pay for this content. And, once Google really gets going with their book scanning 
project, all bets are off anyway. 


Good luck with the brewing, Ill be sure to notify you if I put anymore brewing info online. 


Regards 
Matthew 


ttp://www.brew-monkey.com/ 
ttp://www.brew-monkey.com/forums/topic.asp?TOPIC_ID=699 
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http: //www.publicbookshelf.com/public_html1/The_Household_Cyclopedia_of_General_Information/ 


5.7.3 obscenities_list.xml (2006-07-27 19:22) 


header» 

(words shit, shite, fuck, fucker, fart, fanny, pussy, bosums, breasts, cunt, stab, kill, murder, cnut, twat, 
arse, tit, prick, cock, willy, bum, butt, spunk, bite, nipple, bloody, bastard, virgin, wank, shag, nob, cum, 
vagina, jism, gizz, muff, penis, plums, beaver, minge, anus, whore, spunk, gonads, bollocks, clit, bitch, 
slag, slut, felch, dick, penis, poo, wee, crap, piss, minger, munter, pubic, pubes, crabs, genital, wart, 
herpes, doggy, blowjob, suck, cunnilingus, fellatio, wanker, gaylord, pimp, felcher, fudgepacker, anal, 
gash, japseye, slut, slapper, bitch, burp, hole, smegma, labia, sphincter, hooker, prostitute, homo, pimp, 
gay, dyke, laid, quim, discharge, cum, gimp, filthy, shitter, bone, pump, rump, Swinger, Virginity, Lick, 
Missionary, 69, Fock, horny, moist, fcuk, lesbian, lezzer, lezza, vash, orgasm, Rim, Sack, Flaps, Starfish, 
Tripod, Scrotum, Lettuce, Finger, Bugger, Rape, balls, Donkey, snatch, mott </words» 

(phrases gary glitter, ball bag, axe wound, Give me one, I had him, I’ve had him, I had her, I’ve had her, 
Pd do him, I’d do her, Pd do you, Swing both ways, Bats for the other side, I like it dirty, Gang bang, 
Wanna do it?, Pm no virgin, I’ve done it, Wanna be my first?, I'm wet, Make me wet, At it, From behind, 
Bend over, Trouser snake, Tea bag, verticle bacon sandwich, bum bandit, marmite driller, vagina decliner, 
main vein, golden shower, gang bang, john thomas, bell end, sausage jockey, dirty sanchez, spit roast, 
chutney ferret, hairy pie, blow job, pork sword </phrases» 

(/header> 


How the fuck did that get in my home directory? 
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bluedevi (2006-07-27 11:18:36) 
Chutney ferret? Lettuce? Lettuce?!! I mean, seriously, lettuce must be one of the least sexy things on the planet. 


carbonunit (2006-07-27 23:14:24) 
Yes, that one kind of stands out. I suspect it's a very sniggery euthemism for something else. Perhaps pubic 
hair? 


tboy (2006-07-27 12:18:30) 
Wow. That's some Touretts you got there. 


carbonunit (2006-07-27 23:31:56) 
Yes, it sure- POO! BUM! WEE! Is. 


gutbloom (2006-07-27 14:02:45) 
I pride myself on knowing lots about smut, so it pains me to admit that I had to look up ”japseye”. 


carbonunit (2006-07-27 23:28:47) 
Same here. There’s a few obscure ones in there. In fact, they really obscure ones place the source of this list in 
the UK or perhaps Australia. Perhaps this file was part of the spell checkers for Viz magazine’s word processors? 


5.7.4 (2006-07-28 22:57) 


We fired Dan today. It was easy, he deserved it. I almost enjoyed it. It would have been unbearable for 
me if we kept him, and frankly almost unbearable for him. 


Dan was our attempt to fill the position left by Jarek when he left, that of assistant technical 
support admin. He was a big raw-boned New Zealander, he looked like a New Zealander, with a long 
horse face, raw red skin, and that kind of arm swinging manner that footballers get, where they always 
seem to be shouldering their way through space. It’s unlikely he played much football though, as he was 
almost blind. He had nystagmatism, some kind of congenital defect which made his eyes highly sensitive 
to light. He could see well enough to walk around, and if he almost pressed his face against the monitor 
he could use a computer, but it wasnt easy. 


We chose him above the other candidates because of his CV, which was longer and better, with 
more gigs of longer duration for companies that interested us, companies that made routers and firewall 
software. With that background, we thought, he would be able to help with the gnarliest problems that 
affect us, situations where a customer has what looks like a decent internet connection but they can’t 
download their files. His long periods of stable employment made us think he was dedicated and would 
stick with it for some time. 


In the interviews there were a few worrying moments. His answers to some of the questions were 
strangely flippant, offhand, as though he didn’t really care about anything and just wished we would stop 
wasting his time. We put that down to nervousness, and perhaps it was exacerbated by his blindness, 
that made him blink and squint and grimace slightly in the harsh light. Jon left the decision to me and 
I advised that we ask the referees about his manner, to see if he was always that way. Strangely the 
agency insisted on doing the references for us, but we let them, because, after all, if we didn’t keep him 
they wouldn’t get paid. The references were all positive, and they said that once he settled down in a 
position he lost the nervous manner and was a good worker. So we hired him. 


Well, right from the start he was a problem. he had sick days in six of the 8 weeks he worked 
for us, 7 days in all. They were mostly Mondays, a couple of Tuesdays. He didn’t call to tell us he was 
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sick, just SMS texted Jon around 9 AM when we would have expected him to arrive. Actually, he never 
arrived at 9, usually ten past, with a breezy comment about the bus timetable. Normally we wouldn't 
worry too much about that, but he always left early as well. he took a full lunch break, of course, and 
he had a charming habit of getting settled at his desk, then arising and heading for the kitchen for to 
prepare a large plate of toast with Marmite, and big mug of tea, for his brekky. One time I watched as 
he put the phone down during a call to finish off his toast. 


Another worrying thing, about 2 weeks after he started he moved into a share rent house in 
Holmwood street in Newtown, that notorious den of scum and villainy! Nothing good could come of 
that. 


When he did actually talk to the customers, he did the least he could, and tirelessly worked to 
offload them and their problems onto some other agency, their ISP perhaps, or their point-of-sale 
provider. He had a peculiar manner,that Jon and I couldn’t quite understand. It was as though he was 
puzzled, as though he just couldn’t quite believe that he was really expected to do this job. It was like 
he was the worlds greatest genius tolerantly playing along with some childs’ game, all the time slightly 
impatient that his valuable talents were being wasted. In hindsight I can see that he was just totally 
spoilt, and I can imagine why and how. 


He grew up on the Canterbury Plains on the South Island of New Zealand, dairy country, footy 
country, a land of small farms in vast green fields of grass. Being unable to drive or play sport in that 
place would have been terribly hard on him. The only way to survive would be to assume your place and 
occupy it and ignore the battering world, and trust in the kindness of strangers and friends to support 
you. So he must have moved through life, just assuming each step naturally, taking full advantage of 
everything he was offered, and demanding the rights he felt he deserved. We were happy to oblige, we 
found him a 21” monitor, I even bought him a pair of those pinhole glasses. We patiently tried to train 
him for 2 months, but in the end had to admit, he wouldn’t work out. I couldn’t depend on him to do 
anything right, or even to come to work, and I'd be spending more time repairing his mistakes than he 
saved me by taking calls. 


To prepare for the evil day I spent a lot of the past 2 weeks running him through intensive call 
monitoring, using checklists and constant feedback to either make him pull his game up, or gather 
evidence for his eventual dismissal. He didn’t respond to the feedback except to occasionally get very 
angry, when he would stop his usual head-ducking and grimacing and mumbling and suddenly freeze in 
a menacing way, like a snake about to strike. We turned up the heat by having official meetings with 
the managers, to discus his progress or lack of it. He kept promising to do better, and then immediately 
left early and came late the next day, as though he thought, when we asked him to come on time, we 
didn’t _really _ mean come on time, we were just kidding. 


Just yesterday I had a bit of a breakthrough with him when around midday he asked me, didn’t 
I get frustrated, just sitting there, talking the customers through shit? I said yes, although I had a lot 
more on my plate than just that. I had to test the next version before release, write server monitoring 
scripts, file reports, test a new point-of-sale candidate etc. He was meant to be taking the calls so i could 
get on with the other things. Yes, he said, but it was so boring. In his previous jobs, the ones we thought 
were so promising, he was actually running around offices upgrading computers and installing RAM and 
hard drives and software, and dealing with professional users who could explain their problems in detail. 
And that was it, I realised. He was spoilt, he couldn’t make himself do something he didn’t particularly 
want to do, he was at the mercy of his whims. It was all over. 


The funny thing is, really, he was a master of Slack, the essential element of the Subgenius uni- 
verse, the essence of timeless leisure. I should have fallen down and worshipped him, as an example of 
the Overman, an evolved expert of Time Control who could actually relax while under pressure. But, in 
this case, his Slack equalled my torture. Now, I might be able to achieve Slack in this job, and sometimes 
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this has occurred in the past, but in order to do that I need a patsy, someone to take the heat while I 
do what I want to do. I need a human, not another slacker. 


rubber_shirt (2006-07-28 14:57:00) 
I was going to say, he sounds like Janor. Some people are unemployable but somehow still make it through life. 


carbonunit (2006-07-30 22:08:35) 

I doubt he had a single creative cell in his body, so I don’t know if he would really resemble Janor. I mean, I don’t 
know Janor except what you wrote, but I know Dan would never really do anything the least bit unconventional 
without a good motive. Sure, he moved into one of the most wasted acid-drenched streets of Sydney, but I reckon 
that was just because he thought it might maximise his chances of picking up alterna-chix. He was like a lame 
jock, who gets rejected by jock society, who gives up on life and thinks ”Oh well, Pll just go and live with the 
nerds.” He did seem like he was trying to attract the attention of that spirit that looks after fools and drunkards, 
but it didn’t work this time. 


rubber_shirt (2006-07-30 22:29:40) 
Janor definitely has that spirit. It’s totally amazing he hasn’t died given his problems. 


5.8 August 


5.8.1 Mu meson Archives - August 2006 program (2006-08-01 10:53) 


Mu meson Archives - August 2006 program 


Friday 4th August 

Alternative Energies 

The life and Times of Nikola Tesla and Wilhelm Reich two unsung geniuses of the 20th century. You 
will see rare documentaries and footage dealing with the experiments of both these men. The secrets 
and mysteries of Nikola Tesla by the Phenomena Archives reveals for the first time the facts behind 
some of Tesla’s more exotic ideas including his death ray (particle beam weapon. Learn how to build 
an orgone energy accumulator and weather engineering cannon in The Man and his life Wilhelm Reich. 
Plus footage of the largest Tesla coil ever built and footage of Tesla weapons being deployed in Iraq. 
Mu-Meson Archives doors 7.30 for 8pm start $10 with supper. 


Monday 7th August 

[1]Night Child (1975) 

AKA The Cursed Medallion may not be a household title, but it certainly has received generous airplay 
on the many UHF television stations throughout the world. The titular medallion is a gift presented to 
young Nicole Elmi. Once the girl places the gift around her neck, she is possessed by the spirit of a dead 
child. Actually, it’s worse than that: the deceased youngster was a murderess. Richard Johnson and 
Joanna Cassidy are the “name” stars in this internationally produced chiller. 16mm Annandale Hotel 
Donation. 


Friday 11 August 

Mu-Meson Archives presents [2, NOSFERATU (1922 Silent) @ Chauvel Cinema 

Introduced by Jay Katz with live music score provided by Darth Vegas and Miss Death on the sound 
effects The most authentic adaptation of Dracula and still considered to this day as the most authentic 
adaptation. Max Schreck frighteningly portrays Count Orlok, a skeletal and inhuman rodent like vampire 
who moves into town and leaves a trail of havoc and pestilence. This is a beautiful and atmospheric 
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horror film that perfectly lends itself to the live music scoring of Darth Vegas, spearheaded by Apra 
award wining composer Michael Lira. A seven piece band comprised of dynamic composers and musical 
adventurers, with backgrounds in film and TV score, circus, theatre and an array of bands ranging from 
Monsieur Camembert to Vicious Hairy Mary, there is virtually no musical idiom that the band hasn’t 
delved into. And after the film Jay Katz and Miss Death will be spinning tunes in the foyer till midnight 
Chauvel Cinema $15 Check for time. 


Monday 14th August 

[3]Disco Fever (1978) 

Acapulco bound swingers give their opening act position to a singer and previous teenage idol. After his 
huge career in the 60’s as a teen idol Fabian fell on hard times and in the late 70’s he tried to revive his 
movie and music career and this is the result. I don’t know if this is life imitating art or art imitating 
life? From teen idol good looks and 60's suits to long hair, beard and track suits he should have faded 
into obscurity gracefully instead of trying for a comeback in an era that just didn't suit. With the help 
of Casey Kasem and George Barris (of Hollywood custom cars fame) this is the best of the worst. 16mm 
Annandale Hotel Donation. 


Friday 18th August 

Dan Aykroyd Unplugged on UFO's 

Explores past and present sightings from around the world with shocking real footage, much of it never 
before seen, that will leave even the most skeptical viewers scratching their heads. Along with the 
fascinating collection of stunning eyewitness videos, Aykroyd reveals his own vast knowledge of the 
strange and paranormal as he explores in detail his views on conspiracy theories, military secrets, and 
how UFO technology is currently part of our everyday lives! Mu-Meson Archives doors 7.30 for 8pm 
start $10 with light supper. 


Sunday 20th August 

Double matinee @ Chauvel Cinema 

Where are we heading in the future tonight we look at a Future Shock from the 70’s that predicts we 
are not going to be able to keep up with the changing times as we venture into unknown territory. From 
cloning to an ever changing technology are we able to absorb and move to the next level. And from the 
late George Orwell we find out what Big Brother really means in the original 1984 from 1956. Unique in 
its visualization of the future it became the inspiration for Patrick McGoohan’s The Prisoner and many 
of Terry Gilliam’s productions.6pm Chauvel Cinema $11 


Monday 21st August 

[4]I Don’t Want to be Born (1975) 

AKA ”The Devil inside Her”. Joan Collins plays a stripper named Lucy. At the club, a dwarf worker 
tries to sexually molest her. She spurns him and he curses her to have a baby possessed by the Devil. 
A few years later she’s out of the business, happily married to Gino (Ralph Bates!) and pregnant. The 
baby is born (after an extremely harsh delivery) and immediately starts acting violently. It scratches, 
spits, bites and starts killing people! What to do? It’s a good thing Gino’s sister is a nun, Sister Albana 
(Eileen Atkins), and has a few ideas. Not to be missed. 16mm Annandale Hotel Donation. 


Friday 25th August 

[5|Spin By Brian Springer 

Artist Brian Springer spent a year scouring the airwaves with a satellite dish grabbing back channel news 
feeds not intended for public consumption. The result of his research is SPIN, one of the most insightful 
films ever made about the mechanics of how television is used as a tool of social control to distort and 
limit the American public’s perception of reality. Spin captures the contempt for the public whispered 
by spin doctors, and the hallucinogenic collusion of the candidates, the press and the technology. Take 
the time to watch it from beginning to end and you’ll never look at TV reporting the same again. Tell 
your friends about it. Mu-Meson Archives doors 7.30 for 8pm start $10 with light supper. 
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Saturday 26th August 

Sounds of Seduction 

The Sounds of Seduction is back. Last Saturday of every a month at The Headquarters Hotel you will be 
able to dance to the rarest grooves with the original crew Jay Katz and Miss Death go-go girls guest DJ's 
and live exotica acts. Put on your dancing shoes and get on down to 138 Parramatta Rd Camperdown 
9pm to 3am $10 


Monday 28th August 

[6]Q - The Winged Serpent (1982) 

New York police are bemused by a spate of reports of a giant flying lizard which has been spotted 
around the rooftops of New York, which they assume to be bogus until the lizard starts to eat people. 
An out of work, ex-con piano player is the only person who knows the location of the monster’s nest 
and is determined to turn the knowledge to his advantage, but will his gamble pay off or will he end up 
as lizard food? Tag line- You’ll just have time to scream... before it tears you apart! Directed by Larry 
Cohen who brought us the It’s Alive Trilogy and God Told Me Too. 

Annandale Hotel Donation. 


Mu-Meson Archives at Crn 
Parramatta Rd & Trafalgar St Annandale at the end of King Furniture building up the steel staircase. 
Phone 9517-2010 


Annandale Hotel at 17 Parramatta Rd Annandale. 
Ph 9550-1078 


Chauvel Cinema Crn Oxford St & Oatley Rd Paddington for playing times [7]}www.chauvelcinema.net.au 
Box Office Number 9361 5398 


1. http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0073367/ 


2. http: //aww. imdb. con/tite/tt0013442/ 
3, http: //ww indb. con/title/tt0077440/ 
4. nttp://uww. imdb. con/titie/tt0072867/ 
5. http: //aww. indb. con/title/tt0114512/ 
6. http: //aww. indb. con/title/tt0084556/ 
7. nttp://aww. indb. con/title/tt0084556/ 


5.8.2 Hooting Yard (2006-08-02 13:45) 


Lately I’ve fallen in love with a remarkable podcast radio show. [1]Hooting Yard (podcast stream here) is 
the work of one Frank Key. He does a half hour show weekly on [2]Resonance FM, the art radio station 
in London, wherein he reads. That is all, just a mellifluous rural English voice reading. He publishes the 
text of each show, along with a wide range of incidental material, on the [3]Hooting Yard website. 


His aesthetic seems to come from the same universe as the Lemony Snicket’ Series of Unfortunate Events 
books, with a dash of Michael Moorcock and maybe some Gormenghast thrown in as well. He loves 
the language, he savours his words, especially such nutritious but rarely encountered examples as seca- 
teurs, spinney, rotunda, amanuensis, ectoplasm, myrmidon, radish, poultice, countenance, tocsin etc. He 
savours and enjoys his words in a most engaging way. He seems to be a keen ornithologist, and peppers 
his prose with the names of birds - corncrakes, cormorants, bitterns, shrikes, kittiwakes, and especially 
guillemots. Hooting Yard itself is a place, a hall or grand house which exists in a dreamlike landscape 
surrounded by such landmarks as Haemoglobin Towers, Pointy Town, Ulm, Bodgers Spinney, the Bash- 
ings, and the land of Hoon. 
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And, there is Dobson. A pamphleteer of the nineteenth century, his output included tracts and missals 
on such widely disparate subjects as pigs brains, shelving of books, the uses of treacle, how to correctly 
stroke a pine marten, a better way to sharpen pencils and economical soup recipes. There are hints that 
the forgotten works of Dobson together represent some alchemical key to the universe, and it seems to 
be Mr Keys life work to chart the connections between the remaining texts to try and map out this 
uber-theme. 


There are some other interesting shows on Resonance as well, I shall write more about them once I 
have listened to them in greater detail. 


1. http://feeds.feedburner.com/hootingyard 


2. http: //www.resonancefm.com/ 
3. http://hooting.yard.users.btopenworld.com/ 


5.8.3 (2006-08-04 08:05) 


The lamest suicide jumper in the world is sitting on the edge of that big concrete base of my office 
building. I arrived to find several police cars parked along the street, and the officers staring up at the 
building. Looking up I saw, about 6 stories above the street, a pair of legs hanging over the edge. The 
cops hustled me inside before I could deploy my camera. 


On floor 17 the geometry of the windows prevents us from looking down on the scene. We can see 
the police vans in the street still, but can’t see the ledge. the lamest part is, he is above the cantilevered 
glass awning outside the front doors. I imagine he thinks, if he jumps, he will be dramatically chopped 
to shreds by the splintering panes of glass. However, I feel sure it’s coated safety glass, so far more likely, 
after a drop of 4 stories, he will find himself with broken legs lying in a hammock of crazed windscreen, 
looking like a dill. Which is all for the best really, but I still feel he could do better. 


malwae (2006-08-04 18:31:02) 
So what happened? Did he jump? 


carbonunit (2006-08-05 09:39:48) 
No, I don’t think so. We noticed the police cars peeling away soon after I posted this, no ambulance amongst 
them. I didn’t hear any official word though. 


5.8.4 Compare and contrast (2006-08-04 14:28) 


I love LJ. One of the coolest thing about LJ is investigating other blogs, ones I haven't friended. I'd like 
to report on some interesting findings, a pair of journalaks who constitute a sort of matter /anti-matter 
polarity. 


Consider if you will the enormous difference between [ LJ User: hobbitblue | and [ LJ User: rosefox 
]. Their names have a similar pattern, which is nice because they are almost diametric opposites of the 
human spectrum. 


| LJ User: hobbitblue | is a young woman living in Liverpool, England. She suffers from some kind 
of genetic condition. She is very delicate, prone to fits and conniptions if she exerts herself too much. It 
seems to be related to chronic fatigue syndrome. Despite this, or because of it, she is an accomplished 
musician, plays piano, recorder, lute and just about any unusual Celtic stringed instrument the archae- 
ologists have ever dug up. She has a stable committed relationship with a man called Forest, who seems 
happy to look after her and provide for her needs. They live with her parents in a suburban house, with a 
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pet snake. She knits, and often raves about the beautiful wool she finds on craft sites and buys in single 
skeins. Sometimes she doesn't actually knit them, just pets them in a rapture of delight. A full day 
for her might involve waking up late in the morning, struggling to maintain enough focus for a shower, 
then to make lunch for herself and someone else. This might exhaust her, so she would have to resort 
to curling up under a ”blanky” for an hour or so. Her trips outside are little adventures, to the shops, 
to the woods, there and back again. Her prose is somewhat girlish, fluffy and comfy-wumfy, but then 
again, she doesn't shy from feeding mice to that snake, and she often displays flashes of high intelligence 
and insight. Forest brings home the bacon, and looks after her when she has her attacks, and when she 
is clear she cooks for him and does what she is able. I like her, although if I knew her I’m sure her 
helplessness would get pretty tedious. 


| LJ User: rosefox | is a young woman living in New York city. She is part of a complex extended 
polyandrous bisexual relationship which is constantly changing. She leads an amazingly hectic, exhaust- 
ing social life, including lots of weird things like her Introvert parties, where confirmed introverts can 
sit and not talk in a room whilst working on various activities. I think her interest in introverts comes 
from an inability to understand them, to her they are the most alien creatures imaginable, and after 
her detailed and hinted sexual exploits there wouldn't be much else alien about humanity for her to 
consider. Most of the rest of her time is a whirl of densely scripted appointments with friends and family 
and lovers, for movies, dinners, coffee at lunch, afternoon walks etc, all lovingly detailed in her journal. 
She uses that trick of future-dating some entries so they always appear at the top of her journal page, 
in fact she currently has 4 of those, one with a calendar, and one specifically set up for friends to tell 
her if their feelings about her have changed. Her journal is packed with dense hyperlinks, her icons are 
often deliberately composed photos of herself in the act of writing. She does various things for money, 
mainly revolving around writing or reviewing. Her father is some well-known fantasy or SF writer. She 
is probably manic depressive. I don’t like her very much, but she is fascinating. Her obsessive need to 
control, to be at the centre of her social circle, pulling the strings, while all the while demanding absolute 
freedom to do what she wants with her life, would irk me. 


If they were thrown together in some way, stranded on a raft in the middle of the Pacific after a plane 
crash, what would happen? I feel certain | LJ User: rosefox | would deal for about 10 minutes before 
heaving [| LJ User: hobbitblue | over the side and drowning her. Score one to | LJ User: rosefox |. But 
what about if there were other people there? | LJ User: rosefox | would instantly become captain, and 
organise the survivors into a well oiled machine dedicated to the task of getting [ LJ User: rosefox |] safely 
to dry land, which might possibly involve dumping [ LJ User: hobbitblue Jover the side as well. What 
if I was there? Well, Pd probably last 10 minutes before dumping | LJ User: rosefox | over the side, or 
at least trying to. While able bodied, my inevitable conflict with her would be the biggest risk to my 
survival, far worse than having to tend to [ LJ User: hobbitblue ]'s humble needs. 


What if we put them in a Satrean [1]No Exit type hell thingy? Trapped forever in an over-heated 
hotel room with only each other for company? | LJ User: hobbitblue | would drive | LJ User: rosefox 
Jabsolutely catatonic within ten minutes, no doubt. No, actually that would take a little longer, but 
the inevitable results would be [ LJ User: hobbitblue | beating [| LJ User: rosefox | with the power of 
helplessness. 


None of these is ever likely to happen. Neither of these people is ever likely to even notice the other. 
They are more like beings caught in parralel universes. They seem able to occupy the same space, as 
though they vibrate on opposite frequencies. Each would appear to the other like a ghost. 


1. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/No_Exit 
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5.8.5 The disgusting truth (2006-08-07 15:03) 


Having a lot of cats in your house is disgusting. Cats are dirty beasts. One of our cats is neurotic, it 
doesn't want to use the litter tray. That's not exactly surprising, there is one other cat which hates this 
one and attacks it any chance it gets. Manice lays in wait for Flash and guards the hallway leading from 
the kitchen to prevent her access to the rest of the house. When Flash goes in to the bathroom to visit 
the litter she keeps a wary eye out for Manice, and when we aren't there she doesn’t do this at all, if she 
can help it. The alternative is to shit somewhere with a better escape route. 


For awhile this was the second bedroom, which I use as a study. I haven't been doing that so much 
recently, since I bought a laptop I can compute on the kitchen table and be sociable with Michelle. So it 
was surprising when the stench of collected cat shits started appearing in the second bedroom. Michelle 
uncovered the trove of turds under the bed. They were obviously Flashes - she is so neurotic, she suffers 
from permanent constipation. Her output resemble old-school beef jerky, black and twisted. 


So I went and retrieved the locks from the garage and put them back on the door, so we can keep 
it closed. Now Flash leaves her crap in the dining room, just next to the table she spends most of her 
time on. Every time we arrive home from a day at work or an outing we have to hunt down any stray 
turds she might have left there or elsewhere in the house and clean them up. 


Even worse than hunting them down is when they adhere to her butt. Because of her constipated 
nature, sometimes we find her with one sticking halfway out, and we usually detect this when she starts 
doing the butt slide over the wooden floors, drawing a line like a black crayon. When this happens we 
need to catch her as fast as possible, take her into the bathroom, lock the door, fill the tub with warm 
water, dunk her in, and then grab that shit and pull. It’s usually stuck to the long hair on her back legs 
and causes her some pain to pull it out. I find that repeating the mantra ”This is not happening - this is 
not happening” while undertaking this ghastly task helps a lot. 


Another charming habit of Flash is her fur balls. She has long whispy hair, and a problem with di- 
gesting it. She hawks up disgusting grey sausages of fur in gravy, onto the table, the floor or the kitchen 
benches, depending on where Manice has treed her. The worst thing is to find a surprise one in her basket 
where she sleeps, because we have to wash all the bedding. Or, some times in the past she has hoiked 
onto our human bed. Not lately though. It’s hideous to be present at one of these events, because it’s so 
painful. She crouches, she retches, she gags and chokes and finally a long sausage of fur ejects from her 
throat across the floor. We've seen her spin around, ejecting spurts of bile into a sunburst pattern on the 
floor, which she then smears out when she crawls away. 


Another cat with a habit of spewing is Tilly, but she doesn't do fur balls. What she likes is to gob- 
ble her food down as quick as she can, then bulldoze one of the other cats from it's bowl and eat that 
as well. Stuffed with cold meat, she then creeps away into the hallway and spews out a steaming hot 
sausage. Usually one of the other cats, mainly Boddho, comes running and crouches down before her 
waiting to receive a hot meal. I rush to get the toilet paper and clean it up before they can eat it back 
up, in the vain hope that Tilly will learn that bolting her food doesn’t pay. So far she hasn’t made the 
connection. 


Now most of the indoor cats are female, so they don’t feel any need to mark their territory with pissings 
in corners. However, a mystery cat used to piss into the top of our old style gas stove. Whoever it was 
did this during the day when we were out, and unless we were mindful enough to check when we returned 
home, we wouldn’t notice. The wee would pool inside the griller underneath the gas burners, and we 
would only find out when next we lit the griller. The piss sitting on top of the griller jets would vaporize, 
and fill the house with a miasma of urine. So, to prevent this, I bought a sheet of checker plate and cut 
it to fit the top of the stove. It works very well, they haven’t done this since we started covering the 
stove, and the checker plate turns out very useful as a food prep surface, especially for rolling pastry on 
the smooth side. 
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Mozart, my old male cat, does like to mark his territory, so he stays outside permanently. We cut a 
cat flap in the door of the garage so he could shelter inside there. Still, recently he started pissing in the 
garage, spraying various items like Micks golf bag and our shelves of paint, so we had to close the flap. 
Luckily he prefers to sleep in a padded cube cat kennel on the patio, so all is well. 


So if anyone ever offers you a cat, remember, just say no. Don’t be fooled by all the licking, the pure 
white fur, the little pink nose, it's all a sham. Dogs are far cleaner. 


madslasher (2006-08-07 08:31:03) 
Amen to that! Got any handy hints for getting rid of the delightful cat wee stench? 


carbonunit (2006-08-07 08:41:59) 

I suggest bicarb soda over the spot, and vacuum it up later. If it’s the carpet, one of those carpet shampoo in a 
can jobbies. We find the faint smell of ancient pissings increases when the weather is damp, so a bit of Glen 20 
and incense is the only answer then. 


madslasher (2006-08-07 14:09:45) 
Cool - thanks! 


5.8.6 Trisha (2006-08-09 15:18) 


The other employee of XIT is a young lady called Trisha. We haven't seen Trisha since we moved to the 
new building in March. I certainly haven't received any emails from her since then. 


She was hired by one of the CEOs of the magazine distributor companies which own my company. 
He had a great idea; that we could market our program to the point-of-sale providers and the newsagents 
to improve sales. We needed a special agent, not a technical person, but a teacher, a communicator, an 
agent of change. Someone who would jet around Australia, visiting newsagents in each state, spreading 
the good word of XIT. 


This she has presumably done. We don’t know for sure. There was some excitement several months 
ago when we learned that she would be attending a conference in Queensland. She was even developing 
a Powerpoint presentation for us! When we obtained an early draft of this presentation it proved a bit 
limited. The main thrust was that, XIT exists, it downloads files, it also uploads sales data, and, if 
you run the Scheduler, the module which automatically connects at preset times, all your problems will 
disappear. 


That last bit isn’t exactly true, but we didn’t want to interfere so we left well enough alone. Pre- 
sumably her presentation was a success, because I haven’t heard anything from the agents about it. If 
it was wildly inaccurate I would expect them to hang on every word, disperse them far and wide and 
instantly give up years of stable operation for something totally random. That’s what the customers are 
like. If you told them that, it’s a good idea to renew their accounts a bit early so they don’t expire, most 
of them would yawn and ignore you. If you whispered in a corner that if they send an email to Santa 
they won’t have to pay their account next year, hundreds of them would try it and get very irate when 
their accounts are shut off. The Scheduler just does what the user interface does, without any input. If 
the Interface doesn’t work, the Scheduler won’t work either, it isn’t magic. It has this magic reputation, 
especially amongst the most challenged users, the ones whose hearts sink and who drip cold sweat when 
they approach the dreaded torture box that is their com-pu-tor. Because it relieves them of the chore of 
running an app and clicking a single button once a day, they worship it as a god. I think Trisha picked 
up on this. 
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But yesterday she made an appearance! As often happens in offices, her vacant desk and computer 
had been used for various purposes, such as, storing potatoes, dumping dead monitors, testing programs, 
downloading porn etc. Her keyboard and mouse had been swapped for dead ones from other users. After 
the 5 months of crap was cleaned away she was logged in and ready to start work. 


The reason for her appearance was, a rep from one of the point-of-sale vendors was coming to install 
their program on her machine! The reason for this isn't clear. We definitely don't want to start doing 
support for them, we do enough as it is. They were friendly, they installed and demoed the program for 
her. I took the opportunity to show them the beta of the new version of XIT, explained the features we 
are adding. They left, Trisha spent the rest of the day tinkering, and then she left too. 


Today she didn’t appear, which isn’t surprising. I feel that her tenure might be coming to an end. 
The board member who was mainly behind hiring her has left. The executive who “owned” the project 
of marketing our software is just about to leave. The remaining board members and managers are not 
of the opinion that we have been getting value for money. Our standing with the newsagents is mainly 
influenced by how reliable our software is. It’s actually pretty dismal, but we have been working overtime 
to compensate, writing server monitors to keep wonky servers running, sending friendly email newsletters, 
extending accounts whenever there is any trouble paying. 


The scary thing about all this is, I have seen her kind before! In the late nineties I worked for a 
government department, the Commonwealth Rehab Service, doing their intranet. They also hired a 
"technical writer” which is pretty much what Trish’s CV says, to revamp and clear up the material we 
were working with. She had a bizarre obsession with eliminating the scroll bar. She spent untold hours 
trying to make every page on our intranet so short that there was no scroll bar, and trying to implement a 
complicated system of page anchors and links to show users that a longer page had more material hidden 
below the bottom of the screen. I’m talking little arrows pointing down, in the bottom left and right of 
the pages, with legends saying "Click to read more” and so on. She caused us a lot of trouble, at first, 
scaring the managers with horror stories of what might happen if a novice user didn't realise that there 
was more material on a page than was immediately apparent. We countered this with a full on education 
program, "What is a scrollbar?” etc., especially heavy on comparing web pages to Word, Outlook and 
other programs all users were assumed to be familiar with. This soon killed her FUD campaign, and she 
went underground, spending long weeks away from the office with her laptop working on cryptic usability 
studies and reports that nobody ever read. She kept this up for months, just providing enough output 
to keep the various managers happy. When office churn swapped out those managers for new ones, they 
quickly woke up and fired her as part of the usual ritual of pissing all over the previous managers work. 


Now that I’m all old and patient it doesn’t bug me as much as last time. Parasites can't exist without a 
host, but the host doesn’t need the parasite. 


5.8.7 (2006-08-24 13:39) 
A quick update. 


I am 38 now. My birthday was particularly good this year. I met up with some friends at the Kur- 
rajong, including Maria whose birthday is very close to mine. Thanks for all the presents, especially the 
cufflinks, the DVD of Maniac, the tea, the bottle of Absinth, the Fairport Convention album, and all the 
other cool things. I love yous guys! 


In time-honoured fashion, on my actual birthday day, we et KFC for our dinner. The only time we 
allow ourselves this incredibly fatty and noxious food all year. You could stick a wick in each piece and 
burn it for a candle, I swear. Yummy though, especially the halal stuff. 
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Our social calendar is packed at the moment. The bestest thing we did recently was the FBI radio 
supporters party at the Mu Meson archives last Saturday. Not very many actual supporters turned up, 
but those who did had a great time. Except, I wish there was less bloody [1]Scopitones! The Scopitone 
was a film jukebox from the 60s. It was loaded with I think 18 reels of film, each one a song with a cheesy 
video accompaniment, the ancestor of the modern music video. Jamie played them back to back most of 
the night, with no other source of music. One DJ hopefully lugged his records along, but no turntable 
was available, just scopitones. The punch was lovely though, the beer plentiful, and there was no agro 
to speak of. 


At the risk of casting a jinx on things, I think my life is perticularly good at the moment. The only thing 
that I wish for is more free time. But, as long as the economy lasts, it makes better sense to earn plenty 
of money and put it away, before the next recession. 


It’s sad to see a perfectly good winter fade away so soon, but spring does pep a body up. The peach 
trees are already budding, and I top-dressed the citrus trees ready for their first proper crop of fruit. I 
really do need to look at getting a tank put on the garage down spout this year. 


1. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Scopitone 


rubber_shirt (2006-08-24 07:30:14) Happy Birthday!! 
:-) 


carbonunit (2006-08-24 21:53:21) Re: Happy Birthday! 
Thank you Phineas, I did! 


tboy (2006-08-24 11:12:54) 
Happy Birthday! Glad you celebrated well. I’m a big fan of KFC potato and gravy. Mmm. 


carbonunit (2006-08-24 21:54:43) 
Thank you. Yes, we did have the potato and gravy. I miss the bean salad they used to have when I was a young 
lad, the piquant one full of sliced grean and red beans. 


5.8.8 (2006-08-24 14:49) 


After our dissapointment with Dan, we went back to the same talent agency and asked them to find us 
a keeper. They did their best with Dan, he would have been great if he could be bothered to do a lick of 
work. They came up with 2 candidates, Nilofar and Michael. 


Nilofar sounded great on the phone, really positive and foxused, so we called her in for an interview 
and to run her through our tests. I wrote up an [1]interview to use in these situations, to try and get an 
idea of their real experience and background, and their logical and problem-solving ability. 


Nilofar did rather poorly, especially in the second, more practical section. Despite her excellent back- 
ground and phone technique, her logical ability was not very promising. Several times we practically gave 
her the answer to a question, and still she didn’t get it. She didn’t seem to get logical elimination, so we 
were saying to her "Well, we know it’s not the distributors fault, and we know it’s not the program which 
is altering the data, and we know it’s not the central server because all that does is track the customers 
account status, so what is left?” and she would just mumble. She wasn’t shy, she would always take the 
initiative to try and get the interview back on topics she knew, although when she pulled out a simple 
diagram of an ideal EDI system to show that she understood the concept, we cringed a little. Flashing 
a printout you made the day before isn’t very reassuring that you understand a concept. My mind was 
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made up when she got to the question about a customer printing out wrong prices, and she actually 
suggested that the price data might be changed by some kind of data corruption as it passed through the 
internet! That floored me, especially considering the acronym salad all across her CV, all the courses she 
did. 


Michael didn't do very well in the phone interview, he had a gruff, plodding manner of speaking which 
rang alarm bells for both Jon and myself. He seemed dangerously like the kind of person who would 
decide when he was right, and stick to his guns despite any evidence to the contrary. Nevertheless, he 
was a candidate, and after Nilofar we were prepared to give him a go. 


In person he was even less promising, one of the ugliest men I’ve ever met, and not the kind of heroic 
ugliness that grows on you but a kind of sad dumpy ugliness that goes all the way to the bone. He was 
fat and messy and slightly smelly, fusty and stale, although he had just worked a full day and then come 
into the city from Campbelltown for the interview so that was excusable. He carried the air of a man 
who has struggled all his life against the odds. Weary but patient. We liked that. And, when we got 
to the test, he was excellent. He understood the network diagram and was able to intuit the way our 
system works straight away. 


Interestingly, when we contacted his agency later to offer him the job, they said he felt he didn’t do 
very well and was concerned he wasn’t up to it. It’s amazing, the gap between his attitude and Nilofar, 
who didn’t understand anything but was prepared to plunge in and cause who knows how much trouble 
before we could extract her. People like that scare me, because they get ahead. They get hired by 
know-nothing HR types for technical roles because of their CVs, and then they tunnel in and encyst in 
the flesh of their company. Then they advance by social skills and subterfuge, while the real talent like 
Michael, with his low self esteem, slaves away in the basement fixing all the damage. [2]Something like 
this happened to Jarek. He should be starting with us in 2 weeks. 


1. http: //www.mspong.org/various/XchangeIT_Support_Analyst_interview_B.pdf 
2. [http://carbonunit.livejournal.com/61065.html 


5.8.9 Mu Meson Archives September program (2006-08-29 11:30) 


Friday 1st September 

The Gospel according to Phillip K. Dick 

Back from the dead yet again, explore the incredible life of Phillip K. Dick. With lost interviews of Dick 
and his android this special re-edit of The Gospel according to Phillip K. Dick leaving just the meat 
on the bone. A snippet interview with Keanu Reeve and Richard Linklater of the new Scanner Darkly 
Plus more... We will also be screening an episode of Out of the Unknown the lost British science-fiction 
anthology series broadcast in black-and-white (later in color) featuring adaptations of stories by famous 
sci-fi authors such as Isaac Asimov, J.G. Ballard, Fredrik Pohl, John Wyndham and others. Mu-Meson 
Archives $10 doors 7.30pm for 8pm start with light supper 


Monday 4th September 

[1]Star Pilot (1966) 

Aka 2+5 Mission Hydra, in 1977 this 11 year old space opera was retitled and released in American to 
cash in on the Star Wars mania. It could only be described as a homage to nearly every 50's SF cliché” 
from the graying Scientist father to his luscious but naive raven haired daughter who's space outfit 
consists of fishnet bodysuit (with strategically placed bits of fluff and stockings and suspender belt) 
being menaced by Ape creatures. As for the floating astronauts across an expanse of space with the 
aid of a trampoline Kirk Morris and Gordon Mitchell, both known for flexing muscles in sub-Hercules 
spectacles, appear with lesser-known Italians and a laughable tin-foil spaceship that lands in Rome. Not 
to be missed. 16mm Annandale Hotel 7.30pm 


Friday 8th September 
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Beyond Fahrenheit 9/11@ Chauvel Cinema 

It's been five years since the events of 911 2001 and the conspiracy theories that surround it, have had 
more than enough time to fester. As a matter of fact some of these theories have become so robust 
that it is more and more difficult to dismiss them. The Archives have lectured on these events from 
day one and now after five years of ongoing research we put together for one night a selection of audio 
visual material to boggle the mind. News items, documentary clips and some astounding talking heads. 
See and hear what the American public really thinks not the news services or the government line. 
Plus uncut Loose Change 2 the hottest underground documentary to date on the events that changed 
the world forever. Maverick filmmaker Dylan Avery takes us deep into the heart of darkness to argue 
thoughtfully that the events surrounding Set 11 are not what they seem. 

9pm Chauvel Cinema Crn Oxford St & Oatley Rd Paddington 


Monday 11th September 

(2] The Evil (1978) 

A chilling tale of suspense and survival. When Doctor C.J. Arnold (Richard Crenna) rents a haunted 
house to use as a clinic, he and his associates are victimized by supernatural powers from within when a 
cross is removed from a stone door in the basement. Satan himself starts reeking havoc on each person 
one by one. Their only hope of ever leaving alive or dead is the ghostly resident that built the house. 
The ending with Victor Buono as Satan was cut from some prints (not this one) as opinions vary as to 
whether his presence ruined or made the film. You be the judge. 

16mm Annandale Hotel 7.30pm 


Friday 15th September 

Non Lethal Weapons can Kill 

Electro Magnetic warfare: 

Cutting edge controversial material on the new battle fields. Tesla weapons in Iraq, see star wars 
weaponry used in the war against terror. Go behind the scenes of Inventions Unlimited and witness 
the birth of the electronic gun. Also see the deployment of sonic warfare weapons we were told were 
being developed to protect us from terrorists and now are being turned on New York City protesters 
and much, much more. These are the real sonic outlaws. Mu-Meson Archives $10 doors 7.30pm for 8pm 
start with light supper 


Sunday 17th September 

Drug Matinee Double @ Chauvel 

A look at three controversial films on the subject of hard drugs. An educational film from the 60’s on 
LSD for naval personnel on the dangers of drugs during R &R, the documentary Cocaine Blues and it 
effect on the entertainment community and rare and pioneering film that used Asians in lead roles for 
the first time in Hollywood and some of cinemas most innovative hallucination sequences. [3]Confessions 
of an Opium Eater (1962) became a cult classic at midnight screening in the US. 


Loosely based on the book by Thomas Dequincy. Albert Zugsmith, the schlock-master brings us 
the film adaptation set in San Francisco during the Tong Wars of the 1800s. A genuinely hallucinatory 
trash experience, deserving of major cult status. Vincent Price plays Gilbert de Quincey who finds 
himself in San Francisco’s Chinatown, a strange place of deserted streets, white slave auctions and opium 
dens. Here a tong war is being fought out between oriental femme fatale Ruby Low’s men (running the 
auctions on behalf of the mysterious Ling Tan) and the more progressive Chinese, whose leader George 
Wah has recently been murdered in a beach battle. 6pm Chauvel Cinema Crn Oxford St & Oatley Rd 
Paddington $11 


Monday 18th September 

[4)Night Caller (1975) 

A serial-killer frightens Paris by phoning young ladies at night (hence the title) telling them intimate 
things about their lives. Minos, as he calls himself, is a serial killer and wants to rid the world of these 
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”loose” women. Commissaire Letellier - Jean-Paul Belmondo is given the task of catching the maniac. 
This French film has some interesting scenes that seem to have been lifted by Hollywood and used in 
some of their blockbusters, walking on top of a moving train, Mission Impossible. Scurrying over roof 
tops, Frantic. And of course making an entrance to a high rise apartment through a window with the 
aid of a helicopter, Die Hard. 16mm Annandale Hotel 7.30pm 


Saturday 23rd September 

Freaks, Geeks and Almost X- Rated Peaks Perfectly designed for the 21st century these short attention 
span grabs of counter culture gone berserk will have you gasping and crying with laughter at the same 
time. Witness the sheer lunacy of the worst stand up comedian ever, warped religious teachings rare 
musical footage insane Indian disco, Southern fried exploitation. William Shatner sings another song. 
Plus so much more all new material Be warned make sure you bring a friend as you will need some 
comfort and support as this is a delightfully offensive program. 

Mu-Meson Archives $10 doors 7.30pm for 8pm start with light supper 


Sunday 24th September 

Miss Deaths Knitting Group 

Do you want to how learn to knit, crochet, or any other craft then this is the place for you. We meet 
once a month on a Sunday afternoon from 4pm. For the new ladies who are coming for the first time 
and don't know anyone you are more than welcome to being a friend. It's free as long as you bring a 
plate of something to eat sweet or savoury it’s up to you I provide the tea and coffee. Please email me 
so I get an idea of numbers. We don’t want to run out of those Styrofoam cups. Boys are welcome as 
long as they do a craft or something useful. 

Mu-Meson Archives 4pm with a plate 


Monday 25th September 

[5]Demon Seed (1977) 

The 1977 horror/sci-fi film ”The Demon Seed” has all the trappings of those deliciously entertaining 
gloom/doom productions of this era. Stark sets, huge talking computers, bad clothes and interesting 
themes are all on display. Equal parts ”2001- A Space Odyssey,” "Colossus - the Forbin Project,” "Saturn 
3,” and ”Westworld,” this film essentially details a futuristic society that becomes a slave to the very 
technology it has created. In "The Demon Seed,” a computer wants to become human.Annandale Hotel 
7.30pm 


Friday 29th September 

From the Avant Garde to the Electronic: Music from the fringes 

Rare 1966 documentary on John Cage jazz and experimentation New Tempo. Rare clips of the Theramin 
from 1930’s to present day featuring Japans Yoko Onishi and Russia’s Messa Chups. Interviews with 
Robert Moog and a look behind the scenes of a synthesiser museum. The way of the future is analogue. 
Mu-Meson Archives $10 doors 7.30pm for 8pm start with light supper 


Saturday 30th Sept 

Sounds of Seduction 

The Sounds of Seduction is back. Last Saturday of every a month at The Headquarters Hotel you will be 
able to dance to the rarest grooves with the original crew Jay Katz and Miss Death go-go girls guest DJ’s 
and live exotica acts. Put on your dancing shoes and get on down to 138 Parramatta Rd Camperdown 
9pm to 3am $10 


Now streaming on the net for the world to enjoy ”The Naked City” every Saturday between 10am and 
midday on FBI (94.5) with Jay Katz, Miss Death and Coffin Ed and guests that have included JJ 
(from Good Times), Jack Sargeant, Neil Hamburger, Diamanda Galas, Jim Rose, and many more. An 
adrenalin charged look at the sad arsed city of Sydney! 
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To get on mailing list please email to meson@ihug.com.au 


Mu-Meson Archives at Crn 
Parramatta Rd & Trafalgar St Annandale at the end of King Furniture building up the steel staircase. 
Phone 9517-2010 


Annandale Hotel at 17 Parramatta Rd Annandale. 
Ph 9550-1078 


Headquarters Hotel 
138 Parramatta Rd Camperdown 


Chauvel Cinema Crn Oxford St & Oatley Rd Paddington for playing times www.chauvelcinema.net.au 
Box Office Number 9361 5398 


=a 


L. tp://www imdb con/tit1e/tt00588597) 
2. htup://1000.indb.con/tit1e/110077824/ 
3. lnvtp:/ wav. indb. con/tit1e/tt0055864/| 
4. : i i 
5. i 


S| Ss 


ttp://www.imdb.com/title/tt0073535/ 


ttp://www.imdb.com/title/tt0075931/ 


=a 


5.9 September 


5.9.1 (2006-09-12 15:57) 


Had Malcolm and Camille over for dinner. We get along with them extremely well. Malcolm comes to 
the movie night quite often. He and Cam live over a shop in Annandale, just off Paramatta road. 


Michelle cooked up a storm, and had everything ready by the time I came home from work. She had 
lightly cleaned the house, but wasn’t as worried as she might be, because we visited Mal and Cam a few 
weeks ago and their house is pretty messy. Nothing I’m not used to, and I lived in far worse surroundings 
in my warehouse days, but it took a lot of pressure off Michelle. All the people in this cirle tend to 
be maximalists, none of them live without clutter, and keeping clutter clean is hard. Michelle is pretty 
houseproud so she tends to panic when someone comes. 


She made spaghetti bolognaise, with fresh pasta, slow cooked sauce, and her amazing salad invention, 
a green salad with dry fried pumpkin, pine nuts, bacon pieces, dried tomaties, olives and fetta. It’s so 
tasty it doesn’t even need dressing. We were not having wine, because Mal doesn’t drink, although Cam 
likes a beer. 


It was delightful from beginning to end. They loved the food, we had a good laugh. Michelle showed 
them around the house, which they love. It was gratifying they were not envious, or at least hid it well. 
The green eyed monster is a bitch for friends, and Michelle and I have done well in recent years. Michelle 
also showed them upstairs, where Pam and Mick live, which I wish she wouldn’t. I have my problems 
with Pam, and their part of the house is decorated to such an insane degree it screams madness from 
every painted pelmet and curliced wallpaper accent. Mal commented on her excellent colour sense, which 
is true, she could style colours professionally if she wanted to. 


Mal is a very deep individual. He told me some brief stories about hitching broke around Europe in 
the 80s, smoking hash with Spanish punk DJs and getting his body cavities searched at the Lichtenstein 
border, playing bingo in miners clubs in Thatchers Britian, when the law said that unemployed had to 
move every six weeks to continue to receive the dole. Nowadays he is making mad bank as a programmer, 
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writing printing templates and routines in an obscure printer command language, and he spends a large 
proportion of his income on guitars. Livign where they do, they are within a stones throw of all the 
best guitar shops in Sydney, and he knows the proprieters. He has a passion for Rickenbackers. The last 
time we visited them, he taught me a few chords. He even recorded me going crazy on a slide guitar, an 
electric with piezo electric pickups in the bridge and a built in computer. The cool thing is, he's also an 
actor. While we were having dinner, his phone rang. It was his agent, asking how much he weighed, and 
would he be interested in playing Captain Cook in an ad? Michelle brought out the scales for him. 


Cam is working doing the text transcriptions of interviews and radio news for the ABC website. She has 
flexible hours and really wants to learn dressmaking. She was until recently a goth, into rubber skirts 
and leather bodices, but since she met Mal she has a relaxed a lot. Now she loves period dresses from 
the war years and prior, and has been spending an aweful lot of money at the antique clothing shops. 
Michelle visited their place a few times, and helped her with sewing her first dress. They both have the 
”maker” feel, Mal with his music gear and Cam with her sewing machine and she also cooks. She showed 
us how to fry greek cheese. 


They're both fun, I hope we see more of them. 


5.9.2 (2006-09-15 15:51) 


I’ve been very slack in keeping notes recently. I can’t swear to do it more often, not until a recent plan, 
to cut back to working 3 days a week, comes to fruition. If it does at least some of my time off will be 
dedicated to diarising. 


Today is Friday, of the first week that Michael has been working for XIT. Michael is okay, at least 
as far as work is concerned. Personally, he’s a mess. I’ve never clapped eyes on an individual more nerdy. 
I use the term nerd to differentiate him from a geek. In fact, if he is a geek I deny all geekiness. 


Michael is a fat slob. He wears clothes for several days before changing. He smells like a week old 
towel, and has loads of bad habits. Some examples: twisting his hanky into spikes and slowly deliber- 
ately inserting them into his nostrils; using the same hanky to slowly deliberately wipe his hot sweaty eyes; 
slowly deliberately scratching his crotch every time he stands up; drinking funky smelling liquids from a 
steel thermos (I don’t need to add, slowly and deliberately). In fact, the more socially reprehensible an 
action, the slower and more deliberate he does it. What else, lets see, biting his fingernails with gigantic 
clicks of teeth meeting through the keratin; standing up and plodding backwards and forwards behind 
his desk. Reading swords and sorcery novels at lunch, probably fantasising about life as a barbarian; 
trying to engage me in stilted repressed conversation about internet memes I’ve already read from the 
usual sites. Giving me the Vulcan salute when I met him outside the buidlign this morning! Generally 
acting like a year 8 high school geek, at over 50. 


He used to be a linesman for the state rail, and then, after an accident that ruined his knee, worked 
for Telstra. He lives at home with mother, and plays D &D and role playing games and Magic the 
Gathering. He told me a fascinating anecdote about the time he ordered a copy of Dragon magazine, 
a roleplaying journal, from the publisher Atlantis, and his sisters schitzo friend was visitng them and 
picked up the phone to take a message and was told that Micheal’s Dragon from Atlantis had arrived. I 
can’t wait for him to start doing Monty Python skits or quoting Red Dwarf. 


He’s very fat, and his facial skin resembles an alcoholic orange. His hair curls thin and nasty like 
wet seaweed across a pink rock. He has large red lumps on the side of his head, not pimples, something 
more permanent and terrible. But it’s all good, as long as he does the job. I will put up with anything, 
as long as he stays and answers the phone and, when he doesn’t know the solution to a problem, doesn’t 
make it worse, but logs it for me and waits. 
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I think our testing procedure is a little flawed, or else his terrible insecurity and self-loathing prevents 
him from expressing the intelligence he displayed in the interview. He isn’t as quick and clever as we 
thought, but once properly programmed I’m sure he will be very useful. Funny, we hoped he would be 
better than I at talking to the newsagents. I hate them and it bleeds out in my voice, an underlying 
taint of cynical loathing. He has a bearish ocker manner but it comes across as really fake when he tries 
to talk to the agents. In fact, sometimes the weight of his sadness and depression grows so great he can 
barely answer the phones, he sounds like someone doing the worst thing in the world. 


I’m sure I will have more to say about him later 


5.9.3 (2006-09-20 16:31) 


Mowed lawn today. It wasn’t very long but I wanted to, otherwise Mick would do it. Didn’t use the 
catcher so the clippings will fertilise the lawn, which I can't do later in the year. 


I also tried to make my lawn aerating shoes. I’ve had an idea for some shoes with long spikes to 
drill the turf in the packed region out the front. Going over it with the fork is a little too time consuming. 
I took some short lengths of hardwood, drilled 4 narrow holes, and drove 9 inch nails through the holes. 
Then, I took an old pair of Dunlop Volley tennis shoes and screwed them down to the wood. 


The result - mixed success. The shoes worked, but the nails bent over and the wood splintered. 
Also, it felt like the shoes was ripping free of the wood with every step. Ill try again, with a double 
thickness of wood and straps holding the shoes down to the wood. Each step was quite difficult, as it 
essentially nailed my feet to the ground. If the double layers of wood don’t work, Pll make something 
like the short stilts we had as children. Pll attach a loop of rope to a short length of 2x4 with the nails 
through it, to place and then stomp down and then yank up. 


Sieved compost. The compost heap has a thriving population of red worms, that recently in- 
creased, either because of the warm weather, or because I started forking the top layers and digging out 
the bottom for the garden. The stuff forms big sticky lumps which have to be sieved and dug into the 
rather sandy soil we have. The bones are starting to accumulate, I’ll have to remove them when they 
get too numerous. It’s good to have bones in there, they provide a good seed population of bacteria. 


Refilled flytraps. The bodies of the flies from last year had dried out to rustling husks. When I 
tipped them out it was like a shower of flitter, from all the wings and green eyes. I swear to empty them 
more often this year, before the maggots form. 


In the arvo I listed a bunch of books on Ebay. TYhey were mostly trashy biographies and sen- 
sationalist garbage from Pam and Mick upstairs. I got through a box full, about 40 books. I don’t 
expect to sell more than half, Dll list the rest on Bookcrossing and dump them in one of the backpacker 
hostels in the city. 


Then Michelle and I went over to Mal and Cam's place, and hung out. We spent an hour sitting 
outside watching the planes fly over and talking. I’ve been getting a bit annoyed with Michelle recently, 
she tends to be a bit competitive in conversation. It’s like, anything someone else has done, she has done 
as well, and anything someone else has, she had it first, or something better. I like to shut up and let 
the other party tell me their stories. But, that’s Michelle, and I think she gets a bit frustrated that I 
don’t back her up when she’s doing this too. 


We went over to Laddas for dinner. Mal revealed that he used to go there quite often in the old 
days, when he was practicing in a band in Newtown. Laddas always satisfies! 
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Then back to their place for cannoli and conversation. Mal brought out his guitar and played 
for awhile. They have a concrete courtyard behind their place but it's a cool place to sit and yarn. 
Camille lent me some CDs to rip, mostly goth stuff. Switchblade Symphony sounds pretty good, I never 
looked into them before because their name is so naff. 


On Sunday I vacuumed and did the usual chores, and then spent several hours hacking with 
djvu and pdftk and ImageMagick, all command line apps for unix (and OSX) which I need to learn. 
Djvu is the format they use for all the scanned books now, it has a lot of benefits over other formats. It 
is a multi page document format for scanned pages of text, each page is a highly compressed image. You 
can embed text, for searching, and put a shared textured background behind every page, and isolate 
regions of pages in separate layers, so you can have a weakly compressed graphic on a page of text 
without compressing the entire page weakly etc. The freeware tools are a bit basic, with deliberately 
weakened compression, but it’s still far better than JPG scans in a PDF. 


What I needed was some recipes to efficiently script compression of mixtures of types of files, 
starting from original scans. I came up with 3 procedures, for colour plates, pages with greyscale dot 
screen illos, and pure text. You do have to alter the scan depth for the different types, but I now have 
shell scripts that process each page into djvu and pdf output for compilation. My immediate priority is 
to digitise a bunch of knitting pattern booklets for sharing with the knitting group. 


Meanwhile Michelle took Cam to Spotlight for some haberdashery, some covered buttons and 
belts and other notions. When she got back she reported that Mal and Cam had a bit of a tiff! When 
she dropped Cam off Mal was practicing on a new bass he had just bought, and Cam started pestering 
him to take her to the Landsdowne for a steak lunch, and he blew up. Michelle backed off and left 
quickly. I hope they make up quickly. It was nothing compared to the long fights Michelle and I have, 
but it sobered Michelle right up. I’m not surprised though, Mal is a pretty intense individual, and Cam 
would annoy me too. 


In the afternoon we went to the Chauvel in Paddington to see the triple feature drug film mati- 
nee! It was excellent. They showed a couple of drug ed films. There was an amazing Navy film from the 
early 60’s in bleeding colour, about some sailors experimenting with LSD in their shore leave. Of course, 
it started to flashback on one of them, so he started hallucinating when reading the radar and flipped 
out. It was such a good film, long and complicated - the sailors were really just the backbone plot, 
there were all kinds of intersecting storylines, including an undercover narc who lectures some doctors 
on the effects of speed, and then appears later sitting with some big time dealers who laughingly palm 
off some stems as Acapulco Gold to one of the sailors. The ringleader of the sailors was reading from the 
Tibetan Book of the Dead to his colleagues, one of whom tried to jump out of the window! Then, there 
was Confessions of an Opium Eater with Vincent Price. I can’t put into words how awesome this movie 
is. Put it this way, Hong Kong Shuffle was a total ripoff. Well worth catching, only it isn’t available on 
DVD. 


hbdeath (2006-09-21 03:16:54) 
Would’ve liked to have gone to the drug film triple bill, especially if part of it was ”in bleeding colour”, but alas 
band rehearsals were a more pressing concern. I shall hopefully be there on Saturday for Freaks Geeks etc, though. 


carbonunit (2006-09-21 22:43:12) 
It was lovely, that saturated Eastman colour that looks like old Polaroids. The IMDB listing is [1]here. PI see 
you at the Freaks and Geeks for sure. Sorry can’t make it to your show tonight. 


1. http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0289269/combined 
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hbdeath (2006-09-22 04:12:23) 

Alas I’m not going to be able to do Freaks Geeks etc either. Pm DJing on Saturday night and I have the opening 
slot at 10pm, which means it’ll hardly be worth my while going if Pll only be able to stay for an hour. Will have 
to be next Friday night, then... 


5.9.4 (2006-09-20 20:39) 


While watching the incredible outpouring of grief over the death of [1]Steve Irwin, there was one thing 
that stuck in my mind. 


Quickly, before clicking, does anyone know if [2] Harry Butler is alive or dead? How about [3]Les Hiddins? 
The [4]Leyland Brothers? 


1. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Steve_irwin 

2. [http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Harry_Butler 

3. [http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bush_Tucker_Man 
4. ia. iki 


http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Leyland_Brothers 
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5.9.5 (2006-09-21 09:11) 
It’s hot in Sydney. Really hot. [1] Yesterday was 30C in the city, nearly 10 degrees above average. 


It worries me that as the atmosphere heats up, the average temperatures will rise. If the news keeps 
reporting the heat in degrees above average, it will eventually reach a stable figure and not get ”worse” 
even when it is. It all depends on how far in the past history of weather they go to make an average. 
You could reduce the span of the average to 10 years and it would stabilise very soon. Just not announce 
that you are changing the definition of average. 


I’m already seeing people switching off about global warming, just dismissing it as something they have 
no impact on and therefore can’t change. Like the cold war; we lived with the threat of nuclear war and 
learnt to just ignore it, wincing a bit when Reagan made the crack about bombing the Soviet Union, but 
pretending it didn’t matter. It’s a useful coping mechanism when you are helpless. Like those gazelles 
on nature documentaries who stop struggling when the lion catches them. I’ve heard of people who get 
attacked by bears, who describe how they go very calm and helpless and stop feeling pain. 


When Michelle saw the McLibel movie, it had a powerful effect on her. She started to tell her friends at 
work about the dirty tricks MacDonalds used against those protestors. One of her friends said something 
that we use as shorthand for this head-in-the-sand mentality. She said, "Don't spoil my McDonalds ex- 
perience!” She didn’t want to hear about it, because she didn’t want her conscience nagging her when she 
went to Mackers for lunch. She wanted to preserve her ignorance. That’s another social trend I’ve been 
seeing for some time, especially from doing technical support for untrained users. Customers often seem 
to avoid knowing how their product works, and they resent being shown how to do something. They 
seem to be preserving their ignorance as a shield against responsibility. If they don’t know how it works, 
they can’t be blamed for breaking it. 


I remember when I used to hear explosions of various kinds, perhaps blasting on nearby road works, 
and my heart would sink. I used to have nightmares about it, usually vague unfocused tone poem night- 
mares, mostly a sense of dread and hopelessness, like a rehearsal for the emotions I might feel if nuclear 
war started. With global warming, there is no dramatic scenario. Our house is very close to sea level, so 
it will get flooded, but not for decades. Even before the sea rises enough to engulf the house, it would 
flood the main roads nearby and turn the local park into the salt swamp it once was. Mosquitos and 
miasma would render the place uninhabitable before it was under water, but again that isn’t dramatic 
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enough for nightmares. 


The city of Sydney depends on a reservoir that is on the other side of the local mountain range, in- 
land. It’s served well for decades, but the recent changes in the rainfall pattern mean that although the 
city gets a lot of rain it doesn't cross the mountains. The reservoir used to fill with rain from clouds 
that started in the Great Australian Bight, off the southern coast of Australia, and crossed the continent 
diagonally moving north-east before raining on the western sides of the Blue Mountains. Now we get our 
rain coming up the coast from the south, or small storms coming in from the east in the afternoon. So, 
the landscape around the city might remain green, even as our reservoir dries up. We already have water 
restrictions in place, but they aren't very strict, and there are other sources of water. Really the worst 
case scenario for domestic water is mandatory house tanks, and that would be easy to arrange. 


The inland deserts are expanding and the dry is hitting the farmers very hard now. However, even 
widespread drought isn't going to starve anyone in this country, there is more than enough coastal land 
still green enough to grow crops. The end of cheap groceries is hardly the same as the droughts in Africa. 


The economic downturn wouldn't even be that dramatic, not for awhile. I see that mainly as a pro- 
liferation of For Lease signs and closed up shops, and unemployed people wandering around during the 
day in the blinding sun. Just like the late 80s really, when the interest rate went up to 17 percent. The 
housing bubble would be well and truly deflated by then, it's going down now under the pressure of 
miniscule rises in interest rates. 


See also [2]boiling frog. 


1. http://www.smh.com.au/news/national/tubular-swells-sweltering-masses/2006/09/20/1158431784431.html 


2. |nttp://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Boiling frog 


5.9.6 DJVU (2006-09-21 12:01) 


Recently I’ve been playing with DJVU. What is DJVU? It's a format for scanned documents. 


At heart it’s an image format; most features are to do with compressing and displaying images. 
DJVU files are usually multi paged documents which were scanned from printed matter. It encompasses 
several different kinds of compression, for several different kinds of images. For high resolution bitmap 
images of English text, it approaches voodoo - a 1.5 meg image gets down to maybe 60k. Apparently 
it does this by a form of text recognition. It identifies characters, measures their deviation from the 
standard shape of that letter, and then encodes them as a description rather than a bitmap. 


There are numerous other features. For instance, you can overlay invisible text layers, to make 
the document searchable and enable copy/paste. You can seperate images and text into different layers 
and use the optimum compression for each. You can even set a single background image for each page 
of a document to go behind the text layers, so the paper texture shows behind the characters without 
increasing the file size too much. 


Most of these features are only available in the [1]commercial version of the software, which is 
pretty expensive. There are free [2}command line versions though, which is what I was playing with. I 
wanted to be able to scan some highly formatted documents which I can’t reasonably OCR (unlike the 
Household Cyclopedia). For instance, knitting patterns! These short booklets are invaluable information. 
You can still find old WW2 era patterns in charity shops, but they tend to be on their last legs, coming 
appart at the seams and often printed on pulp paper which is tearing at the creases. If you knit, you 
know how important the ability to write notation on the pattern is. So, instead of just photocopying 
them, I wanted to make printable backups that are well compressed. 
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Here are some recipes I have come up with. You will need to download and installed [3]djvuli- 
bre, [4]pdftk, and [5]ImageMagick if you don’t already have them. 


Colour pages, plates, covers etc. 


. Scan to a 150dpi .png file 

. convert x.png x.pnm 

. c44 -dpi 150 x.pnm 

. convert x.png -quality 80 x.jpg 
. convert x.jpg x.pdf 

. rm x.jpg, x.pnm 


QJ AWN 


As a bash script this looks like: 
#!/bin/bash 

if |” $1” ]; then 

convert $1 $1.pnm 

c44 -dpi 150 $1.pnm 

convert $1 -quality 80 $1.jpg 
convert $1.jpg $1.pdf 

rm $1.jpg 

rm $1.pnm 


fi 


Text pages, with only text and simple line drawings 
. Scan to a 400dpi bitmap (bitonal) png file 

. convert x.png x.pbm 

. cjb2 -dpi 400 x.pbm x.djvu 

. convert x.png -resample 72x72 -quality 80 x.jpg 

. convert x.jpg x.pdf 

. rm x.jpg, x.pbm 


O) 0H 0wN 


As a bash script: 

++! /bin/bash 

if [” $1” ]; then 

convert $1 $1.pbm 

cjb2 -dpi 400 $1.pbm $1.djvu 

convert $1 -resample 72x72 -quality 80 $1.jpg 
convert $1.jpg $1.pdf 

rm $1.jpg 

rm $1.pbm 

fi 


Pages with greyscale images: 

1. Scan to a 600dpi bitmap png file 

2. convert x.png x.pbm 

3. cjb2 -dpi 600 x.pbm x.djvu 

4. convert x.png -resample 72x72 -quality 75 x.jpg 
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5. convert x.jpg x.pdf 
6. rm x.jpg, x.pbm 


Or, in bash: 
++! /bin/bash 
if | ” $1” ]; then 


convert $1 $1.pbm 

cjb2 -dpi 600 $1.pbm $1.djvu 

convert $1 -resample 72x72 -quality 75 $1.jpg 
convert $1.jpg $1.pdf 

rm $1.jpg 

rm $1.pbm 

fi 


Compiling the resulting files into single documents: 


djvm -c output.djvu 01.djvu 02.djvu 03.djvu .. n.djvu 
pdftk 01.pdf 02.pdf .. n.pdf cat output output.pdf 


So far this usually produces good results. The scan for the text pages is a bit high res, but you 
need to be accurate with knitting patterns which contain so many numbers. You can see one [6]here. 


Todo: 

- Work out how to automatically detect what kind of file is being processed and act accordingly, to 
combine the scripts into one. 

- Add a perltk interface with sliders and settable settings for the qualities, to facilitate experimenting. 

- Play with the multi-layer features. Those pages with greyscale illos would be mich smaller if I could 
use the layer feature. 


Here is a perl script which does everything automatically. Invoke it in the same directory as the 
files you wanna process. This works on OSX with png files as described above which have been scanned 
and edited with the builtin tools. Note that, through some peculiarity of either the OSX tools or 
ImageMagick, the “dpi” of the files is actually dots per centimetre. 


#!/usr/bin/perl 

use Cwd; 

$dir = getcwd(); 

opendir (DIRECTORY, $dir); 


@files = readdir (DIRECTORY) ; 
closedir DIRECTORY; 
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foreach(grep(/png$/, @files)) { 
chomp $_; 
$file = $dir.’/’.$_; 


$results = ‘identify -verbose $file‘; 


if (($results =~ /Gray\: 1-bits/) && ($results =~ /Resolution\: 
157.48/)) { 
print "Processing text page $file\n"; 
system("convert $file $file.pbm") ; 
system("cjb2 -dpi 400 $file.pbm $file.djvu"); 
system("convert $file -resample 72x72 -quality 80 
$file.jpg"); 
system("convert $file.jpg $file.pdf"); 
system("rm $file.jpg"); 
system("rm $file.pbm") ; 
} elsif (($results =~ /Gray\: 1-bits/) && ($results =~ 
/Resolution\: 236/)) { 
print "Processing page with illo $file\n"; 
system("convert $file $file.pbm") ; 
system("cjb2 -dpi 600 $file.pbm $file.djvu"); 
system("convert $file -resample 72x72 -quality 75 
$file.jpg"); 
system("convert $file.jpg $file.pdf"); 
system("rm $file.jpg"); 
system("rm $file.pbm") ; 
} elsif ($results =~ /Colorspace\: RGB/) { 
print "Processing colour plate $file\n"; 
system("convert $file $file.pnm"); 
system("c44 -dpi 150 $file.pnm") ; 
system("convert $file -quality 80 $file.jpg"); 
system("convert $file.jpg $file.pdf"); 
system("rm $file.jpg"); 
system("rm $file.pnm") ; 
}; 
$filelist_djvu .= $file.".djvu "; 
$filelist_pdf .= $file.".pdf "; 
$; 


print "Compiling the DJVU document...\n"; 
system("djvm -c output.djvu $filelist_djvu"); 


print "Compiling the PDF document...\n"; 
system("pdftk $filelist_pdf cat output output.pdf"); 


print "Deleting temporary files...\n"; 
foreach(@files) { 

unlink $_.".pdf"; 

unlink $_.".djvu"; 
$; 


print "\nDone!\n"; 
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Next, the interface. 


1. [ibtp://www. Lizardtech. con/products/doc/, 
6. http: //www.mspong.org/various/PB597.djvu 


5.9.7 Mu Meson scheduler for October (2006-09-26 16:08) 


Friday 29th September 

From the Avant Garde to the Electronic: Music from the fringes 

Rare 1966 documentary on John Cage jazz and experimentation New Tempo. Rare clips of the Theramin 
from 1930’s to present day featuring Japans Yoko Onishi and Russia’s Messa Chups. Interviews with 
Robert Moog and a look behind the scenes of a synthesiser museum. The way of the future is analogue. 
Mu-Meson Archives $10 doors 7.30pm for 8pm start with light supper 


Saturday 30th Sept 

Sounds of Seduction 

The Sounds of Seduction is back. Last Saturday of every a month at The Headquarters Hotel you will be 
able to dance to the rarest grooves with the original crew Jay Katz and Miss Death go-go girls guest DJ’s 
and live exotica acts. Put on your dancing shoes and get on down to 138 Parramatta Rd Camperdown 
9pm to 3am $10 


October 

Sunday Ist October Long Weekend 

Mexican Wrestling Triple Bill 

[1]Neutron Vs. The Death Robots (1962) 

Evil Dr. Caronte (Neutron Contra el Doctor Caronte, 1960) returns to further his quest for world 
domination. With the help of his dwarf assistant, Nick, Caronte taps into the pickled brains of three 
deceased scientists, unlocking the formula for the ultimate bomb. The film delivers plenty of Neutron 
and a generous heaping of death, but nary a robot. Instead the film relies on organic Bigfoot inspired 
monsters. 


[2]Wrestling Women VS. The Aztec Mummy (1964) 

A shadowy figure known as The Black Dragon is the target for two female wrestlers, hot on his tail after 
discovering he’s been bumping off archaeologists. The title of the movie becomes a reality when the evil 
Black Dragon sets a mummified witch doctor loose, but the gals better watch out - this mummy can 
transform itself into a spider and a bat as well! 


[3]Santo in the Treasure of Dracula (1969) 

After the successful invention of a time machine, El Santo and his friend, Dr. Sepulveda, must prove 
to their colleagues that the time machine really works. They attempt this by searching for Dracula’s 
treasure. Dr. Sepulveda’s daughter Luisa, volunteers and takes a trip back to the 19th century. Luisa 
returns with two bite marks on her neck and under Dracula’s dangerous spell. Dracula is back with a 
vengeance! El Santo and friends must now match wits with Dracula and fight to the death. 

Mu-Meson Archives doors 6.30 for 7pm start taco supper in keeping with the theme only $10 


Monday 2nd October 
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[4] Invasion of the Star Creatures (1963) 

A pair of comical soldiers (Robert Ball and Frankie Ray) investigate a mysterious crater in an atomic 
detonation area and discover several beautiful alien vixens (Dolores Reed and Gloria Victor) who plan 
to conquer the world using an army of vegetable monsters. Yes sounds preposterous and it is so don’t 
miss it. 

16mm Due to Public Holiday we are screening at the Mu-Meson Archives 7.30pm Donation 


Friday 6th October 

[5]The Holy Mountain (1973) 

A Christ like figure wanders through bizarre, grotesque scenarios filled with religious and sacrilegious 
imagery. He meets a mystical guide who introduces him to seven wealthy and powerful individuals, each 
representing a planet in the solar system. These seven, along with the protagonist, the guide and the 
guide’s assistant, divest themselves of their worldly goods and form a group of nine who will seek out 
the Holy Mountain, in order to displace the gods who live there and become immortal. 

Mu-Meson Archives doors 7.30pm for 8pm start $10 with supper. 


Monday 9th October 

(6]Satanik (1968) 

Dr. Marnie Bannistera a skilled, but ugly female scientist accidentally develops a drug which transformed 
her into a beautiful woman. Unfortunately it has an unexpected side effect, it makes her criminally 
insane. With her new appearance and outlook on life, she creates a new persona for herself, becoming 
Satanik, a murderous criminal mastermind. It’s a Dr. Jekyll and Ms Hyde Italian style and what style 
with a very sexy strip. 

16mm Annandale Hotel 7.30pm Donation 


Friday 13th October 

Mental Hygiene: Classroom films 

Those old enough will remember the education films that we watched on 16mm projectors in the class 
room that left an indelible impression on us, and those who missed that magical period then you can 
experience it for your self. These are the scare films, the social engineering films whose objective was to 
condition us to conform to the norm or god help you if you thought differently. With titles like Doorway 
to Death for a short film about safety in the house the aim was to scare kids into doing the right thing or 


you died. Tonight we take a look at some examples from Australia and America. 9pm Chauvel Cinema 
Crn Oxford St & Oatley Rd Paddington 


Sunday 15th October 

Miss Deaths Knitting Group 

Do you want to how learn to knit, crochet, or any other craft then this is the place for you. We meet 
once a month on a Sunday afternoon from 4pm. For the new ladies who are coming for the first time 
and don’t know anyone you are more than welcome to being a friend. It’s free as long as you bring a 
plate of something to eat I provide the tea and coffee. Boys are welcome as long as they do a craft or 
something useful. Mu-Meson Archives 4pm with a plate 


Monday 16th October 

[7]The Stuff ( 1985) 

From Director Larry Cohen who brought us The It’s Alive trilogy, God Told me Too and Q: The Winged 
Serpent now gives us The Stuff a weird yummy goo that erupts from the earth and is discovered by a 
couple of miners. They taste it and decide to market it because it tastes so good. The American public 
literally eats up the new dessert known as The Stuff but, unfortunately, it takes over the brains of those 
who eat it, turning them into zombie-like creatures. It is up to ex-FBI agent David Rutherford and a 
kid named Jason to stop the spread of the mind-devouring dessert. 

Annandale Hotel 7.30pm Donation 
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Friday 20th October 

Sounds of Seduction and The Beatels 

Together longer than The Beatles the Beatles collided with the Sounds of Seduction in a night of 
psychedelic furry and go go action. You don’t have to like The Beatles to admire The Beatels. 

After 8pm The Marquee 128 Pyrmont Bridge Road, Camperdown tel: (02) 9557 0221 


Sunday 22nd October 
Matinee Double 
Ed Wood was not the only independent B grade director to make crazy messed up movies. 


[8]In the Year 2889 (1967) 

A group of post war survivors, gathered together in a valley, are menaced by cannibalistic human mutants 
with telepathic powers. They argue and complain a lot, which doesn’t really help their situation. A 
remake of Roger Corman’s The Day the World Ended. 


[9]Equinox (1970) 

Four teenagers go on a hike and encounter a creepy forest ranger and a crazy old man. The old man is a 
scientist who had found a mysterious book bound in human skin, the Necronomicon, and when he had 
read its cryptic symbols it conjured monsters into existence. The teenagers keep the book, and are then 
perused by monsters, a demonic cult, a red flying devil and the ranger. 

6pm Chauvel Cinema Crn Oxford St & Oatley Rd Paddington $11 


Monday 23rd October 

Fury of the Wolfman (1970) 

Waldemar Daninsky — Paul Nashy a Professor is a genius in something brain-related. Oddly enough, 
that specialty gets him onto a Tibetan expedition where he is the only survivor of an avalanche and he 
gets bitten by something big n hairy. The monks who nurse him back to health advise him to look after 
the wound on his chest; if it ever adopts the shape of a pentagram, well, there’s a little box that holds 
the cure. 16mm Annandale Hotel 7.30pm 

Donation 


Thursday 26th October 

That’s GODSPLOITATION TOO! 

Trash Videos 90 minute compilation delves even further into the outer fringes of Christian paranoia and 
propaganda cinema. We shine the torch on Thalidomide’s for Jesus, Johnny Cash on the long-hairedJesus 
Freak trail in Israel, the burnt Elephant Man gospel stylings of Merrill Womach, an 80s MTV clip from 
scary cult The Children Of God, the rapping pirate puppets of Captain Hook (featuring a real-life double 
amputee “hooking children for Christ”), and former child preacher and later LSD-addled exploitation 
star Marjoe Gortner who blows the lid on the whole Baptist tent-show caper! Plus tips on avoiding the 
slippery slope to Hell, and we revisit the Christian gore-fest shock tactics of Estus W. Pirkle and the 
Ormond Family Organization. And a lot more, to long to list here. Sweet dreams, sinners! Mu-Meson 
Archives doors 7.30pm for 8pm start $10 with supper. 


Friday 27th October 

BAMBOO GODS AND BIONIC BOYS: THE WILD WORLD OF PHILIPPINES GENRE CINEMA 
Compiled and narrated live by Trash Videos Andrew Leavold, an overview of the most outrageous 
moments from the Philippines prolific B-film industry, a mutant stew of Hollywood genres, crazed local 
folk tales and just plain bizarre ideas about what constitutes “entertainment”! Features 

highlights from over 30 movies, from the infamous Blood Island trilogy to super chick Cleopatra 
Wong and her nephew The Bionic Boy, Alyas Batman En Robin (ever see a dwarf Spiderman?), The 
One-Armed Executioner, the Catholic horrors of The Killing Of Satan and much, much more! Mu-Meson 
Archives doors 7.30pm for8pm start $10 with supper. 
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Saturday 28th October 

Sounds of Seduction 

The Sounds of Seduction is back. Last Saturday of every a month at The Headquarters Hotel you will be 
able to dance to the rarest grooves with the original crew Jay Katz and Miss Death go-go girls guest DJ's 
and live exotica acts. Put on your dancing shoes and get on down to 138 Parramatta Rd Camperdown 
9pm to 3am $10 


Monday 30th October 

Halloween Double 

[10]Maniac (1934) 

An ex-vaudeville actor is the assistant to a doctor with Frankenstein aspirations. After murdering the 
doctor, the would-be actor finds it necessary to assume the identity of the dead physician. Edgar Allen 
Poe’s THE BLACK CAT is written into the storyline. 


[11]The Killer Shrews (1959) 

A group of dedicated zoologists experiment with deadly poisonous Blarina shrews. Suddenly, a 
specially-bred litter grows to the size of wolves along with their natural trait of devouring three times 
their body weight daily, lest they starve to death. After gorging themselves on cattle, they turn on the 
scientists. The killer shrews gnaw through the adobe walls of their hut and feast on the crew. The 
ingenious "human tank” escape is a high point of cinema terror. Annandale Hotel 7.30pm Donation 
features @ 8pm 


Now streaming on the net for the world to enjoy “The Naked City” — every Saturday between 
10am and midday on FBI (94.5) with Jay Katz, Miss Death and Coffin Ed and guests that have included 
JJ (from Good Times), Jack Sargeant, Neil Hamburger, Diamanda Galas, Jim Rose, and many more. 
An adrenalin charged look at the sad arsed city of Sydney! 


To get on mailing list please email to meson@ihug.com.au 


Mu-Meson Archives at Crn 
Parramatta Rd & Trafalgar St Annandale at the end of King Furniture building up the steel staircase. 
Phone 9517-2010 


Annandale Hotel at 17 Parramatta Rd Annandale. Ph 9550-1078 


Headquarters Hotel 
138 Parramatta Rd Camperdown 


Chauvel Cinema Crn Oxford St & Oatley Rd Paddington for playing times www.chauvelcinema.net.au 
Box Office Number 9361 5398 


. http: //www.imdb.com/title/tt0053615/ 


. http: //www.imdb.com/title/tt0058304/ 


. http: //www.imdb.com/title/tt0208504/ 


. http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0128274/ 
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. http: //www.imdb.com/title/tt0063549/ 


. http: //www.imdb.com/title/tt0090094/ 


. http: //www.imdb.com/title/tt0060536/ 


. http: //www.imdb.com/title/tt0067055/combined 
10. http: //www.imdb.com/title/tt0025465/ 
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11. http: //www.imdb.com/title/tt0052969/ 


hbdeath (2006-09-26 07:34:13) 
That looks like one of their best programs in a long time. Thanks for posting that. 


5.10 October 


5.10.1 Michael (2006-10-19 09:31) 


Michael, our new employee, is wearing me down. In some ways he resembles a terrifying cliché, the 
epitome of nerd, nerd concentrated into such an exquisite essence that even I am disgusted. I now 
understand the feelings that drove the other kids at school to persecute me. I forgive them. Even though 
I deny ever being as disgusting as this shambling mound of a man. 


Oh god. Shambling mound... his obsession with Dungeons and Dragons is calling up bad memo- 
ries. 


In person he resembles an alcoholic. Fifty-ish, portly fat, with thin hair like wet seaweed atop a 
rough eroded reddish sandstone rock that is his face. He has several large lumps on that face, not warts 
or pimples or tumours but something like peas embedded underneath his skin. His eyes are small and 
weak and often glaze over with a deeply disturbing expression of defeat and self loathing, they seem to 
steam up like cooked eggs. I somehow can’t imagine him ever drinking though, so all the bad health 
damage must be from something else, cakes and sweets I imagine. The Harry Potter diet, without the 
magical tonics that presumably stop them all from getting fat and diabetic. 


He wears short sleeve checked shirts daily, pens in pocket. He has a black lacquer digital watch. 
Velcro-ed vinyl shoes. Small backpack stuffed full of paperback fantasy novels, plastic bags, large 
elaborate packed lunch from mummy, and a metal thermos. The thermos is full of hot cocoa. 


When he first arrived he made a big deal of swigging from the thermos throughout the day. 
When someone went out on a coffee run, he would decline, saying he would rather stick to his "evil 
brew”. Nobody wanted to know what was in that thermos, but he was obviously dying to be asked. 
Eventually he just came out and referred to his cocoa, and then immediately looked like a whipped dog 
when he realised he had lost a potential topic of conversation. 


This is what I mean when I say he inspires me to forgive my enemies at school. He offends me 
so much because I remember being so like him in my early youth. I still have aspects of that personality, 
which I try to correct and reign in. Doing eccentric things to inspire interest in other people... I used to 
do that too, but I realised long ago that fawning for attention was a recipe for pity and disgust, and no 
substitute for actual cool. 


Michael smells. He emits a rank body odour, sweaty and powerful. It’s not that cheesy smell 
unwashed old people give off, but more like underarm pong after a day in the garden. 


He used to work as a linesman for the railways. He broke his leg at one point and spent 6 
months in traction. He turned his payout into TAFE courses in computing, basic HTML classes and 
how to use MS office apps. Apparently at this time he moved back with mummy, and at least one sister, 
and her 2 young sons. It sounds like a wholesome family unit. 


When he stands up he scratches his lower belly below his belt in a sickening way that is just 
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that close to fondling himself. He then stumps back and forth like an elephant pacing in a small cage. 


He has a sickening habit of standing up, complaining about his stomach, clutching his gut, lurch- 
ing off to the toilet, and then when returning, creeping silently up behind me, reaching over my shoulder 
with a suspiciously dry looking hand, and lifting my phone off the hook to divert to his phone. I usually 
surreptitiously swab the handset down with a tissue after that. 


He picks his nose throughout the day, slowly, deliberately turning his index finger in each nostril 
while he stares at the screen. Even worse, he then takes out a damp rumpled handkerchief, twists the 
corners into spikes, rams them up his nostrils and then twists them around slowly, before withdrawing 
and inspecting the threads for debris. He uses the same handkerchief to rub his eyes when they get 
really damp and steamy. 


I guess the worst thing about him is that he combines laziness and helplessness with this nerdy 
chumminess that oozes over your soul like spoilt custard. His voice on the phone is thick, honking, with 
a really annoying upward inflection at the end of each sentence. It breaks like a teenage boy when he 
gets in trouble. When he picks up a new call he labours through this long formal address he composed; 
"Welcome to the XIT helpdesk, my name is Michael, how may I help you?” He can barely pronounce 
XIT, usually he says “exchange” or even Excel. When he trudges through this little speech, you the 
caller are in no doubt that he deeply resents how you have just interrupted the good bit in the fantasy 
novel he was just reading. 


The chumminess comes in when he overhears someone talking in the office about a subject of 
nerdly interest, and he wallows around in his chair with a beaming grin like a baby who just expelled 
a large and bothersome turd, and butts in with his honking voice, grinding out some tedious anecdote 
that hardly connects with the topic at hand. People grin nervously and back off and stop visiting our 
corner of the room. Then he notices something interesting in his RSS feeds and tries to tell me about 
it, mumbling over the partition exactly like that character in Office Space, the one they were trying to 
shuffle out of the office, the one with the red stapler. In fact, his resemblance to that character is quite 
uncanny. The only difference is he plays Magic the Gathering and tries to identify as a geek, when his 
knowledge of computers is actually really limited. 


His computer skills are very basic. We hired him because he reminded us of the newsagents, the 
way they talk, and he seemed pretty bright. His CV, at least for the last 5 years, was full of support 
positions like what we wanted him to do. We gave him some logic puzzles in the interview and he 
walked through them easily. Perhaps they were too simple. He is bright enough, but when it comes 
to basic computer skills he loses it. Take searching through a table for a phone number, which we do 
often to identify the callers, (they mumble the name of their shops too badly to work out how they are 
spelled). He laboriously writes down the number, then he goes to search. He types in the whole number, 
without spaces, then clicks Search. If it finds nothing he ”walls”, staring at the screen with exaggerated 
dismay that nothing was found. Tries removing the last 4 digits. Walls again. Tries separating the first 
2 digits from the rest. Walls again. He seems unable to work in theory, only examples. When data is 
not in exactly the right format to be found, when proper names are in lower case and phone numbers 
are run together or separated in an idiosyncratic way, it’s the data that is wrong, not him. He is almost 
incapable of handling multiple windows at the same time, and has such a bad short term memory he 
even writes down 4 digit strings when he looks them up from one source and needs to find a reference in 
another table. 


He also seems to have a phobia about women, they make him very nervous. When I took him 
up to the call centre to introduce him to the ladies who manage EDI matters for the distributor, he 
became very stiff and silent, standing with his arms locked at his side, ramrod straight, like a human 
tiki. He does this when girls in our office (rarely) come over to talk to us, but he doesn’t seem to have a 
problem with the older and more motherly Debbie who sits near us. 
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I could go on, and I’m sure I will in future. But, what's the use? When I mentioned some of 
these matters in a managers meeting, Brett reacted with horror, and demanded (as usual) that I do 
something about it. Of course Jon, always the mediator, insisted after the meeting broke up that I 
should keep silent about these things and just work with what we got. So that's what I've been doing. 


Now, if I find it necessary to go postal, don’t worry. I won't cause too much death and destruc- 
tion, just enough to get the message across. The message being that, really nerdy people are not all 
geniuses, sometimes they are pretty dumb. Don’t see a shuffling 50 plus manboy with a rattling dice bag 
and copy of Elric Conquers the Martians and think, ”I bet that guys a wizard computer geek, lets hire 
him to do support”. Sometimes he is just a retarded guy who never grew up, never learnt responsibility, 
has no fibre or determination, and can’t be relied upon, except to offend. 


malwae (2006-10-19 00:05:04) 
Wow... I thought all of those were quaranteened in the Windows group... 


5.10.2 Dayum (2006-10-25 20:52) 


1. The Xchangel'T encryption key expired again. Our programmers told us it would happen in Novem- 
ber. If we had already rolled out the new software it wouldn’t be an issue. As it is, we have a 
patch, which works maybe 60 % of the time. The rest, we have to talk morons through deleting a 
file hidden 6 levels down in their C drive, with a name too similar to another essential file fr us to 
just broadcast instructions for doing this. 


2. Michael picked his nose so hard today he started a nose bleed. Also, he obsessively flips his hand 
because it is "numb”. It isn’t his mouse hand, so I don’t know why it is numb. 


3. I told my managers that I wanted to start working 3 day weeks soon. They had their board meeting 
this morning. I couldn't go. The manager who did go said the board were hoping to ”entice” me 
to continue to work 5 day weeks by offering me a lot more work, stuff necessary to impliment their 
vision of flogging XIT to every newsagent who doesn’t have it yet. Guess who is primed to quit? 


5.10.3 Home movies (2006-10-26 06:42) 


[1]Home movies 


[2]"Home movies" on Google Video [3] [miniLogo2.gif] 

I’ve been digitising some old home movies recently. Here’s a good one 
from around 1998. We start out in the warehouse studio we lived in, 
look around the place, then drive up to my fathers house at Beecroft. 


1. http://video.google.com/videoplay?docid=-3591687214671898192 


2. |nttp: //video. google. com/videoplay?docid=- 359168721467 1898192 
3. [http://video.google.com/ 
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5.10.4 Mu meson crap for November (2006-10-30 16:32) 


Friday 3rd November 

Wildside of World Movies 

Peek into the bizarre and the macabre genre films of world cinema: rarely investigated by the west, these 
international gems are truly unique and mind- boggling. A selection of featurette and short documen- 
taries covering Bollywood Horror, Italian Giallo psychosexual thrillers, Italian horror films, South Asian 
horror, Mexican horror, plus interviews with directors such as Guillermo Del Toro (Hellboy/The Devil's 
Backbone) and much more. Mu-Meson Archives doors 7.30 for 8pm start $10 


Saturday 4th November 

Sounds of Seduction 10th Birthday Tiki Party. It began ten years ago as a low key night at The 
Lansdowne Hotel NOW - to celebrate ten year's of The Sounds, Miss Death and Jay Katz are hosting 
a huge LUAU AU GO GO transforming the Marquee at Camperdown into a classic TIKI LOUNGE 
complete with giant TIKI IDOLS, balmy tropical projections, amazing mood lighting and assorted South 
Seas flotsam. Three Bands will perform on the night THE MEN FROM UNCLE, SWAMI SALAMI 4 
THE CONTINENTAL DIPS (Darth Vegas), JOHNNY ORBITRON & HIS ASTRO TONIC GUITARS 
Dress code HULA SKIRTS & HAWAIIAN SHIRTS The Marquee128 Pyrmont Bridge Rd Camperdown 
8.30pm $15 


Monday 6th November 

Short Comedy Film Competition 

With Stand up comedian Gary Eck and festival entrant Darren Casey, actor & script advisor for award 
wining "Roy Hollsdotter Live”. And then we screen Bruce Lee’s [1]Challenge of the Tiger (1980), one of 
the best examples of cinematic lunacy in the history of Bruceploitation. An astonishing display of red 
hot martial arts action and thrills as two secret agents race around the globe to foil a crazed madman’s 
plan for world domination. Brought to you by Dick Randall, the exploitation sub genius who unleashed 
Weng Weng ([2]For Your Height Only) on an unsuspecting world. Annandale Hotel 7pm for 7.30 start 


Tuesday 7th November 

PARA (noid) Politics in the Pub. 

Jay Katz has been lecturing on the subject of conspiracy for many years. The Mu-Meson Archives run 
by Miss Death and Jay Katz has obtained hundreds of underground and obscure conspiracy films, it is 
from this huge database that these lectures will be prepared. This month the subject is 911 and the war 
on terror, with DV1 on the eve of releasing the ultimate 911 film [3]Loose Change, and many celebrities 
(Charlie Sheen) joining the 911 truth movement we will look at the events of Sep 11 2001 and how our 
world has changed. 

Coming next JFK assassination solved. See and hear the confession of the shooter from the grassy knoll. 
Annandale Hotel 7.30 $5 


Friday 10th November 

Tomorrow Is Today: Australia In The Psychedelic Era, 1966-70 

Launching Tomorrow Is Today, a guide to the music, fashion and social developments of the era as well 
as chapters on Tamam Shud, Wendy Saddington, Spectrum, The Loved Ones, Daddy Cool, Go Set 
magazine, The Easybeats and much, much more. Friday 10th of November the Archives is screening host 
of rare Australian music and experimental films from and about the late 1960s including introductions 
from such film makers as Chris Lofven. The night will feature: GERRY HUMPHREYS, LOVED ONE: 
Nigel Buesst’s documentary follows the late Gerry Humphreys’ career as a dynamic vocalist for the Red 
Onions in the early 1960s through his time with groundbreaking The Loved Ones 

ONCE UPON A TWILIGHT: Originally made as a TV pilot Brian Kavanagh’s classic 1968 cheesy 
comedy sees The Twilights and Ronnie Burns shake it up with comedienne Mary Hardy. DE DA DE 
DUM: Garry Shead's 1968 documentary about Sydney’s acoustic "pop primitive” Pip Proud makes it’s 
first appearance in over 30 years. PART ONE, 808: Chris Lofven’s highly entertaining experimental film 
shot in and around Carlton from 1969 to 1971 featuring live footage, hi-jinks and music from Cam-Pact, 
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Daddy Cool, Spectrum and other Melbourne bands. PART TWO, THE BEGINNING: Chris Lofven's 
1971 And screenings of various experimental short films by UBU’s Albie Thoms as well as music clips. 
Mu-Meson Archives doors 7.30 for 8pm start $10 


Saturday 11th November 

David Lynch’s ”[4]On the Air” & [5]Dumbland. 

[6]On the Air: The year is 1957. A new program entitled "The Lester Guy Show” is debuting on the 
Zoblotnick Broadcasting Corporation (ZBC). Most of the cast is nuts, the crew is incompetent and 
everything that could go wrong always does. Of course, this makes the show a hit. Featuring most of 
the Twin Peaks cast - unfortunately only a few episodes were made. 

[7|Dumbland Director David Lynch has gone to Dumbland. The cult director now spends his days in 
front of a home computer, making animated shorts using software called Flash. Describing Dumbland 
as a weekly offering of "stupid, coarse humor,” Lynch sits at his Apple iMac, drawing images with his 
mouse, animating them, providing the voices, composing and performing the background music. All by 
himself. Mu-Meson Archives doors 7.30 for 8pm start $10 


Sunday 12th November 

Drive-In Double Star Wars Rip Offs 

[8]Star Crash (1979) 

The Italian Star Wars! A pair of smugglers manage to pick up a castaway while running from the 
authorities, who turns out to be the only survivor from a secret mission to destroy a mysterious super 
weapon designed by the evil Count Zartham. The smugglers are soon recruited by the Emperor to 
complete the mission, as well as to rescue the Emperor’s son, who has gone missing. Starring Christopher 
Plummer, David ”The Hoff” Hasselhoff and Hammer starlet Caroline Munro 

[9]Star Pilot (1966-1977) 

Aka 2+5 Mission Hydra, in 1977 this 11 year old space opera was retitled and released in USA to cash 
in on the Star Wars mania. It can only be described as a homage to nearly every 50’s SF cliché’ from 
the graying Scientist father to his luscious but naive raven haired daughter who’s space outfit consists 
of fishnet bodysuit (with strategically placed bits of fluff and stockings and suspender belt) being 
menaced by Ape creatures. Staring Kirk Morris and Gordon Mitchell, both known for flexing muscles in 
sub-Hercules spectacles, appear with lesser-known Italians and a laughable tin-foil spaceship that lands 
in Rome. 6pm Chauvel Cinema Crn Oxford St & Oatley Rd Paddington $11 


Monday 13th November 

[10]Darker Side of Terror (1979) 

Scientist (Mark Forster) submits to an experiment in cloning conducted by his former professor (Ray 
Milland). The operation is a success, except in terms of Forster’s personal life. It seems that the 
researcher’s wife finds the clone to be more desirable than the original. The clone is however not what 
she thinks. Annandale Hotel 7.30 16mm Donation 


Friday 17th November 

Freaks, Geeks & Peeks 

Especially designed by the Archives for the short attention spans of the 21st century comes a culture 
jamming slam dance of neglected media. Be thrown from pillar to post as we traverse many absurd, 
bizarre and insane moments in television and film. Bizarre music clips Cramps in psych asylum to the 
Osmond brothers. Moments from Educational films that are just plain wrong in a section called Hygiene 
Hell. Crazy commercials and cultural moments that should never be seen again. 9pm Chauvel Cinema 
Crn Oxford St & Oatley Rd Paddington 


Saturday 18th November 

[11]Bandh Darwaza (1990) 

The Bollyweird version of Dracula from infamous Mumbai shockmeisters the Ramsay Brothers. A 
childless woman visits the lair of an evil magician in order that she may conceive. When she gives birth 
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top a baby girl the magician demands that she hand her over. She refuses and has the magician killed. 
Years later he is revived as a fully fledged member of the undead. He comes looking for the now teenage 
girl intending to make her his slave! Mu-Meson Archives doors 7.30 for 8pm start $10 


Sunday 19th November 

Miss Deaths Knitting Group 

Do you want to how learn to knit, crochet, or any other craft then this is the place for you. We meet 
once a month on a Sunday afternoon from 4pm. For the new ladies who are coming for the first time 
and don't know anyone you are more than welcome to being a friend. It’s free as long as you bring a 
plate of something to eat I provide the tea and coffee. Boys are welcome as long as they do a craft or 
something useful. Mu-Meson Archives 4pm with a plate 


Monday 20th November 

[12]Day the World Ended (1955) 

The world has been devastated by nuclear war. In a valley that is protected by mountains lined with 
lead ore, former Navy captain Jim Maddison has prepared for this eventuality and has survived, along 
with his daughter Louise and her boyfriend Rick. They are interrupted by the arrival of the Italian 
hood Tony Lamont and his girlfriend, the stripper Ruby, as well as the aging prospector Pete. Jim is 
unwilling to admit them because they have only limited supplies but Louise insists. But soon tensions 
begin to emerge in the house as Rick is drawn to Ruby and Tony makes moves on Louise, while outside 
they are menaced by a human survivor who has been transformed into a mutant with an armored shell 
that is impervious to bullets. Annandale Hotel 7.30pm 16mm Donation 


Friday 24th November 

[13]El Topo (1970) 

One of the greatest and most notorious Midnight Movies of all time, a garish eye-popping psychedelic 
cult western from peyote-addled Chilean genius Alejandro Jodorowsky who gave us the similarly crazed 
Holy Mountain and Santa Sangre. SEE the naked young Franciscans whipped with cactus. SEE the 
bandit leader disemboweled. SEE the priest ride into the sunset with a midget and her newborn baby. 
What it all means isn't exactly clear, but you won't forget it. Mu-Meson Archives doors 7.30, 8pm start 
$10 


Monday 27th November 

[14]The Freakmaker (1973) aka The Mutations 

Truly mutant British plantsploitation! Donald Pleasence plays Dr. Noller, a rogue biologist impatient 
with natural selection as the driving force behind evolution takes it upon himself to hurry the process 
up. When a bunch of students disappear it’s not too much of a stretch of the imagination to realise that 
the good doctor is using them in the genetically engineered creations running around. With a real-life 
freak show, famous dwarf Angelo de Rossetti, and Dr Who’s Tom Baker without his scarf but sporting 
an attractive set of leaves! Annandale Hotel 7.30pm Donation 


Tuesday 28th November 

PARA (noid) Politics in the Pub 

43 years of speculation since the assassination of JFK and now the confession of the alleged shooter on 
the grassy knoll has come to light. Extensive research out of Holland has maybe finally unlocked the 
mysteries surrounding this murder. See for the first time ”I Shot JFK”. 

Annandale Hotel 7.30 $5 


Now streaming on the net for the world to enjoy ”The Naked City” every Saturday between 10am and 
midday on FBI (94.5) with Jay Katz, Miss Death and Coffin Ed and guests that have included JJ 
(from Good Times), Jack Sargeant, Neil Hamburger, Diamanda Galas, Jim Rose, and many more. An 
adrenalin charged look at the sad arsed city of Sydney! 
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To get on mailing list please email to meson@ihug.com.au 


Mu-Meson Archives at Crn 


Parramatta Rd & Trafalgar St Annandale at the end of King Furniture building up the steel staircase. 
Phone 9517-2010 


Annandale Hotel at 17 Parramatta Rd Annandale. Ph 9550-1078 


Headquarters Hotel 
138 Parramatta Rd Camperdown 


Chauvel Cinema Crn Oxford St & Oatley Rd Paddington for playing times [15]}www.chauvelcinema.net.au 
Box Office Number 9361 5398 


. http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0077645/ 


. http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0200642/ 


. http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0831315/ 


. http://www.lynchnet.com/ontheair/ 


. http: //www.imdb.com/title/tt0058859/ 

10. 

11. 

12. 

13. 

15. 


5.11 November 


5.11.1 Trip to Metal, part 1 (2006-11-07 22:27) 


Michelle wanted to go to [1]Metal for the Brain. Who was I to argue? I didn’t know any of the bands on 
the bill, but I likes a bit of metal, me. MF'TB is a famous institution in Australian music, and this was 
the last year there was going to be one. The band which organizes it, Alchemist, couldn't handle the 
administration any more, so they were calling it a day. It was the last time we would get a chance to go. 


The plan was to take a Friday and the following Monday off, and motor down to Canberra slowly. 
We would investigate all those little towns you usually slide through too fast to notice, and Michelle 
especially wanted to mine all the op shops for old dresses. In the city, the funky 60s fashion items are 
either too expensive or just not there, snapped up by other aficionados. In the country, (so we hoped), 
there would be a rich vein of antique clothes in the charity shops, put there by unappreciative relatives 
cleaning up deceased estates. 


With tickets clutched in our grubby fists, we drove out of Sydney on a grey Friday morning last, 
the 3rd. I say we drove, but only Michelle can drive. At least I can navigate. Michelle says I’m good at 
this, and I try my best. I see good navigation as the art of reassuring your driver that you are going n the 
right direction, so she trusts you. The key is to provide a series of small predictions, which should come 
out right one after another. This proves that you know which way you are going. If they don’t work 
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correctly, you have to keep explaining your exit strategy. So, if you steer the pilot up an unsignposted 
road, you have to keep explaining how, even though you don't know precisely which way you are going, 
you can tell by the sun that you are heading in the right direction, and there was no sign saying it was 
a dead end, etc., so you are bound to reach somewhere closer to the destination than before. 


This isn’t an issue when you're as close to the city as the Royal National Park. I love the Park, 
I’ve spent many a week in there lying in a hammock in the bush behind Werrong beach, reading Pynchon 
while naked girls cavorted in the sea. I was a bit of a worry then, yes. But I turned out okay. We passed 
a glade where a busload of kids in fairy wings and elf caps were being lead in a group into the forest, 
perhaps for a treasure hunt. The effects of Harry Potter are far reaching. By the time we left the park 
there was light drizzle, which we love. It makes the road slippery, but slows down the traffic. 


Our first stop outside Sydney was Corrimal, one of the little picturesque towns which are almost 
entirely dependent on the sale of twee antique trinkets to big city folks for their crust. The only 
exception is Coalcliff, which has several coal mines and a coke oven plant. You can see the ovens from 
the train, fascinating, glowing red and beaming great blasts of heat into your face. Coke is still used for 
good steel manufacture, and Wollongong and Port Kembla are still doing some steel work. In Corrimal 
we visited the first of the many op shops, this one an independent effort run by some church ladies. We 
found some excellent stuff, knitting patterns, old dresses and belt buckles and tapes. Unusual, this close 
to Sydney. 


We avoided Wollongong and swung around through Berry and Nowra. We planned to swing in- 
land just past Nowra, taking the unsealed dirt roads, through Sassafras and Nerriga in the middle 
of Morton national park, and then through the tangle of back roads down to Bungendore and then 
Canberra. In hindsight, we were stupid, traveling with only a single bottle of water in the car in some 
rough country ahead. But, we weren’t in any serious danger, and would have been fund soon if our 
engine died. In future, though, we need to plan better. 


The first difficulty was finding the turnoff. According to the map, there were roads straight out 
of Nowra that went inland, but we found ourselves locked into the well signposted Princes Highway. We 
stopped in a little township of Falls Creek, and I went into the local feed store. A red faced man was 
buying giant sacks of budgie meal from another red faced guy. Everyone in the country has hypertension. 
The storeman could tell at a glance I was lost. He said the next turnoff was Turpentine road, a bit 
further down. He was a bit worried about the rain, but his wife said it wasn’t enough to do anything 
except settle the dust. 


So we headed out into the first really wild country we have driven through, at least in our new 
car. I recently bought our four-wheel drive from Michelle’s step dad, when his work offered to upgrade 
him to a new one. We knew it was reliable, and Micks work involves lots of traveling, (he sells high 
quality ISO compliant switches to factories and farms out in the country), so he travels a lot. 


It was easy at first, the road was mostly loose gravel and fairly firm. We took it slowly so as 
not to get a chunk through the windscreen. The few cars that passed us threw up huge clouds of dust as 
they travelled. The country people always drive at least 20K over the limit. We stuck religiously about 
10K below, as we nosed further into the forest. 


It was hot and steamy, the light was hazy but strong. Occasionally we passed roadworks, where 
they were pouring new gravel over dirt sections. There was even a little mud, but Michelle just kept her 
wheels in the tracks of the last vehicle and we knew that, as long as we didn’t ram into the back of the 
last vehicle, we would be safe. Our impression of the isolation was lessened slightly by the perfect FM 
stereo reception we got out there. Must be repeaters in the middle of the bush nowadays, or perhaps car 
radios are just better than they were in my yoof. 
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Some vids on Google: 
(2]2006-11-03 -1533.28 -Driving -dirt _track.avi 
[3]2006-11-03 -1608.54 -Driving -dirt _track.avi 


Sassafras passed in a second. There was a sign, and then more bush, and maybe there were 
some houses in there but we didn’t see them. Further along, the road reached the edge of a plateau and 
dropped away through a [4]lovely [5]selection of [6]sandstone [T]outcrops. 


The next town, Nerriga, was a bit more defined. There was a pub, the [8]Bark Tree Hotel, and 
some houses. There was even a shop, with a bowser and signs offering hamburgers. We headed into 
the pub for a little refreshment. There were a couple of locals, young blokes wearing dirty yellow work 
shirts and nursing beers. We ordered cokes and sat down nearby to look around. The place was pretty 
stark, a low ceilinged affair with tin on the floor around the wood stove, and little touches like the hand 
forged iron axes mounted behind the bar, and the bad painting of some bushland hung in a coffin shaped 
frame. The old lady behind the counter worked impassively, breaking out fresh nuts for the snack rack, 
wordlessly refilling the beerglasses of the blokes. 


We began chatting to them, asking about the region. They were looking forward to when the 
roadworks were completed. They half jokingly said how much they would like a MacDonalds to be built 
next door, so they could have bacon and egg muffins for breakfast. They recommended the Nerriga 
burger from the shop, because it was bigger than the plate it came from. When we mentioned how 
early we got up to start our journey, one said his missus had to give him two hard punches to get him 
started in the morning. Neither mentioned what they did for a living, but when a third man entered 
the pub to join them, they asked him how many trees he had knocked down that day and he said, 
”Several hundred”. They were just trying to stir us up, although I don’t think they were joking about 
the MacDonalds. People always want what they haven’t got. Michelle and I gaze longingly at all the 
quaint broken-down old country houses in the towns, and fantasize about living there, and they most 
likely gaze at the soulless units and blocks of flats and warehouse conversions in the city and fantasise 
about living in a building younger than they are. When we mentioned how we were headed for a heavy 
metal festival the old lady started playing a tape of some aweful yodelling country and western music. 


Once the thrill wore off we excused ourselves, and wandered up to the takeaway, surrounded by 
huge clouds of flies. The recent heat and rain has started them breeding, and they attack anything that 
moves and has dark patches. Their specific tropism is for the eyes and wounds of grazing animals, but 
it also attracts them to walking humans wearing dark clothing. The few inhabited houses had [9]front 
gardens crowded with [10]gnomes, plastic ducks, windmills, globes, old porcelain dolls and other junk. 
The uninhabited houses were boarded up, with dusty curtains yellowing in the remainging windows. In 
the takeaway, a very fat lady took our order for a single Nerriga burger cut in half, and fried potato 
scallops. I love scallops. We looked around the shedlike place, at the [11]crowded photos on the walls, 
the [12]history of Nerriga in dagourotypes, the shelves of jam made from bizarre ingredients like rhubarb 
and whortleberries, the rusted iron chicken rapers and sheep crutching collars and jaffle irons, the 
[13]terrifying manequins. There was a permanent garage sale in a back room, which Michelle attacked 
enthusiasticly. 


The burger was close to perfection, with plenty of beetroot and onions. We ate half each. The 
scollops were pretty good, but they used the bubbly crumby batter on them, which isn't the best, the 


smooth batter is the one I like. 


Thus fortified we continued on our way. Up through Sandy point, another non-town, then Tarago and 
onwards to Bungendore. By this time it was nearly dark, and we cruised through to Canberra. 


[14]Canberra, for those in savage uninformed foreign countries, is the capital of Australa. In fact, 
we isolated it in a landlocked state of it's own to keep the evil contained. The laws of Canberra are 
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more liberal than New South Wales or most other states of Austraia. For instance, possession of small 
amounts of pot is a minor felony, punished by a verbal warning and confiscation. Also, pornography laws 
are very liberal there, and there is an entire suburb devoted to the sale of porno and sex tools in giant 
barnlike shops. Fireworks are still available to the public, and a steady stream of shoppers exports them 
back to states where it is illegal to light them off. This is all for the simple reason that the politicians 
don't want the media to run big stories about ther children being caught with these things. Nobody can 
control a 16 year old boys need fr explosions, so the simplest thing is to legalise fireworks and porn and 
pot. If only they could do the same for the rest of the country. 


The city of Canberra was designed from scratch by an architect, [15]Walter Burley Griffin, and it 
shows. The whole city has the boring deadness of anything laid out entirely by the logical hand of man, 
with no organic growth. The roads are a masterpiece of foresight, with large straight avenues which get 
you from A to B so fast you are usually halfway to C before you can figure out how to get off them. 
The city revolves around Parliament House, a huge building mostly buried under a grassy hill and 
surmounted by a pyramid of concrete struts, constructed just to tease conspiracy theorists who worry 
about Masons. I hate the place. The only good things about Canberra are the National Library, where 
the stacks are all locked away so you have to order your books to be delivered to a reading room, and 
the art gallery. There is a large lake running through the city, around which our prime minister walks 
every morning, and the largest [16|carillon in the southern hemisphere. That's about it. 


Next: Metal! 
1. http://www.metalforthebrain.com/ 


2. |nttp://video. google.com. au/videoplay?docid=4568436681616831237&h1=en- AU 
3. [http://video.google.com.au/videoplay?docid=-2595552614258499262%h1=en- AU 


4. 
5. 
6. 
a 
8. 
9, 
10. 
1. 
12. 
13. 
14, 


15. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Walter_Burley_Griffin 


16. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Carillon 


5.11.2 Metal! (2006-11-08 20:58) 


I hate staying in motels, they creep me out. There are so many things about them that get under my 
skin. The one we stayed in at Canberra was one of those with incredibly cheap furniture. They had 
translucent plastic bedside tables that were like redesigned milk crates. You could see how the designer 
had tried to make them ”funky” as a kind of apology for the fact they were vacuum formed from about 
$2 worth of plastic. Everything in the room was the same. 


We watched some of The Core that night. What a great movie! Usually I hate dumb SF movies, but 
that shit was so dumb I ended up enjoying it. Diamonds floating around in the mantle! Diamonds 
combust at 800 degrees, same as coal. Giant hollow geodes as well! What pumps the heat out? But 
it was all good fun, and I contented myself with remembering how good Journey to the Centre Of the 
Earth was in its day, despite the terrible science. 
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I should mention too that we were near staying the university where the Metal was due to be, 
and we saw not a few Metal types wandering around as we searched for a motel. In fact, there were a 
few Metal-heads staying in our motel. We saw some having breakfast the next day, and when we left 
there were a bevy hanging outside one of the rooms waving beer bongs around. By beer bongs I mean 
thick wide plastic tubes with large fuel funnels mounted on the end, for delivering large volumes of beer 
directly to your stomach without any of that boring tasting and appreciating that other drinkers mess 
around with. 


I wore black jeans and a black shirt with epaulets, Docs and a hat. Michelle wore her black 
skirt with Bali embroidery and a black top. We drove to the University of Canberra around 10.30 
and had a look around. The crowds were starting to converge, multitudes of young folk in black band 
tee-shirts and vinyl boots and long flowing hair wandering along. We started to feel very old and very 
out of place at that point, nervous, so we drove around for awhile, looking at their large [1]satellite 
[2]dish and their native gardens. 


There was only so long we could delay, though, so we soon checked ourselves through the gates, 
along with the thousands of young kids, and went inside. There was no agro or attitude I’m pleased to 
say, it was an all ages gig after all. 


In the fenced in section of the uni grounds around the union hall, where the concert was, stalls 
had been set up. The most popular was selling traditional metal food, vis. the sossage samidge. A 
barbecued sausage folded in a square of sliced white bread, with fried onions, and sauce. The samidges 
were being sold by some brain charity, and they must have raised a lot of money. Once I heard some 
punter remarking that they were putting crack in the food to make it addictive and the guy on the grill 
said ”No, crack's too expensive, we use crystal”. 


The sound was already coming on, a dark featureless roar from the upstairs section, so we plunged in. 
The first band we saw was [3]Kill For Satan, and they were either really good, or we were so jaded later 
on that they just seemed better than the other bands. They were playing a serious, seething, fuzzed out 
music, that tingled nicely up my spine. Their intense blast early in the day really hit the spot, and their 
lack of irony was refreshing. 


The next band were pretty shit, so we wandered back outside and looked around. There was a 
second stage downstairs, but the acts there seemed to be mostly hardcore skater stuff, which we weren’t 
into. So, we had a sossage samidge, and then back inside for [4]Log, who were good. Their shtick is to 
wear old man masks with long noses and mustaches, and they have a dancer who wears a miniskirt and 
cavorts around the stage in various rude and uncouth ways like a court jester. 


Next up were [5|Shigella. [6]Fairly intense and serious, and we liked them. They were followed 
by Lord, who we have seen before at Sydney Uni. Their sound is a bit 80s, a bit eager and hackneyed, 
they tried to badger the crowd into singing along at one point, and fuck me if that isn’t a turn off. In 
fact it was such a turn off at this point that, combined with the long drive the day before and the lack of 
sleep, Michelle and I were getting a little cranky. There wasn’t any decent coffee to be had in the place 
either, and there just don’t seem to be any decent cafes in Canberra, so there was only one thing to do - 
leave, drive back to the hotel, and have a nanna-nap. So we did. That’s right, we left an all-day metal 
festival to go back to the hotel for a cup of coffee and a good lie down. Shoot us. 


After our little nap we returned to the uni and checked in for the rest of the evening. It did us 
a world of good, even if we missed some bands, possibly the good ones. When we returned Minus Life 
were playing some kind of free jazz metal, which we didn’t like at all, so we sat outside and chatted with 
a couple from Newcastle. We watched some guys with a mini-cam interview a girl wearing 6 inch perspex 
platforms, and some guys with Kiss makeup. Then back inside for [7/The Day Everything Became 
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Nothing. Their front man was a shaven headed loser with mirror sunnies and a hoodie. At one point he 
attempted to spit, and a string of his saliva contracted and the goolie dropped down onto his sweatshirt. 
Then there was Shifosi, with screeching female vocalist, another scattered free-jazz style band. 


We checked out the merch tables at this point. The CDs were cheap, so I picked up a few. We 
had been enjoying some Burzum on the drive down, so I bought another album of theirs, and some 
more by Darkthrone and Opeth and other doom bands. Then out for another sammidge and back in for 
[8]Pod People, who perform in robes and were really decent, very heavy and atmospheric, although it 
might have been the robes and suggestibility which made us think so. I like bands which dress up. Next 
up were [9]Frankenbok, an okay band, but then Dreadnought drove us out into the cold. 


I should point out that we drank no alcohol all day. It was an all-ages gig, with armbands to 
identify those over drinking age, and the bar section of the stages was separated from the rest by barriers. 
We just didn’t feel like any. I did have a couple of Red Bulls though. If there had been a single coffee 
bar we would have been set. The food and drink were very highly priced. 


The last band we caught the whole set of were [10]Fuck, I’m Dead, who were great.  [11jThey 
also dressed up, in white shirt, black tie, and lots of brown smears. The lead singer was a man mountain, 
bald, with a frank and friendly manner between his unholy screeches, and a fascination with shit. Most 
of his between-song banter was about shit. In fact, I conceived a theory that he was actually an orderly 
for a hostel of some kind, and spent his days cleaning up after incontinent old men, hence his stained 
uniforms and the constant talk abut shit between songs. And the inspiration for his intense screeching. 


And so, on that note, we staggered back to our hotel room and collapsed. We're old, and we 
know it. Unable to cope with standing up all day. I never dived into the mosh even once. 


Next: Stalking the Nightmare DJ 


. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/291021580/ 
h / 


. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/291021775 


http://video.google.com.au/videoplay?docid=3641237801143232947&h1=en- AU 
http://video. google.com. au/videoplay?docid=-5936250978079749548&h1=en- AU 


http://video. google.com. au/videoplay?docid=-5424319466253205906&h1=en- AU 
| 
http://video.google.com.au/videoplay?docid=1350642331612149642%h1=en-AU 
http://video.google.com.au/videoplay?docid=-11731159697434831934h1=en- AU 
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http://video.google.com.au/videoplay?docid=-66614333361268460254h1=en- AU 
10. http://video.google.com.au/videoplay?docid=4778178964377739211%h1=en- AU 


11. http: //www.flickr .com/photos/mattspong/291022140/ 


5.11.3 Stalking the Nightmare DJ (2006-11-09 21:57) 


I started listening to Stalking the Nightmare around 1989, and started taping it in late 1990. I can never 
overemphasise the impact this radio show had on my life. At the time I was in desperate situation, stuck 
in a university degree I didn’t want to finish, staring at a future career I couldn’t stand, working with 
people I despised. It was a tossup whether I would graduate before I topped myself. 


At that time the only thing I really looked forward to was tuning into STN each fortnight. I 
can wax lyrical for hours about how wonderful this radio show was. Suffice it to say, it was 2 hours of 
bizarre sound art and collage, and it seemed to speak to me on a level that nothing else did. It got me 
through some bad times, and inspired me to quit my course, drop out, and go and live in a warehouse 
full of cyberpunks where I learnt the computer skills that set me on the course to the life I enjoy now. 
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Terry Brown, the dejay behind STN, used to live in Sydney and run a comic shop, the Land Be- 
yond Beyond. He closed that down some years ago and moved out to the country with Tammy 
Mansfield. They live at Jugiong, west of Canberra. When Michelle told me we were going to Canberra 
for the metal fest, I realised I could visit them! 


We agreed to meet up at midday on the Sunday after the concert. In the morning Michelle 
drove out of Canberra heading north-west. We decided to play it a bit safe and avoid ther unsealed 
roads we found so enticing. We went up the Barton highway to Yass. The country was [1]very dry, there 
is a bad drought on in inland Australia. 


Had breakfast at a cafe in Yass. Listened to the locals at the next table oohing and ahing the 
murals on the vans that passed by. Having a good mural out there seems to be a must especially one 
with horses and mountains. A pod of bikies cruised past slowly, followed by a yellow Sandman towing 
a box trailer, their support vehicle. Later, one bearded scout doubled back, slowly turned around the 
street, checking out the pub to make sure it was really open. Soon the rest returned and went inside for 
a morning brew. 


Further up the highway we stopped at Bookham for a breather. The town had been bypassed by 
the Hume highway widening, and had consequently died. All that was left was a [2]church, community 
hall and a rest stop. The church was interesting, made from bluestone, like flint, with yellow sandstone 
corners and details. There was a pedestrian tunnel under the highway. I investigated and found a [3]mud 
swallows nest clinging to the wall, [4]full of [5]eggs. 


Like Bookham, Jugiong was formerly on the Hume highway but had been bypassed when they 
straightened it. I think, because the town was right on the Murrumbidgee river, floods used to close the 
highway, so they moved it to the top of the ridge. There were 4 closed petrol stations rotting in the sun, 
an old pub, which claimed to be the oldest licenced hotel in Australia, and a police sation, surrounded 
by small streets and houses. Terry and Tammy lived with Jazzy the dog on a hill near te pub. 


[6]Their garden is a wonder, full of herbs and vegetables and productive fruit trees. They have 
the biggest bay tree I ever saw, and 4 kinds of grape. They can grow all this in the heat and drought 
because they get free town water - the are close to a water processing plant which serves the local region 
from the river. 


We spent a wonderful afternoon with them. Terry has never been happier, country life suits him. 
He has always been interested in astronmy, and he doesn’t even need a telescope to see the faintest 
stars in the dry night air far from light pollution. He is fitter and healthier than ever before, walking 
through the surrounding countryside, exploring the ruins. Tammy served fresh squeezed orange juice 
and marmalade bread and we talked about India, where she spends a lot of time. She teaches yogic 
meditation and goes there regularly. We talked about Bali, which terry loves. He had a strange mask, 
like a cross between Ganesh and a barong, and a painting of dancing frogs. 


Terry still has my old Power Mac, but it doesn’t work. He uses a Quadra now. He isn’t inter- 
ested in OS X, and has became an authority on software conflicts on old Mac systems, people consult 
him about obscure crashes and incompatabilities. 


I gave him a copy of my MP3 collection of STN, the high res ones, (I had given him a copy of 
the low res ones years ago), and explained again the impact the show had on my life. He was so grateful 
for my introduction to Macs. He offered to lend me his old tapes of STN, as soon as he gets them back 
from David Garland, who he leant them to. He gave me the old master tapes of his compositions for me 
to sample for him. First I have to buy a working reel to reel player, my current one is on the blink. 
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We talked for most of the afternoon. About four [7]Tammy suggested we head down to the 
[8] Murrumbidgee. The water level is still low, despite the recent water released from the dam. Most of 
that went to the rice crops. The river used to be the main transport rout, back in the day of shallow 
draft paddle steamers. Originally the whole region was devoted to wool production. Paddle steamers, 
fueled by riverside trees, would navigate the Murray Darling river system as far as Jugiong, bringing in 
supplies and carrying bales of wool south to Melbourne. Now it's barely deep enough for children to 
wade in, full of sand bars. 


Tammy went back to the house, and [9/Terry took us to see the [10Jold ruins of the [11]jail. 
Lovely old stone walls fading in the sun. We climbed the fence and went inside, it was full of old bottles 
for some reason, dumped from the local pub perhaps. When we return we will harvest them for ginger 
beer. We said sad goodbyes, then back to the highway, with a brief stop to [12]shoot some other ruins, 
[13]old [14]adobe walls eroding away near the local [15]cemetary, and some of the lovely [16]sundrenched 
hills. 


Back in Yass we stopped at the other cafe, the old one next to the old theatre. Horrible twisted 
locals with missing fingers and red shiny deformed clawed hands dropped in for their paper wrapped 
bundles of greasy food. At last I got my smooth battered potato scallops, excellent. 


We wanted to spend the night in Goulburn, but we had time so we turned off the modern Hume 
highway and went down some of the loops that had been bypassed. It was excellent driving, totally 
abandoned, we had the road to ourselves. The railway paced us, slicing through the cuttings, and the 
[17]hills were studded with [18]weathered stones and sheep. We stopped to watch the [19]sun going 
down, the huge sky, the ancient light on the hills, the [20]sheep walking their winding paths. Standing 
by the deserted weathered road, listening to Opeth moaning from the stereo while the [21]sun [22]burnt 
it’s [23]way into the [24]horizon was one of the best moments of the whole tour. 


Onwards to Goulburn. The First Inland City, nearly as old as Sydney, full of venerable terrace 
houses so we felt right at home. However the place has a rough side, because of the huge jail there. The 
watchtower looms over everything, the searchlight turns all night like a lighthouse on the shore, and a 
large proportion of the populace is there supporting relatives inside, while others are newly released and 
still wound up from the experience. 


We shacked up in a cheap motel with a cop car in the carpark. Michelles theory was, he was 
transporting a prisoner from further out in the country to the jail, and staying over before returning. 
The bed was hard as wood, sheets felt damp. We went down to the Paragon cafe for dinner, a lovely 
old Greek diner cafe renowned throughout the world. They have more staff than patrons, constantly 
polishing all the glass, restocking the fridge, walking around. We had ice teas, Michelle had steak diane, 
and I had my first mixed grill. Mixed grill means a giant plate of meat, including beef steak, lamb 
chops, lamb liver, sausage, bacon, egg and a small token side of veges. It wasn’t the full mixed grill, 
which should also have kidney of some kind, and in times past brave men could even have sweatbreads 
(thyroid glands) and prarie oysters and braised heart as well. It was excellent. We ate and listened to 
neighbours, possibly prisoner recently released, trying to chat up shy waitress. 


Next: Crookwell and Katoomba. 


1. http://video.google.com.au/videoplay?docid=639496599658327832&h1=en- AU 
ttp://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/291022251/ 


ttp://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/291022911/ 


ttp://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/291022372/ 


ttp://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/291022683/ 


ttp://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/291023722/ 


ttp://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/291024653/ 
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24. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/292975519/ 


5.11.4 (2006-11-11 00:28) 


Our plan for the last day of our roadtrip was to head North through the country, taking back roads 
and investigating the op shops in country towns, and then go through the mountains via Katoomba. 
The Katoomba route is usually too congested on a regular day, but being Monday, by the time we were 
heading for the city, we would be going against the busy traffic of workers returning home. 


We nosed around the outer edges of Goulburn for awhile, until we found a way north. Our des- 
tination was Crookwell. The countryside still looked dry, but there had been at least a day of drizzle 
dampening everything down, and the weather in this part is usually much milder than elsewhere. I think 
the region benefits from the presence of the Blue Mountains to their east, the moist air piling up against 
those dump their rain before crossing. The trees were often coated with fuzzy lichen, and there were 
occasional green crops as well as sheep. 


Just before Crookwell is a [l]wind farm, one of the first in the country I believe. Wind farms 
are a divisive issue in the country, but it’s hard to see why. The usual accusation against them is, first, 
that they kill birds. Now, all along our journey we saw a giant amount of roadkill, and I mean fresh 
bloody roadkill that hadn’t even had time to start decaying. There were decayed bodies too, so for 
awhile I thought something was preserving the bloody corpses of kangaroo and wallaby and wombats 
I was seeing, but then we started seeing bodies marked with lines of orange flouro paint. We realized 
than that the bodies were being removed. So, the total amount of roadkill was really much larger than 
I thought, about 1 large dead mammal for every 10 km per week. So much for the mammals, but the 
(2]bird count was even higher. We saw dozens of brightly coloured little parrots, lorikeets and rozellas, 
and a couple of times the family flock was still hanging around the corpse waiting for it to fly away with 
them. Then of course there were many crows and magpies, which had been eating other roadkill when 
they were hit by cars. Nobody says anything about all this, because country people want to drive as fast 
as possible to get from A to B in a reasonable time. So, the toll everyday people have on the wildlife, 
they remain silent about, but the potential toll giant slow-moving vanes might have on birds alone, on 
that they are vocal. 


The next problem is noise. We saw the [3]wind farm from a vantage point about 1 km away, 
which was diagonally upwind from the towers. When the wind flagged, we could hear them, a regular 
wooshing sound like a very muffled steam engine. Now that could be annoying, but like millions of 
people I live in a big city under a flight path, and you get used to big jets flying in at 10:30 PM. The 
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noise was no worse than wind in the trees, only pulsed. 


I personally believe the real problem is that they are so uncanny. There is something deeply dis- 
turbing and modern about the sight of the things, about something so massive and distant moving so 
regularly and rapidly. It makes me glad, I love them and would have no problem living nearby, but the 
conservative old people who hang on in country towns hate anything which looks like the future. Fights 
over wind farms and plans for wind farms have erupted in giant feuds between farmers and towns, and 
to me it looks like it’s just future shock. They're beautiful, Pd have one in my back yard in a second. 


Crookwell is a lovely town, and of all the towns we passed through it’s the one I would most like 
to settle in. Cold and fresh, green, with abundant trees, old houses, quiet streets, and lots of amenities. 
Michelle was impressed when we passed the Crookwell Potato Growers Society building. In fact, 
[4Jaccording to Wikipedia, the locals are called ”spud diggers”. Michelle loves potatoes. The aging of the 
country population was very evident here, at least every second person we saw on the streets had a cane 
or a walker or was riding one of those little mobility scooters. This of course endears the place to us all 
the more, we like old people. Despite the Metal we also knit and garden and sew and enjoy all the old 
customs and skills. 


After a coffee and a look around we next headed east, to Taralga. At one point 1 spotted an 
odd loop shaped thing in a field and asked Michelle to turn back. It turned out to be a rams skull with 
huge curling horns, very old with patches of lichen. We souveniered that in a cooler bag. Michelle wants 
to mount it on a plaque and hang it in our veranda, which Pam has been busy prettifying with bloody 
coloured glass wind chimes and plastic butterflies. 


We saw some [5Jalpacca too. Tammy explained to us that, unlike sheep, [6]alpacca don't eat the 
roots of the turf they graze on, so they cause less damage to the pasture. They come from Chile, which 
has a climate much like this region, hilly (well, mountainous) and dry, so their habits are probably 
better suited to the region than sheep. Their legs are longer so they might even cause less erosion when 
walking. I knitted an alpacca vest last year, which is very warm, but there are problems with the fibre. 
It's hollow, which makes if very warm, but also a bit brittle. It is smooth, without scales like sheeps 
wool, which makes it very hard to dye, and it can’t felt, so the finest wool you can spin from it is 8 ply. 
Luckily they grow their wool in a variety of colours, and it feels very soft. 


Taralga turned out to be a tiny town, with the usual overabundance of pubs and community 
halls from the days when the area was a major agricultural power. We stopped at the one shop on the 
main street for lunch. They were a general store for the region. The lady behind the counter was making 
up school lunches, from requests written on brown paper bags. She taped the change carefully to each 
bag. Some old locals were shopping for groceries, buying the worst food imaginable, frozen dinners in 
boxes and tinned irish stew and white, white bread. We had meat pies from the oven, not much better 
really. They had a table of vegetables for sale, which looked like local produce, but when we asked the 
lady said they were trucked in from Goulburn. 


The next leg of our journey was north to Oberon. We [7|passed through dryer, hotter country 
again. Much of the region has been logged and replanted with matchstick pines, which grow faster and 
straighter than the original dry sclerophyl forest. We climbed to the higher tablelands, and stopped at 
the top of the rise for a breather. I investigated the bush and discovered another skull, this time a sheep 
without horns. In fact there were many skeletons in there, and even the body of what looked like a black 
goat kid, which had been partially eaten. The body was mostly gone, but the limbs were still intact and 
covered in hair, so I don’t think it was just roadkill. Probably wild dogs or cats. 


Close to the town we came across some cows being herded along the road. They were obviously 


"grazing the long paddock” i.e. eating the roadside grass. [8]This video is cool, with a manic grazier 
running backwards and forwards trying to get his cows through a gate. We thought our car might upset 
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them but it seems that we were doing more harm by stopping than by moving through. 


Oberon was superficially similar to Crookwell, but had a far different atmosphere. There were 
less tall trees for an old town, and more ugly car franchises on the main strip. It may have been the 
influence of Sydney extending out into the countryside. We had another coffee in the local takeaway, 
watching the other customers. At a nearby table a couple of businessmen, one with gold sovereign 
cufflinks, like a badge of vulgarity. A repair man looking exactly like Willie nelson came in to look at the 
fridge. A mother with teenage kids, with bizarre braids in their hair, went into the local op shop. We 
followed, and found some dresses and even a nice brown pinstripe suit, but the waistband of the pants 
was too small for me. 


The shadows lengthening, we made the final run for Katoomba. The [9]country here is [10]very 
lovely, and was some of the first settlements on the western side of the ranges. I remember my parents 
taking me to Little Hartley Farm, a model farm against the foothills of the ranges. The road follows 
the original route of the explorers, entering a small valley but then running up along a ridge top. The 
story we were told in school was that Blaxland and Lawson were the first explorers to get through the 
mountains because they carried their water and followed the ridge tops, unlike earlier parties who kept 
in the valleys and were always stopped by cliffs. 


As we climbed we entered fog banks, until by the time we reached Katoomba it was very cold 
and misty. Katoomba is an arty town. Originally it was a mining centre, there were coal mines in the 
region, but they played out generations ago. Since then it was repurposed as a spa, where wealthy 
Sydneysiders would go for holidays in the cool, fresh, life-giving mountain air, before people started 
idolising the beach. Being on the edge of the Jameson valley which cuts through the plateau of the Blue 
Mountains like a small grand canyon with trees, there are some great lookouts. 


Michelle had high hopes for the op shops there, as she had been told by someone at a Vinnies in 
the city that they sent all their old dresses and antique clothes to the mountain shops. What we found 
was disappointing. There was only 1 shop open when we arrived around 4:30, and most of the stock was 
rubbish. We even checked out the notoriously overpriced Mr Pickwicks antique shop, which has some 
clothes, but they were very limited. 


So on to Sydney. After 4 days of driving in the country Michelle found it hard to adapt to 50 K 
per hour traffic again. She had to keep reminding herself to slow down. The descending mountain road 
was packed with commuters doing their daily 2 hour drive home to Lithgow or wherever from the city, 
but we were heading the other way. 


Some years ago we [lllinvestigated a converted church out at Bendick Murrel, near Young. The 
church was perfect, large and well appointed, but the region was too isolated. We still intend to move 
to the country someday, and I think Crookwell might be the perfect place. It’s within a days drive of 
Sydney, in fact you could drive to Sydney and back if you were keen. It’s actually on the Great Dividing 
Range, the last remnant of an ancient mountain range running down the east coast of Australia, which 
gives it the cool wet climate. The climate is quite european, and it even snows in winter. There are 
trout in the Wollondilly river, and you can fossick for gold and gemstones. The only reason we haven’t 
ditched the city and moved to the country yet is because Michelle still needs post cancer treatment, and 
will for another year. Once that’s over there’s nothing stopping us. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/291779888/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/291780572/ 


3. |http://video. google.com. au/videoplay?docid=8121634479005514176&h1=en- AU 
4. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Crookwell,_New_South_Wales 


5. |attp://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/291780385/ 


6. http://video.google.com.au/videoplay?docid=-5649283731257124054&h1=en- AU 
358 


7. [http://video.google.com.au/videoplay?docid=7938068762681325480%h1=en-AU 
8. [http://video.google.com.au/videoplay?docid=8888392951394853326%h1=en-AU 


9. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/291780781/ 
10. http: //www.flickr .com/photos/mattspong/291781348/ 
11. http: //mspong.org/photo_bendick1.html 


5.11.5 (2006-11-16 10:59) 


My work nemesis Michael is away today. He has a kidney stone. Apparently he is in hospital waiting to 
see a specialist to decide whether to operate to remove it, or to wait for it to ”pass” naturally. They gave 
him some morphine so he is feeling no pain. Apparently he has suffered from them before, to the extent 
that he usually passes them easily, but this must be a big one. 


So, lets see, so far we have: 


- D &D roleplayer 

- Lives with Mother at age >50 

- Disgustingly familiar 

- Mutters tedious, boring anecdotes 
- Smells 

- Revolting habits, nosecleaning etc 
- Hideously ugly 

- Abdominal truss 

- Limps 

- Very odd reaction to women 

- Suffers from kidneystones 


My worst nightmare is he will reveal some terrible sexual peccadillo, something involving rubber or 
glass coffee tables or furry character suits. I can’t rule that out because, no limits so far... Also, as 
Michelle pointed out, he has only been here two months. You’d expect a person to conceal their worst 
traits until their position was more secure. Maybe he is... 


I might tidy up the old CV a bit more today. 


5.11.6 (2006-11-16 15:55) 


Yesterday I went down to Chinatown for some laksa. I always like the beef laksa from the Hairy Mole 
Man at Happy Chef. Hairy Mole Man has a mole on his cheek with thick bristly black hair about 3 inches 
long waving from it. I always wonder how people like that think, do they take pride in the luxuriant mole 
hair? Look how handsome I am with my tuft of mole hair! Anyway, awesome laksa. The celebrity chef 
Luke Mangan eats there, according to the newspaper article they blew up and hung on their counter. 


There was a guy there typing on his table. He was totally cyber. Wraparound mirror shades, black 
leather jacket, and a shirt with a pattern like circuit board. He had the fixed impassive expression, the 
attitude. On the table was a small PDA, a thin rectangular one, probably some kind of Palm. There was 
also a device like a squat black pepper mill, which was projecting a keyboard on the table in red laser 
lines. He was pecking away at this laser keyboard, and presumably it was bluetoothing the input to the 
PDA. I thought, wow, someone actually uses one of those! 


It reminded me of days gone by. Just down the road from this upstairs food hall, is another, much 
older place, where my friends and I used to go in the early 90s, when WE were cyber. Back then there 
were few portable cyber gadgets we could afford, so we had to content ourselves with the look. We liked 
the underground vibe, the Korean and Kanji and chinese characters, the lights, the bar, and the spicy 
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laksa. I sometimes lugged my Powerbook 145B down there, but the battery life was pretty pitiful. It 
would have been nice to have laser keyboards back then, but the tables were polished steel in that other 
hall, so it probably wouldn’t have worked. 


5.11.7 (2006-11-20 14:50) 


I got my Learner licence on Saturday. Never before have I been interested in driving. Living in the city 
all my life, Pve always found it easier and cheaper and more efficient to use public transport, and hire 
movers when moving house. It’s always been interesting, when meeting Michelle at some location, to see 
how easy it is for me to move around, and by contrast how hard for her to find parking and organize her 
travel. A car is a liability in the city. But, after our recent trips in the country, and my desire to live in 
Crookwell or some country town of a similar type, I knew I needed to drive. 


The L test is very easy. I booked the test last Tuesday for Saturday, then downloaded the pamphlet 
and started reading. They have an online test which is identical to the formal one. I read the rules and 
ran through the quiz again and again until I was always passing. On Saturday I fronted at the local RTA 
offices, which luckily are a short walk from my home... After checking in and identifying myself with my 
passport and the phone bill, I took the test on the little screens in the booth in the corner. They handed 
me a little card with my picture on it. Everything there runs on Macs, which is unusual. Michelle said 
it was probably because they need to manipulate graphics, signatures and photos and such. 


Now I have 2 levels of Provisional licences to get through. This will be much harder. I'll book some 
professional lessons so I don’t have to stress Michelle out too much. Teaching driving skills can be very 
divisive, I know. The last time I sat behind the wheel of a car was with my dad at the country property 
at Maroota. He barked orders at me as I crept around the small paddock, jackrabbit jumping a little 
as my foot slipped on the pedal. He gave up in disgust very quickly, I think he was quite happy that I 
wouldn’t be borrowing the car for awhile to come. 


After the test we (Michelle at the wheel as usual) drove down to Dapto to see Tanya and her daughters 
Kym and Grace. Brett and Tanya are old friends of Michelles, they moved to Darwin about 8 years ago. 
Tanya was visiting her parents Heather and David, and Brett will be coming to Sydney later this week. 


It took us awhile to find Dapto. By mistake we left Wollongong heading South, so we had to loop 
up and around the lake there to reach them. Had a nice lunch of fish and chips, overlooking the old 
Wollongong harbour. 


Tanya looks exactly the same as the last time I saw her, 6 years ago. It was a lot of fun hanging 
out and playing with the girls. Michelle brought a backpack full of crayons and pens and paints and 
other artistic materials, which luckily were all water soluble. Kym got creative with these while Grace 
was busy learning to crawl. She reached the stage of crawling backwards, which I never knew is a common 
step on the road to mobility. Apparently the movements required to push yourself backwards are easier 
than forward movement. Kym is very lively, running around like a mad thing, playing with the dog, 
demonstrating her "Christmas dance” she learned at kindy, and teaching it to me. When we spotted a 
dove nest in the fig tree with a dove sitting on it, she wanted to climb the tree and gather the eggs. I 
don’t know how Tanya copes, seeing as she still works. She even took Grace to a conference. 


We’ll be meeting up with them both soon, when Brett comes to Sydney for one of his conferences. 
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5.11.8 (2006-11-22 21:37) 


Amazingly hot in Sydney today. It reached nearly 40 degrees. The air is dank with smoke from the 
bushfires which once again roar on the outskirts of the greater metropolitan area, this time in the Blue 
Mountains. The same place Michelle and I used to visit, up Bells Line of Road. Worryingly Mount 
Tomah, where the temperate zone botanic garden grows, is threatened. Once again the lights at work 
flickered and went out as power surges hit the city, from the load on the air con. 


It was amazing walking home. I was going to meet up with Michelle in Haberfield, walking up Ramsay 
street. The sky was like lead, the sun ruddy and brown from the smoke. My eyes were stinging from 
the particles of airborne ash, and it was like walking into the blast from an open clothes drier, when 
suddenly the temperature dropped at least 15 degrees, perhaps from 38 down to 23. It was the cold front 
So sudden, I thought perhaps a nearby building was spilling aircon out into the open, but no, it was a 
gust of cold air from the front coming through. Of course this just serves to whip the fires up even more, 
but if the storm comes it should dampen the flames down a lot. 


It’s disappointing to see our prime minister campaigning solidly for nuclear power. He seems to have 
accomplished an amazing jump, from ultra cautious global warming denier, to gung-ho fixit man with 
a passion for nuclear power. He hired one of his old hatchet men, Ziggy Switowski, former CEO of 
the state telecom company Telstra, [1]to prepare a report on how clean and safe atomic power stations 
are nowadays. Meanwhile Al Gore is in town trying to urge the pollies to sign the Kyoto protocol and 
invest in truly renewable energy. Its funny to see free market economists like the current administration 
ignoring the scalable, distributed, low-tech, entrepreneurial solution of renewable energy like wind and 
solar, for the centralized, high-tech, high entry fee, intrinsically monopolistic nuclear alternative. There 
real politics are shining through. They only claim to support a free market, as a method for their friends 
to buy up a greater share of the public infrastructure. When it comes down to the serious decisions they 
vote for continuing to support their corporate friends by insisting that only a monolithic nuclear energy 
infrastructure will do. 


1. http://www.smh.com.au/news/national/taskforce-plots-nuclear-path/2006/11/21/1163871403099. html 


5.11.9 Brett is gone! (2006-11-22 21:45) 


Brett, one of my three managers, the one who caused me the most trouble over the years, has resigned! 
He actually resigned on Monday, but I only found out today. Not that anyone told me, or anyone, but 
I sent him an email and it bounced because his address had been dissabled. When I called one of his 
underlings he confirmed that the big guy had left the building. 


Brett was always our head kicker, so it’s not all good. I’ve kind of found a grudging respect for him, he 
was always useful to turn on a belligerant customer when they complained, and nobody was better at 
telling our terrible developers where to stick it when they tried to pass off shit as gold and cheat us. 


In other news, we are ready at last to roll out our new software. Hansen gave us the documentation, 
finally, and although it’s incomplete and full of crap, like flow charts that step through the programs 


actions without once explaning how they are accomplished, I won’t complain. I just want to get the disks 
sent out before the holidays. 


5.11.10 2006-11-22_1746.02_Robo_Santa.avi (2006-11-23 05:36) 


[1] 2006-11-22_1746.02_Robo_Santa.avi 


[2] "2006-11-22_1746.02_Robo_Santa.avi" on Google Video 
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[3] [miniLogo2.gif] 

The ctizens cower in terror when the dreaded dancing droid Robo-Santa 
appears in their supermarket... Honestly, this is just wrong. If this 
jerky, twitching parody embodies the spirit of Christmas then we are 
all doomed. 


1. http://video.google.com/videoplay?docid=-7903444991506329224 


2. [http://video.google.com/videoplay?docid=-7903444991506329224 
3. [http://video.google.com/ 


5.11.11 (2006-11-24 09:43) 


Item: Tom Cruise and Katie Holmes, recently married, are on their honeymoon. They are in fact cur- 
rently cruising in the Maldives, on a yacht owned by one James Packer. I actually work in the offices of 
the magazine distributor owned by Packers publishing company ACP. 


This news wouldn’t normally concern me, except that the yacht has a satellite internet system that 
is integrated with the intranet of ACP. In fact, some of my colleuges were trying to set up a server, and 
told they couldn't use the IP addresses they were hoping to use, because the yacht router was in that 
address block. In fact, according to the network admins, someone on that yacht has been doing a lot of 
heavy internet usage. Traffic has been high for at least 4 hours this morning. So; wedding, honeymoon, 
yacht, Maldives, movie star wife, 4 hour internet session in the early morning. Is Tom a WoW addict, or 
is Kat updating her IMDB listing? Only the cache knows... 


flying blind (2006-11-24 01:18:25) 
Maybe Tom’s looking at gay porn, steeling (or wooding) himself to deal with Katie. 


prof_null (2006-11-24 09:25:17) 
I like that line "Only the cache knows . . .” Those guys really kow how to commercialise their lives huh? I guess 
they're feeding the chooks - have you seen the cover of virtually any magazine lately? 


5.11.12 (2006-11-25 20:36) 


Just last week I was heading out from the office for lunch when a familar face caught my eye. Despite 
the business casual attire and the mirror sunnies I recognised an old friend from the warehouse days. We 
got to talking about this and that, and I mentioned my blog and Livejournal. He seemed interested, and 
I emailed him some links. 


And now, I am very pleased to introduce [ LJ User: prof _null |. The Professor was one of the most 
creative denizens of the Cyberspace warehouse in Glebe. While lots of us were running around being 
absolute wankers about how ”cyber” we all were, and really just wearing ragged black clothes and taking 
bad chemical drugs, he was hunkered down in his studio diligently teaching himself Director and 3D 
rendering and Photoshop and tracker music software and modelling in plastic. The Prof reminds me very 
much of [1]Mike Jittlov, the Wizard of Speed and Time. Like him he endlessly creates, writing, drawing, 
thinking and acting on his thoughts. I am so glad he's started a blog, we need the Church of Nothing 
now more than ever! 


1. (http: //www.wizworld.com/ 
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5.11.13 Mu-Meson Archives December Film and Events Program (2006-11-28 15:31) 


Friday 1st December 

ABDUCTED BY THE DALEKS 

For one night only come and see the film that has the BBC and Terry Nations estate up in arms. Why 
hadn’t they thought of this themselves the first feature in which the Daleks are finally liberated from 
the Dr. Who franchise and not only that, it’s full of naked women. The story centers around three 
sexy young disco babes who have met the mysterious Anna. As they journey through the woods they 
discuss the legend of The Serial Skinner not knowing that they are already being observed by a more 
ambitious and ruthless species of Alien: Dr. Who’s The Daleks! Be warned: This film contains nudity 
and sheer stupidity. Plus censored out takes from the first three Dr. Who’s that were deemed unsuitable 
for viewing in their day. Mu-Meson Archives doors 7.30, 8pm start $10 with supper 


Monday 4th December 

[1]The Apple (1980) 

There’s a kind of perverse joy that comes from watching a truly awful movie musical. Bad acting. bad 
dancing. bad songs. Xanadu is considered by many to be the Mount Everest of bad movie musicals, with 
the Village People’s Can’t Stop the Music running a close second. But there is another, lesser known, 
contender that was also released in 1980. The Apple, a freaky multi-genre spectacular has earned its 
place along side the other two as a movie musical that is so completely misguided that it must be seen to 
be believed. The story takes place in the far flung future of 1994 where thousands of music fans rush to 
the Worldvision Song Festival. The first musical number is an assault on the senses and just a sample of 
the insanity to come. Inside the packed arena, Dandi (Alan Love) and Pandi (Grace Kennedy) perform 
their hit song, "BIM”. Surrounded by dozens of back-up dancers, they perform choreography that’s 
reminiscent of an old Jane Fonda aerobics routine. The film’s outlandish glam/punk costume designs are 
by Ingrid Zore, whose apparent design concept for the film was, if it sparkles, then it’s futuristic...let’s 
use it! Not to be missed. Annandale Hotel 7.30pm Donation 


Friday 8th December 

Hellsong 

Stride with us into the valley of the shadow 

of darkness known as the 20th Century’s Christian Educational Cinema. A unique glimpse at some of the 
most outrages examples of theology films. From the 50’s to the 80’s explore genres such as temperance, 
teenage suicide though rock music to missionary films denouncing other religions as heathens. Oh and 
did we forget the rapture. Its not all doom and gloom, these films are so offensive they are hilarious. 


Come along and be saved, be cleansed be redeemed but ultimately just be there. 9pm Chauvel Cinema 
Crn Oxford St & Oatley Rd Paddington 


Sunday 10th November 

Miss Deaths Knitting Group 

Do you want to how learn to knit, crochet, or any other craft then this is the place for you. We meet 
once a month on a Sunday afternoon from 4pm. For the new ladies who are coming for the first time 
and don’t know anyone you are more than welcome to bring a friend. It’s free as long as you bring a 
plate of something to eat I provide the tea and coffee. Boys are welcome as long as they do a craft or 
something useful. Mu-Meson Archives 4pm with a plate 


Monday 11th December 

(2)Madam Sin (1972) 

Clearly Betty Davis was trying to get the rent in this movie not an Oscar. Even Doctor No would say 
”yes” to Madame Sin! Robert Wagner a CIA agent is used as a pawn to steal a Polaris submarine by 
Betty Davis, an insane super-agent. It seems that everybody’s having a lot of fun. The whole thing is 
tongue-in-cheek and high camp, and it always remains true to its own little world. 16mm Annandale 
Hotel 7.30pm Donation 
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Friday 15th December 

[3] Amazing World of Ghosts 

Let’s not mince words here. Wheeler Winston Dixon is a genius and Amazing World of 

Ghosts is nothing short of a masterpiece. Blending a rambling, rootless, and inchoate non-narrative 
narrative read with twisted glee by Sid Paul with all the lushness and emotional intensity that only 
stock footage can offer. Dixon has created the perfect non-documentary documentary document. Your 
only regret is the years you have wasted unaware of this film. Is there a more enjoyable and deeply 
unsettling 93 minutes one can spend? I don’t think so. Mu-Meson Archives doors 7.30 for 8pm start $10 
with supper 


Sunday 17th December 

Santa Slasher 

[4|Black Christmas (1974) 

A stark and stylish horror/thriller movie! Olivia Hussey and Margot Kidder star 

among an ill-fated houseful of sorority sisters celebrating the holiday season. But the festivities turn 
fatal when obscene phone calls break the serenity and it becomes clear that a psychopath is stalking the 
house. 


[5|Christmas Evil (1980) 

As a boy he saw mommy making love to Santa Clause. As an adult he is a crazed killer who has kept a 
list of all the girls who have been good and all the girls who have been bad. It’s Christmas time and all 
the bad girls are in trouble. 6pm Chauvel Cinema Crn Oxford St & Oatley Rd Paddington 


Monday 18th December 

[6]Wake in Fright (1971) 

I keep reading how there are no prints of this film around so here it is. One of the genuinely lost 
Australian classics. A shocking indictment of Australian drinking culture. Staring Garry Bond, Chips 
Rafferty, Jack Thompson, Sylvia Kay and Donald Pleasence. Set over the Xmas holidays a sensitive 
young teacher stuck in the outback tries to make his way to Sydney and his girlfriend but collides with a 
community of hard drinking, gambling and kangaroo hunting locals which leads his life into a downward 
spiral to hell. 16mm Annandale Hotel 7.30pm Donation 


Tuesday 19th December 

Para(noid) Politics in the Pub 

The Illuminati and Occult Holidays 

Is Santa Clause really Satan! Are all American Holidays designed by using an occult numerical pattern 
originating from the Illuminati. Discover the REAL truth behind the popular holidays of: Christmas, 
Easter, Halloween, Valentine’s Day, May Day, Groundhog Day, and other "traditions of man.” Learn the 
Truth behind occult practices like ”bobbing for apples”, ”Trick or treat”, Jack ’o lantern”, "May Day” 
and more. 

Annandale Hotel 7.30pm $5 


Friday 22nd December 

Mu-Meson Archives Xmas Trailer Reel Fest The first movie preview played in 1912 at Rye Beach, New 
York. "One of the concessions hung up a white sheet and showed the serial The Adventures of Kathlyn. 
At the end of the reel Kathlyn was thrown in the lion’s den. After this ’trailed’ a piece of film asking 
Does she escape the lion’s pit? See next week’s thrilling chapter!” (Los Angeles Times, 1966). The first 
studio to officially release movie trailers was Paramount in 1916, Tonight we take a look at memorable 
trailers from the genre films Sci-Fi, horror, sexploitation, blaxploitation, martial arts, world movies, 
sword and sandal, jungle and every thing else we can throw in. Sometimes some films should only 
be viewed as a trailer. Here is your chance to be thrown from pillar to post without the boring bits. 
Mu-Meson Archives doors 7.30 for 8pm start $10 with supper 
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Saturday 23rd December 

Sounds of Seduction Xmas 

The Sounds of Seduction will be held a week earlier due to a clash with a special New Years Eve Sounds. 
On at Headquarters Hotel you will be able to dance to the rarest grooves with the original crew Jay 
Katz and Miss Death go-go girls and guest DJ's. Put on your dancing shoes and get on down to 138 
Parramatta Rd Camperdown 9pm to 3am $10 


Friday 29th December 

[7]Space is The Place 

Sun Ra-space-age prophet, Pharonic jester, shaman-philosopher and avant-jazz keyboardist /bandleader- 
lands his spaceship in Oakland, having been presumed lost in space for a few years. With Black Power 
on the rise, Ra disembarks and proclaims himself "the alter-destiny.” He holds a myth vs. reality rap 
session with black inner-city youth at a rec center, threatening ”to chain you up and take you with me, 
like they did you in Africa” if they resist his plea to go to outer space. He duels at cards with The 
Overseer, a satanic overlord, with the fate of the black race at stake. Ra wins the right to a world 
concert, which features great performance footage of the Arkestra. Agents sent by the Overseer attempt 
to assassinate Ra, but he vanishes, rescues his people, and departs in his spaceship from the exploding 
planet Earth. 

Mu-Meson Archives doors 7.30 for 8pm start $10 with supper 


Saturday 30th December 

Sandy Crack’s 2006 year in review 

In true Mondo Carne style Sandy Crack presents the news that hit the cutting room floor. Behind closed 
doors Sandy has been culling over 200 hours of the bizarre, the weird and the suppressed news of 2006. 
You won't see it any where else a year in the making, presented by Sandy herself. Mu-Meson Archives 
doors 7.30 for 8pm start 

$10 with supper. 


Sunday 31st December Jungle Fever at New Years Eve 

Sounds of Seduction! 

The crew are back to stage another of their now legendary New Year's Eve spectaculars as The Marquee 
is magically transformed into a patch of steamy sub-tropical jungle - complete with swinging vines, man 
eating plants, a marauding gorilla and things that go bump in the night. Jungle gear is the order of the 
night be it a crocodile skin jump suit, a skimpy hyena skin loin cloth or a complete witch doctors kit. 
Regardless of what you wear join Jay Katz, Miss Death and The SOS G0-GO Girls for Sydney’s best 
value NYE party - remarkably priced at only $20 (gotta be the cheapest in town!) and ever cheaper 
prizes for the best jungle outfits. THE MARQUEE - 128 Pyrmont Bridge Rd Camperdown 8.30pm - 
$20 - Sun 31 Dec (NYE) 

Now streaming on the net for the world to enjoy "The Naked City” - every Saturday between 10am 
and midday on FBI (94.5) with Jay Katz, Miss Death and Coffin Ed and guests that have included JJ 
(from Good Times), Jack Sargeant, Neil Hamburger, Diamanda Galas, Jim Rose, and many more. An 
adrenalin charged look at the sad arsed city of Sydney! 

To get on the mailing list meson@ihug.com.au 


Mu-Meson Archives at Crn Parramatta Rd & Trafalgar St Annandale at the end of King Furni- 
ture building up the steel staircase. Phone 9517-2010 


Annandale Hotel at 17 Parramatta Rd Annandale. Ph 9550-1078 
Headquarters Hotel 


138 Parramatta Rd Camperdown 
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Chauvel Cinema Crn Oxford St & Oatley Rd Paddington for playing times www.chauvelcinema.net.au 
Box Office Number 9361 5398 


THE MARQUEE - 128 Pyrmont Bridge Rd Camperdown 


. http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0080380/ 


. http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0081793/ 


j. http: //www.imdb.com/title/tt0067541/ 
. http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0072195/ 
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4. http://www. imdb. con/title/tt0071222/ 
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5.12 December 


5.12.1 Michael Watch update (2006-12-07 12:48) 


9:32 

As we are releasing an upgrade to our software on disk, we have boxes and boxes of manila envelopes 
ready to send, each with a disk inside. I decided to grant Michael one more chance to display his intelli- 
gence by asking him to stamp them with our return address. He was a bit worried at first. he asked me 
if I wanted the address on the sealed flap, but then theorised that doing so might damage the envelope 
and cause the corners of the CD jewel case inside to rip the paper, so he decided to stamp them on the 
body. He then began, with great vigour, to slam the cheap plastic address stamp down on each one, 
with a faint crackling sound of the jewel case inside splintering into shards. I very gently and respecfully 
advised him that if he stamped them with more care the stamp would last longer. Now he is "stamping 
on the moon”, moving in slow motion, slowly reaching for each envelope, slowly picking up the stamp, 
and slowly stamping them. 


11:00 

I realised I was hearing a sound like two cobble stones being tapped together in a random sequence. 
There would be a string of five or six muffled ’clunks’ and then silence. It turned out to be Michael biting 
his nails. In hindsight this explains the reason he has to spend so long picking his nose, and resorting to 
tools like the handkercheif corners. 


malwae (2006-12-07 17:57:45) 
God... I don’t think Ill complain about my coworkers ever, ever again. That's awful... 


carbonunit (2006-12-08 03:55:20) 
No, I love your posts! Please keep doing them. I love hearing about Junk Food Buddha and CITL and all those 
other guys. 


5.12.2 Michael Watch update (2006-12-08 14:46) 
The Twist. 


He raises his arm high in the air, with his hand in a relaxed semi closed position, as though grasp- 
ing an orange. Then he rapidly rotates his hand back and forward at the wrist, as though he was a robot 
with a faulty actuator. This continues for minutes at a time. One half expects the hand to start revolving 
all the way around, faster and faster, then fly off trailing wires and cables across the room in a shower of 
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sparks. At first I thought this was a nervous tic, because he started doing it when we were particularly 
busy. But now, it seems to be more from the strain of holding a phone handset to his ear for more than 
a few minutes at a time. Perhaps he has poor circulation, but as usual I'm scared to ask, he would 
doubtless unleash a torrent of unasked detail about some horrible congenital or self-inflicted sickness. 
His thick, sludgy, contaminated blood is probably too clotted and putrid to flow through his extremities 
without being forced at high pressure. That would explain his ghastly shaving wounds, they're probably 
tiny nicks, but the blood pressure necessary to force his unwholesome ichor up through his neck is so 
great they jet blood like arterial punctures! 


The Y2K bug 


Remember this? Funny, wasn’t it? It’s still highly amusing to Michael in December 2006. He has a 
small stuffed Y2K bug sitting on top of his monitor. It has a deep red plush body, 6 red satin legs, a 
black head with white fangs and yellow button eyes. No, it isn't just a beenie toy bug, Michael has told 
us in no uncertain terms that this is The Y2K Bug. He likes to preen it and rearrange it’s little legs and 
stroke it. God help us if he ever learns about the 2038 unix date bug... 


prof null (2006-12-09 07:21:45) 
Wow, and I thought my job sucks at times! Keep up the great literary works - say, do you write horror stories 
perchance? hmm, maybe there's a new disease there, "mofo hand”... . 


5.12.3 2006-12-09_2207.26_Jamie_pinata (2006-12-11 08:52) 


[1] 2006-12-09_2207 .26_Jamie_pinata 


[2] "2006-12-09_2207.26_Jamie_pinata" on Google Video 

[3] [miniLogo2. gif] 

At the Mu Meson Christmas party, Jamie has a go at the Santa head 
pinata. 


1. http://video.google.com/videoplay?docid=-5303061301041957498 
2. [http://video.google.com/videoplay?docid=-5303061301041957498 
3. ; ; 


http://video.google.com/ 


5.12.4 Update (2006-12-18 14:40) 


We went to see some Santa slasher movies at the Chauvel yesterday. They showed Chrstmas Evil and 
Black Christmas. Both were excellent, although Christmas Evil really stood out. It was a classic tale of a 
young lad, warped by the sight of his mother making out with his father dressed as Santa. He grows up, 
gets a job in a toy factory, and spends his life making detailed notes in large journals labelled Naughty 
and Nice about the neighbouring kids. After being jerked around once too often by the other workers 
he gets dressed up in full Santa drag with a beard super-glued to his face, and goes around alternately 
gifting small children and killing adults. There were some excellent twists, and despite being a low bud- 
get made-for-TV effort it really shone. Apparently it’s John Waters favourite Christmas movie, and the 
commentary track on the DVD has John in thestudio with the director, Lewis Jackson. John is saying all 
this stuff about how twisted and sexual the movie is, because Santa spends so much time creeping into 
peoples homes and watching them sleep, and the director gets quite nervous because he never intended 
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anything like that. 


The only interesting thing about Black Christmas was it had Kier Dullea, the actor who played Dave 
Bowman in 2001. He was a psycho piano virtuoso whowas murdering girls in a sorority house... or was 
he? Pretty lame ending suggsted there was someone else living in the attic, like a weak pasted-on opening 
for a sequal. 


Also, Ron sat near us and farted throughout the entire show. Giant gusts of colonic breeze wafted 
across us, so we even smelt it on ourselves after we got home. We'll be sitting as far away from him as 
possible next time. 


I can highly recommend this website: 
[1]http://www.exile.ru/ 


The Exile seems to be a Russian journal, run like a newspaper, a bit like the Chaser in Australia. 
Nearly every article is fascinating. 


1. |nttp://www.exile.ru/ 


5.12.5 Paranoid Politics in the Pub (2006-12-20 14:01) 


Michelle and I checked out the Paranoid Politics in the Pub night, put on by the Mu Mesons. When 
we rolled up we noticed a film crew with dozens of support trucks parked outside the Annandale hotel, 


which would have really put the wind up the true paranoids in the audience. Luckily they were filming 
something in the rooms upstairs... OR WERE THEY? 


It wasn’t anything like I thought it might be. I expected a wordy lecture by Jay Katz accompanied 
by a few slides or something, but instead they screened a rather good selection of televised rants inter- 
spersed with trailers for appropriate movies. 


First came a long lecture by a fey young chappie called Doc Marquis, who was on the Prophecy Club, 
some Christian cable show from the states. This lisping whisp of a thing claimed he had been brought up 
within the Illuminati, a word which here doesn’t mean the Bavarian illuminati of brandy soaked masons 
who think they run the world. To him it meant a kind of international family of Satanists! Yes, he was 
a third degree witch, trained in the arts of human sacrifice, and had been enslaved to the dark side for 
most of his life, until he discovered Jesus. He spoke and moved almost exactly like Carson from Queer 
Eye, although he wore a light coloured suit slightly too big for him which Carson would rather die than 
wear. In front of a small audience of horrified red-state Baptist types he flounced around explaining that 
all their favourite holidays were actually pagan rituals. 


The way he did this was fascinating. He was so banal. For instance, he didn’t mention at all the 
shamanistic origins of Santa, and the connection with amanita muscara mushrooms, but he went into 
great detail of how the Christmas colours of red and green were actually Satanic colours! Also, the 
wreath is symbolic of a vagina (and that is of course Satanic) and mistletoe and holly are poisonous so 
that means human sacrifice. Flashing ropes of lights on your house are an echo of putting candles in your 
windows to welcome the pagan sun god back, which is also Satanic, and there is a verse in the bible which 
he interprets as referring directly to not having a Christmas tree! The star on the tree is of course the 
5 pointed star of Satanic naughtyness, and so on. Just about the only relevant thing he mentioned was 
how Christmas was moved from October to December to coincide with the pagan holidays of midwinter, 
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but he seemed to interpret this as an attack on the Church by paganism, rather than the church trying 
to coopt pagan holidays. He didn't offer any alternatives either, he just laid out all this evidence that 
his audience of whitebread square-state Christians were actually all but sacrificing goats every time they 
strung up tinsel. 


Then he moved on to Easter, which he made a point of pronouncing Oestre, and it was just as wild. He 
claimed that the eggs were specifically a reference to an ancient Babylonian myth about a multi coloured 
egg falling from the sky and landing in a bed of rushes (hence, the wicker baskets) and hatching into 
the goddess Diana. He even mentioned some specific things which are mostly defunct now, like Easter 
bonnets and Easter suits being symbolic blah blah blah, and don’t get me started on Easter ham! Easter 
ham? Vas is das Easter ham? Here in Aus we often have ham at Christmas because it's a meat you can 
eat cold, in the hot weather. 


Jay punctuated this in a most enlightening manner with trailers for films about the subjects he touched 
on, like the Wicker Man, Equinox, and Devils Rain! Then he started to show another ranting paranoid, 
also called Doc something, who was walking around London pointing out esoteric landmarks, like the 
statues of dragons everywhere, and explaining how these confirm his theory that the Royal Family, most 
government ministers and everyone in the financial core are actually shape changing lizards who eat 
human babies every day. He was actually really engaging and lucid, but I started to turn into a pumpkin 
and had to go home. 


Anyway, I can highly recommend Paranoid Politics in the Pub. It’s like all the best bits of their regular 
Monday night showings, without the boring main movie! 


hbdeath (2006-12-20 04:49:08) 
Actually the second ranting paranoid was the immortal David Icke. 


carbonunit (2006-12-20 09:29:01) 

Okay, right. Jay mentioned something about there being 2 docs in the show so I thought he was the other one. 
Did he ever get around to talking to that guy he kept referring too, the one that saw the town officials of London 
morphing into lizards and eating babies? 


hbdeath (2006-12-20 13:43:07) 
He spared us that. I don’t think anyone would’ve complained by that point. 


malwae (2006-12-20 16:34:26) 
Hah, I love those guys... I know it’s kind of obnoxious and patronizing, but you just can’t beat the entertainment 
value of a fanatic religious conspiracy theorist with a touch of schizophrenia. 


5.12.6 Mu Meson program for January (2006-12-27 14:25) 


Thursday 28th December 

Live in the Archives Jimmy McDoungh 

Author of Big Bosoms and Square Jaws (Russ Meyer), Shakey Neil Young’s Biography 

Quote "I got a big mouth, ask me about anything: Andy Milligan, working for Radley Metzger, 
42nd Street, the Russ Meyer bunch, Link Wray, Gary Stewart, Hubert Selby, Jack Nitzsche, the 
Ormonds...spent a lot of time with all of "em. Working on a book on Tammy Wynette. My least favorite 
subjects are Sleazoid Express and Neil Young, haha”. Mu-Meson Archives doors 7.30, 8pm start $10 
with supper. 
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Friday 29th December 

[1]Space is The Place 

Sun Ra-space-age prophet, Pharonic jester, shaman-philosopher and avant-jazz keyboardist /bandleader- 
lands his spaceship in Oakland, having been presumed lost in space for a few years. With Black Power 
on the rise, Ra disembarks and proclaims himself "the alter-destiny.” He holds a myth vs. reality rap 
session with black inner-city youth at a rec center, threatening ”to chain you up and take you with me, 
like they did you in Africa” if they resist his plea to go to outer space. 

Mu-Meson Archives doors 7.30 for 8pm start $10 with supper 


Saturday 30th December 

Sandy Crack’s 2006 year in review 

In true Mondo Carne style Sandy Crack presents the news that hit the cutting room floor. Behind closed 
doors Sandy has been culling over 200 hours of the bizarre, the weird and the suppressed news of 2006. 
You won’t see it any where else a year in the making, presented by Sandy herself. Mu-Meson Archives 
doors 7.30 for 8pm start 

$10 with supper. 


Sunday 31st December 

Jungle Fever at New Years Eve 

Sounds of Seduction! 

The crew are back to stage another of their now legendary New Year’s Eve spectaculars as The Marquee 
is magically transformed into a patch of steamy sub-tropical jungle - complete with swinging vines, man 
eating plants, a marauding gorilla and things that go bump in the night. Jungle gear is the order of the 
night be it a crocodile skin jump suit, a skimpy hyena skin loin cloth or a complete witch doctors kit. 
Regardless of what you wear join Jay Katz, Miss Death and The SOS GO-GO Girls for Sydney’s best 
value NYE party - remarkably priced at only $20 (gotta be the cheapest in town!) and ever cheaper 
prizes for the best jungle outfits. THE MARQUEE - 128 Pyrmont Bridge Rd Camperdown 8.30pm - $20 


January 2007 


Cult Sinema Monday will be held 

Tuesday 2nd January 

[2]Doc Savage Man of Bronze (1975) 

Here is the original Indiana Jones. Master crime fighter and scientific genius Clark ’Doc’ Savage Jr. 
receives the news that his father has died from a rare disease in the South American Republic of Hidalgo. 
And so he and his ’Brain Trust’, a group of five, all experts in their fields, who assist his crime fighting, 
travel to Hidalgo to investigate. The trail of what he discovers to be his father’s murder leads Doc on a 
race with the evil Captain Seas to find a lost tribe of Indians in a valley that overflows with gold. 16mm 
Annandale Hotel 7.30pm Donation 
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Friday 5th January 

UFO Update 

Recent cutting edge material on new UFO documents, black box UFO data and the phenomena of USO’s 
Unidentified Submerged Objects plus many recent clips from around the world. Mu-Meson Archives 
doors 7.30 for 8pm start $10 with supper 


Monday 8th January 

[3] LSD I Hate You (1966) 

Exploitation king Zugsmith’s "LSD comedy” starring Lane as a dippy sex-bomb movie star who is sent 
by her sleazy producer, Strauss, to a rest home. The home is run by a crazed doctor who uses LSD to 
bring out the patients’ own personal fantasies. Among the patient-victims are Jones, an effeminate dress 
designer; Rogers, a matinee idol; Clair, a writer; a fat lady; a midget; and Zugsmith himself. The film is 
funny only because Zugsmith thought it was funny. 16mm Annandale Hotel 7.30pm Donation 


Friday 12 January 

D.I.Y OR DIE 

Spanning a whole range of media including music, film, performance art, graphic design and publishing, 
D.LY. OR DIE offers a fascinating insight into a series of characters who have motivated themselves 
independently of mainstream methodologies. Featured indie heroes include Ian MacKaye (Fugazi), J 
Mascis (Dinosaur Jr.), Lydia Lunch, Mike Watt (Minutemen, Firehose), Richard Kern (Independent 
Filmmaker), Ron Ashton (Stooges) and many more. If you have big plans for a small project then this 
could be just the inspiration you are looking for. Plus early footage of Mark Paulin, Mathew Heckett 
and Monty Gazzaza from Survival Research Laboratories doing their thing on the cheap. Mu-Meson 
Archives doors 7.30 for 8pm start $10 with supper 


Sunday 14th January 

Young Don Johnson Double 

[4] A Boy & his Dog 

In the 1975 post-apocalyptic film A Boy and His Dog, the title characters Vic ( Don Johnson) and 
Blood (Tiger the telepathic wise cracking dog) spend the first half of the movie roaming through an 
irradiated desert wasteland, seeking food, entertainment and sex. The year is 2024 and humans either 
live in underground fallout shelters or ramshackle towns composed of the discarded refuse of the past. 
There is no rule of law and only a minimum barter economy. 16mm 


[5]Zachariah (1971) 

The cast is headed by such music greats as Country Joe and the Fish, Elvin Jones, The James Gang 
and Cajun singer Doug Kershaw. The adventure begins when Zachariah (John Rubenstein), who just 
received a mail order gun, convinces his friend Matthew (Don Johnson) to ride off with him on the trail 
of the Crackers (Country Joe and the Fish), a roving band of bandits. He and Matthew then set out on a 
trail of gun-slinging adventures, including encounters with the infamous Job Cain (Elvin Jones) and his 
gang (The James Gang). Experience this unique Western and the surreal visions of two gunfighters on 
their journey through the West. 16mm 6pm Chauvel Cinema Crn Oxford St & Oatley Rd Paddington 
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Monday 15th January 

[6] Vulcan Son of Jupiter (1961) 

When Mars and Vulcan, rivals for the hand of Venus, have their powers taken away by an angry Jupiter 
over their squabbling, they go to Earth. Mars attempts to stage an uprising against Jupiter, while 
Vulcan attempts to save his people who are captured by lizard men and then made slaves by the minions 
of Mars. Sword and Sandal at its silliest. 16mm Due to unforseen curcumstances it will be held at 
Mu-Meson Archives 7.30pm Donation 


Tuesday 16th January 

Para(noid) Politics in the Pub 

7-7 The London Bombing 

Go deep into the London underground for the second installment by the same people that brought 
you 911. See excerpts from Alex Jones Terror Storm, David Shalyer’s Mind The Gap and two recent 
documentaries too hot to name. Was it a false flag event? Annandale Hotel 7.30pm $5 


Friday 19th January 

Luna Madness 

The conspiracies surrounding the moon landing. A rare selection of research and scenes from a vast 
collection of independent underground films questioning the validity of the Apollo Moon Landings. Jay 
Katz lectures live and presents Jim Colliers "Was it a Paper Moon”, Bart Sobrels ”Astronauts gone 
Wild” and ”A Funny Thing Happened on the way to the Moon” plus "What Happened on the Moon and 
”Did We Go” and much more. Intriguing, hilarious but ultimately compelling. 9pm Chauvel Cinema 
Crn Oxford St & Oatley Rd Paddington 


Sunday 21st January 

Miss Deaths Knitting Group 

Do you want to how learn to knit, crochet, or any other craft then this is the place for you. We meet 
once a month on a Sunday afternoon from 4pm. For the new ladies who are coming for the first time 
and don’t know anyone you are more than welcome to being a friend. It’s free as long as you bring a 
plate of something to eat I provide the tea and coffee. Boys are welcome as long as they do a craft or 
something useful. Mu-Meson Archives 4pm with a plate 


Monday 22nd January 

[7]Mondo Mod (1966) 

Harry Novak presents this laughable look at the ”Mod” phenomena of 1966, including Hell's Angels, 
surfers, strip clubs, pot parties, Greaser mods, bee-hived go-go girls, and the pre-hippie "Mod Generation” 
running wild in "Mondo Mod” a lunatic look at the Hollywood Youth Scene that’s so hilariously dated 
it’s almost breathtaking! Annandale Hotel 7.30pm Donation 
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Thursday 25th January 

ECCENTRIC NEW ORLEANS 

Benefit night. The Amazing Films Of Rick Delaup 

Prior to Hurricane Katrina New Orleans was home to one of the great eccentric communities in the US. 


Filmmaker and archivist Rick Delaup documented much of that community on his website 
(www.eccentricneworleans.com) and through a huge collection of film. photographs, costumes and 
other ephemera. When the Hurricane hit he lost not only the collection but his entire house as well. 
Money raised from this screening will go to help Rick rebuild his arvchives. What you will see are two 
of his most remarkable films, never before screened in this country. 


THE DRUM BUDDY SHOW: Without a doubt the most bizarre full length feature informercial 
ever made starring Mr Quintron, MC Trachiotomy and host of New Orlean's most eccentric characters. 


RUTHIE THE DUCK GIRL: Rick’s extraordinary feature documentary on the most famous New 
Orleans eccentric of them all - the amazing Ruthie The Duck Girl. 

"For almost 50 years, she has been a living, loopy, ambulatory French Quarter landmark: Miss Ruthie 
the Duck Girl, a sidewalk sideshow followed by waddling water fowl and wide-eyed tourists. For a while, 
she was Ruthie on wheels, roller-skating to the beat of a different drummer. And she's also been Ruthie 
the wild bride of the streets, trailing veils as she makes her rounds, cadging beers and smokes "for later,” 
smilingly sweet one moment, cursing a blue streak the next. Outlandish and capricious, she's the last of 
the great Quarter characters, an eccentric on a scale both lowly and grand” David Cuthbert, The Times 
Picayune Proceeds Mu-Meson Archives doors 7.30 for 8pm start $10 


Friday 26th January 

George Kuchar, an underground filmmaker and teacher is the subject of this documentary by his former 
students. They use interviews with Kuchar’s3 family and associates, clips from his films, and walks and 
talks with the man himself to paint a multicolored picture of a filmmaking individualist. Kuchar is most 
known for his parodies of Hollywood-style crime movies, but unlike other active underground filmmakers, 
he tends to parody sex, as well as ineffectual acting, and the whole world of set design. Actively against 
the goals of money and fame, yet devoted to his students and their accomplishments, his self-effacing, 
deadpan humor cannot help but brand him a particularly endearing exponent of individual thought and 
independent action. | Eleanor Mannikka, All Movie Guide Plus a selection of George and his brother 
Mike’s short films Mu-Meson Archives doors 7.30 for 8pm start $10 with supper 


Monday 29th January 

[8] Inseminoide (1981) 

An alien has been waiting a long time to breed. The explorers that land on its planet are unaware of 
its desires. Six men and six women land and check out the planet for "possible origins of the planet’s 
vanished civilization.” The creature is soon awakened and it ”viciously assaults one of the female crew 
members and the horror that follows is more terrifying than anyone’s worst nightmare, especially for 
the unlucky-mother-to-be. This is the ultimate sexual- psychological Sci-Fi shocker that was born in the 
wake of Alien. Annandale Hotel 7.30pm Donation 
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Now streaming on the net for the world to enjoy "The Naked City” - every Saturday between 
10am and midday on FBI (94.5) with Jay Katz, Miss Death and Coffin Ed and guests that have included 
JJ (from Good Times), Jack Sargeant, Neil Hamburger, Diamanda Galas, Jim Rose, and many more. 
An adrenalin charged look at the sad arsed city of Sydney! 

To get on the mailing list mesonQihug.com.au 


Mu-Meson Archives at Crn Parramatta Rd é Trafalgar St Annandale at the end of King Furni- 
ture building up the steel staircase. Phone 9517-2010 


Annandale Hotel at 17 Parramatta Rd Annandale. Ph 9550-1078 


Chauvel Cinema Crn Oxford St & Oatley Rd Paddington for playing times www.chauvelcinema.net.au 
Box Office Number 9361 5398 


THE MARQUEE - 128 Pyrmont Bridge Rd Camperdown 


. http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0072195/ 
ttp://www.imdb.com/title/tt0072886/ 
. http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0060717 
ttp://www.imdb.com/title/tt0072730/ 
. http: //www.imdb.com/title/tt0068011 
. http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0055609 
. http: //www.imdb.com/title/tt0174030 
ttp://www.imdb.com/title/tt0084090/ 
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(2006-12-27 08:54:30) Another place... . 

Just thought you might like to know I’ve started another blog too . . . Joe Alien (once again on LJ). It is where 
I intend to post more personal or emotive/weird content while maintaining a certain level of anonymity. you get 
the idea... 


(2006-12-27 08:55:23) Another place... . 

Just thought you might like to know I’ve started another blog too . . . Joe Alien (once again on LJ). It is where 
I intend to post more personal or emotive/weird content while maintaining a certain level of anonymity. you get 
the idea. . . 


5.12.7 Bah! (2006-12-29 09:42) 
Christmas is over. I am so glad. 


Back at work. Following the troubles last year I decided to work through the break. It’s not so bad, 
appart from server outages caused by other people going on holidays. 


I hope everyone else out there had a good Christmas, if you enjoy that sort of thing. Me, I see the 
year as a kind of landscape. Everyone has to march across it, and most everyone looks forward to 
climbing the mountains and having a party on the top. Me, I prefer the valleys. 


5.12.8 Michael Watch 29/12/2006 (2006-12-29 09:55) 


Fruitcake 
Michael held out a clear tupperware box full of a dark mass. ”Would you like some Chrstmas cake?” 
he asked. I don’t usually eat fruit cake, it tends to hang around far too long afterwards, so I declined 
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N 
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politely. His features froze in disapproval. ”Pll have to tell Mother about this.” he said. 


Phone Tricks 

We use handset phones, mainly because we can't use the digital office phones. We have to use POTS 
lines, or Plain Old Telephone System. This is so our central phone menu can tell whether we have picked 
up the phone or not, and count how many calls are answered live and how many go to voicemail. We 
could use battery powered headsets if we wanted to, like the ones you use at home, but it's too much 
bother. 


Michael has evolved a number of charming ways of showing his frustration with difficult calls. By far 
the best one is clubbing the side of his head with the handset. I can’t immagine what this sounds like to 
the caller. He usually hammers the region of skull just above his ear. In the office we hear it as a meaty 
thwap. 


He has also started dropping the handset, as though the customer has said something so amazingly 
stupid it temporarily paralyzed his mind and he lost his grip on the phone. The handset clatters all 
across the desk and he takes his time picking it up. Again, I can’t imagine what that sounds like. I might 
try ringing myself and trying a few experiments. 


Appart from these he often just pauses and melodramatically pulls the handset away from his ear, 
looking at it in wide eyed astonishment, to dramatize just how amazingly dumb and frustrating the caller 
is. It doesn’t inspire any sympathy in anyone, because we can all hear how he confuses the customers. 
He is lazy with his terminology, he doesn’t use consistent terms for various controls as he describes them, 
and often just trips over his words. Anyone would be confused trying to follow his instructions. 


prof_null (2006-12-30 03:03:12) 
Is this guy using some sort of intoxicants? If his employers know about that sort of treatment of customers Pm 
only surprised he hasn’t been outplaced already. Thanks 10e6 for the entertainment anyhow! 
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Chapter 6 


2007 


6.1 January 


6.1.1 NYE 2006 (2007-01-01 19:35) 


We had an excellent time at the Sounds of Seduction this NYE, one of the best. The [1]pictures are here, 
at least the ones from my camera. More will be added when I receive them. 


Everyone put a lot of work into their costumes, except me. The theme was Jungle, in anticipation 
of the same heat which turned last NYE Sounds into a sweatbox. Strangely enough it was quite clement, 
but we didn’t let that bother us. Cam looked ravishing in her zebra print halter top, skirt and ears, all 
which she made herself. Michelle looked pretty fearsome in her witchdocter costume, also home made. I 
just wore the same as last year, the white explorer drag I usually loll about the house in... 


377 


The thing I love so much about the Sounds is, it's just so funky and communal. I’ve never seen a 
club or night where such a high proportion of the attendees dance. Usually there's a little dance floor 
where some E’d up bimbos twist and turn while everyone else competes to see who can act the coolest, 
but the Sounds is a community effort. The crowd really throws themselves into the action. I think it’s 
the mix of the music, which is unpretentious old funk and 60s dance tunes and astro pop, and the decor. 


[6] 


Miss Death wore her thumbnails down to the bone carving a huge King Kong and a tiki head out 
of styrofoam. The costumes were wild. There were a lot of women in different animal-inspired dresses, 
a gorilla in velvet suit and fez, a Phantom, a great lepidopterist with a creepy big moth attached to his 
back, flapping it's wings. There were a few Hunter Thompson lookalikes for some reason, not sure of the 
connection there. A Colonel Kurtz, and not to mention Malcolms amazing George of the Jungle effort 
complete with leapoard skin hightop gym boots! Altogether a perfect end to a less than perfect year. 


[8] 


Special props to Miss Death for her brief DJ set after midnight, which she started by totally break- 
ing with the dominant theme and playing Bela Lugosi’s Dead, a version with a female vocal, | LJ User: 
hbdeath | do you know who it might have been? As a new-years smoochy track with the lights down low 
it worked perfectly! 


. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/sets/72157594451227892/ 


1 

4. http://www. flickr . con/photos /mattspong/340381183/ 
6 
7 


. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/340412510/ 
. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/340394026/ 


. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/340378980/ 


8 
9. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/340410534/ 


hbdeath (2007-01-01 10:04:30) 

Nouvelle Vague, I think. I only know two other covers of the song and neither has a female vocalist, so Nouvelle 
Vague would be it, especially since they fit the Sounds of Seduction vibe. Kind of a shame I wasn’t there; that 
would've marked only the third time I’ve ever heard ”Bela” at a club (you'd be surprised at how rarely it gets 
played at goth clubs)... 


(2007-01-09 08:57:03) From the Gorilla... 
. It was actually a burgundy smoking jacket, not a velvet suit, but thanks for the props. 


6.1.2 Fancy dress (2007-01-02 13:41) 


While we walked down Parramatta Road to the NYE Sounds - we being a cave man, an astro zebra, a 
witchdoctor, a babe and Doctor Livingstone - I recalled an anecdote from my youth and told it to the 
cave man. Because he laughed I might set it down here. 


I was in the St Andrews Cathedral choir. Mostly singing Alto, then Tenor. We used to do at least 
3 performances a week, once on Thursday and 2 on Sunday. Appart from this, we did some other things, 
like singing in Estedfords and some commercial appearances. Once we were in an Easter concert down 
at the Sydney Entertainment centre. 


Because this was so close to the cathedral our masters decided that we would get dressed in our usual 
dressing rooms in the Chapterhouse and walk down in our robes. So, we donned our long purple cassocks, 
our blousy white surplices, the trebles wore their frilly funnel-shaped collars and the academics amongst 
us their sashes. We set out in a big crowd, about 40 people, leaving the chapterhouse and heading down 
Kent street at night, through the business district. 


We knew the area pretty well, because we explored it thoroughly before and after school. There was 
a shortcut diagonally through one of the blocks, down a crooked lane that went from one corner to the 
other. Normally we wouldn’t go through there at night, but there were 40 of us! So we risked it. 


So picture a dark alleyway at night, with crusty brick walls covered in exposed plumbing, nothing but 
rusted old loading docks and garbage cans around. A shimmering white and purple robed cathedral choir, 
talking and laughing, mills around the corner, only to suddenly go silent when they realise their path is 
blocked! Blocked by another gang! A gang of hari krishnas! 


Yes, the haris were there, a big crowd of them blocking the lane, just finished changing into their own 
robes and tuning their tablas, ready to go up and start dancing down George street and handing out 
books. I remember, we didn’t speak. We cautiously approached each other, flattening against the walls 
of the alley, and passed in almost silence. They boggling at our flouncy dresses and frill collars like big 
coffee filters around our necks, we eyeing their bald heads and topknots, their orange robes, their drums 
and tambourines. 


Now THATS what you call REAL fancy dress. 


tboy (2007-01-02 06:29:52) 
Ha! Wonderful story :-D. 
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6.1.3 Nostalgic God (2007-01-03 16:31) 


E 


My home. 


N 


The house where I grew up. 


3|The old bush block at Maroota where we spent our weekends. 


A 


My favourite camp site in the Royal National Park. 
5|The former site of the Cyberspace warehouse, now town house development. 
6|The old abandoned bowling club in Callan Park where we like to get away and read. 


7|The building where I work. 


8]The building where I work, before it was finished! 


flashearth.com/?lat=-33.8699158%10n=151.137327%z=18.84r=08%src=gg8l 
flashearth.com/?lat=-33. 

flashearth.com/?lat= 

flashearth.com/?lat= 


flashearth.com/?lat= 
flashearth.com/?lat= 
flashearth.com/?lat= 
flashearth.com/?lat=-33.87779841o0n=151.2080958%z=18.9%r=04%src=msa 


6.1.4 Farewall Mal and Cam (2007-01-15 10:48) 


We had a lovely weekend but very sad because two really good friends are moving to Melbourne. 


Camille and Malcolm are fans of the Mu Meson movies, and we met them there and at the Sounds 
of Seduction. Malcolm is a programmer and actor, and Camille worked for the ABC in their internet 
production. We've had a lot of fun hanging out with them over the past couple of years. Of course we 
plan to visit them down there very soon. 


Here are some photos from the weekend. We went down to the Porch Sessions at the Annandale. There 
is a wild grape vine growing in the vacant lot next door and we made wreaths. I think it’s a good look. 
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1. http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/357249446/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/357257697/ 
3. |ttp://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/357261655/ 


6.1.5 Been awhile since I last posted (2007-01-25 08:29) 


e At work our users are upgrading their software. Much hilarity ensues. 
e We miss Mal and Cam very much. 
e We also miss Clare who has left us for a teaching post at [1]Wilcannia. 


e Tomorrow is Australia Day. We plan to get out into the country and drive up Bells Line road and 
visit our favourite haunts. There were bushfires there earlier so we will see what the damage is like. 


1. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Wilcannia 


6.1.6 At night into your house they creep... (2007-01-25 08:46) 
I don’t usually post links or comments, but this is incredible. 


A lady in the US [Ijscammed a bunch of people by convincing them that she was a CIA agent, and 
that she could program CIA spy satellites to scan their bodies for medical problems while they slept, and 
then CIA spies would tiptoe into their houses and shoot them up with the appropriate medicine to cure 
them of whatever they found. The 22 victims are described as "solid, middle-class, educated citizens”. 
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How is that possible? It just illustrates a fact which is going to become more and more important as we 
get closer to the [2]Singularity and the rate of change gets faster - most people can’t keep up. We already 
live in a world of wonder and magic, and even "educated citizens” end up believing in fairies because they 
don’t understand how anything works. But still, I would pay much more money to prevent those agents 
from tippytoeing around my house in the middle of the night! 


1. http://www.clarionledger.com/apps/pbcs.d11/article?AID=/20070122/NEWS/701220351/1001/NEWS 


2. [http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Technological_singularity 


6.1.7 Michael update: photo (2007-01-25 09:15) 


[1] 
(2)2007-01-15 -1027.52 _Michael 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong. 


At great personal risk I captured this photo of Michael enjoying a refreshing sleep at his desk. He snores 
quietly. 

I am still considering doing some photos of Michael while he is conscious and aware, but for the moment 
I prefer to avoid the chummy familiar bullshit which would inevitably arise. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/362352486/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/362352486/ 
3. : 


http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


rose_gialle (2007-01-24 23:10:15) 
Print it, frame it, and leave it on MM’s desk. ;-) 


carbonunit (2007-01-25 07:23:01) 
I’m afraid MM is history. Replacement is young mister DJ, if you know him. No, my revenge will be Neville... 


rose_gialle (2007-01-25 07:54:08) 
No possibility of an Employee Of The Month’ notice appearing on every-a noticeboard? That's a shame. How- 
ever, I very much look forward to the first issue of the Adventures Of Neville. Please accept my subscription... 


madslasher (2007-01-25 05:58:02) 
Awesome shot! 


6.1.8 Michael Watch 25/01/2007 (2007-01-25 16:30) 


Ventilator 

Every now and then Michael finds himself beset by a phlegmy throat in the middle of a call. Instead of 
a discrete clearing of the throat he usually hits the mute button, draws a gigantic shuddering wheeze of 
a breath, and then expels it in a huge cough. One thing to be thankful for, he does cover his mouth and 


382 


turn his face away. Often I hear enormous clots of mucus which sound like they entirely fill his mouth 
before he spits them out. 


”You a smoker, Michael?” I asked the last time he did this. 


”Noooo, it’s just the ventilator I’m on at night when I sleep, it irritates my throat.” 


Anger 

Michael is actually a very angry person. This was pointed out to me by someone who didn’t even know 
him, an actor. I was telling him about the phenomena which is Michael and he said that he would be 
driven by anger. 


Whenever Michael tries to joke around in a chummy fashion he always concocts outrageously over- 
the-top violent scenarios. For instance, after a particularly gruelling call: "Yes, I might just get out the 
old voodoo doll on that one, stick in a few of the blunt pins with barbs and poison on them!” Ha ha. Or, 
"That one’s a candidate for stringing up by the thumbs. You know why they say that? Because if you 
use the fingers they will eventually drop off, but you can hang someone by their thumbs for a lot longer!” 
Thanks Michael. 


The Thing About Neville 
I can cope with just about anythign and anyone, if I can identify some positive outcome. What’s the 
positive outcome of Michael? 


Well, he doesn’t threaten my job, but so what? It’s not a job to hang on to really, the customers 
and other problems are bad enough. 


Then I was getting drunk at Mal and Cams one day late last year when an idea occured to me. Mal and 
I discussed it and fleshed it out, and we knew it was workable. It’s a story, about the downfall of a man, 
very like Michael, named Neville. Specifically, it concerns what happens when he becomes involved in a 
bondage club... 


prof_null (2007-01-25 22:32:44) 

I look forward to reading this literary masterwork! I concur with your actor friend, he is probably in some sort of 
bad situation and pissed about it, but unable to express his anger or frustration - actually not all that unusual. 
Reminds me of Ricky Gervais for some reason... .. . 


6.1.9 (2007-01-29 09:46) 
[1]Eat food. Not too much. Mostly plants. 
Excellent article from the NYT about diet. 


Pve been concocting an idea for a diet recently called the Healthy Compost Heap diet. My theory 
is that, if you look after the health of your compost heap, you don't need to worry about your own 
health. 


The best material for a compost heap is a lot of outer leaves and stems of of lettuce, spinach stalks, 
pumpkin peel, chopped off tomato stalks, and citrus peel. Ignore those ignoramouses who say citrus 
stalks are bad for your compost - have you ever left an orange too long in the bowl? Decayed there, 
didn’t it? The same will happen in your heap, and don’t worry about the worms. 
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Make sure to vary what you add to the heap, too much of one thing is likely to start maggots. So, 
layers of potato peels and carrot tops should be covered with pepper stalks and watermelon rinds and 
leftover porridge and then some apple cores and moldy bread and so on. 


Occassional bones are good for the heap, but too many and you get flies. Fish bones are better than 
beef, they break down quickly. 


Constantly adding material to the heap is the best. A day without something fresh is a no-no. Of 
course you can't add plastic wrapping or foil paks, so any food which comes in such means your heap 
starves. 


I’m proud of my compost heap, I turn it every couple of days and the descendants of the blood worms I 
put in there 3 years ago are still around. It’s surprising how effective this diet plan is, you find yourself 
shopping for groceries and thinking ”Yep, honeydew melon, lots of good rind for the heap!” Not only 
that, but watching how things break down tells you a lot about how good they are. For instance, I put 
in some frozen white dinner rolls, the kind you bake in the oven to brown, and they lasted for a week 
without decay. That’s just wrong. 


l: http: //www.nytimes.com/2007/01/28/magazine/28nutritionism.t.html?ei=5090%en=a18a71f35515014c74ex= 


1327640400&partner=rssuserland&emc=rsskpagewanted=all 


6.1.10 Weekend (2007-01-29 13:27) 


Last Thursday the fire alarm went off at work. We hadn’t been informed it was a drill, so I took it 
seriously. They tell you nerver to take your bag when this happens, but I grabbed mine straight away. 
I’ve heard about theives triggering fire alarms to empty buildings so they can rob them. 


It was a drill, so I did something else they tell you to do but I wouldn’t normally, which is walk down 
the fire stairs. The figures show that in real emergencies taking the lifts is a better chance of survival 
than walking down the stairs. But the fire warden was standing in the lift well telling us it was a drill, 
so I walked down 17 stories of stairs. Going down stairs is easier than climbing them, but it does weird 
things to your legs. The next day the muscle on the front of my thighs felt like someone had caned it. 


Thursday night we went to a special screening at the Mu Mesons of some films from one Rick De- 
laup, who used to run a [1]museum of burlesque in New Orleans. He lost his whole collection during the 
hurricane, and is now trying to rebuild. It was a fundraising night, with a raffle and prizes. They showed a 
doco about Ruthie the Duck Girl, an eccentric who used to walk around NO in a wedding dress followed 
by a tame duck. She drank for free in all the bars, and was much loved for her spirit. It was pretty good. 


There was also an infomercial for the amazing [2|Drum Buddy, a home made electronic instrument. 
It consists of a box, with several synth oscillators, and a turntable surrounded by optical sensors. There 
is a light, dangling from an arm over the turntable. To operate, you select one of several ”cans”, which are 
coffee cans punched with rows of holes. The light hangs inside the can, the can rotates on the turntable, 
the sensors read the light when it shines through the holes, and the whole machine plays a totally spastic 
drum beat! It’s a work of genius, a mechanically programmed analog synth, and you can ”scratch” it by 
grabbing the can and controlling the rotation. They actually sold 40 of the things, for $999 each! The 
informercial was crazy, like a set piece inside a John Waters movie. The connection was, Ruthie the Duck 
Girl was in the audience. 


On Friday, Australia day, we headed out to Bells Line road again to see if our favourite country haunts 
had survived the fires. I'm pleased to say they had. We bought the first pick of apples from Tutti Fruity 
and a bunch more veges from the farm stalls. The stone fruit is really nice now, and the raspberries are 
just starting. The top of Claustral Canyon survived, but I could see the damage further out in the valleys. 
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I tracked a lyre bird in the mossy forest, next time Pll take the minidisk and get a decent recording. 
[3]Some photos are here. 


Also, I had my first driving lesson! Yes, at 38 I now have my L plates and it's time to get my Ps. 
It's wasn't hard at all. I drove for miles down the quiet country roads, did some parking and 3 point 
turns, and Michelle was so relaxed she almost fell asleep. I don’t quite feel confident enough to try driving 
around Sydney on a busy day, but it's a start. Next step would be to do some intersections in the city 
to practice interracting with other traffic. 


We love Bilpin and the surrounding areas. Especially at this time of year. It’s so much cooler than 
the city, and greener too. 


That evening we went to the Mesons again to see some more films, this time the works of [4]George 
Kuchar. He has been making films for more than 30 years, but he always uses the cheapest techniques 
he can. His stuff can be a bit tedious and self pitying, but that ends up being funny. One of the best 
scenes was a documentary where he stands on stage describing his pityful efforts and being totally honest 
about how he couldn’t work if he had a big budget, and how actors walking out and accidents during the 
filming added to the appeals of certain films. I really wanna see [5] Thundercrack. 


I spent most of the rest of the weekend learning a content management system called [6]Mambo. It 
seems pretty easy and straightforward, but I am installing it on a Mac so I can prototype websites lo- 
cally, and there are issues with running it from localhost. Michelle kindly gave me enough time to really 
get some work done on this, which is much appreciated. 


1. http://www.eccentricneworleans.com/ 

2 

3. 
A 

s. 

6. 


6.1.11 THE THING ABOUT NEVILLE - Part 1 (2007-01-30 13:47) 


The rusty broadsword crashed down on the brittle skull of the werepig. It’s edge was dull, but it was 
heavy and made a servicable cudgel. The pig dropped in it’s armour as it’s brain exploded out of it’s 
cranium. 


Neville the Warrior turned just in time to block the overhead swing of the werepig’s partner. 
His hands went numb with the vibration of the bare metal hilt. The creature grunted at him and formed 
hideous words through it’s mouthfull of cruel tusks. ”Thot yed eshcap duh dunnels of Pain? Ah will ead 
yer mead fro’ yer bonesh!” Neville staggered backwards and dropped the sword back amongst the bones 
where he had found it. The tunnel was shacking and a roaring sound was approaching rapidly. The pig 
creature winced and looked around nervously, it’s tiny eyes glittering under it’s ridiculously tiny domed 
helmet. The torches flickered and started to go out. 


Neville opened his eyes. 


He was packed into the back seat of the bottom deck of the morning train. The train was just 
entering the tunnels before Central - the lights flickered as it sped up. He staggered to his feet, nearly 
pitching forward over the seat in front, and his novel dropped from his lap to the floor. There was no 
room to pick it up. He flopped back into the seat and began fishing around on the floor. His hand closed 
on paper, he grabbed and sat upright. It was his book, but the creased cover ripped off and the thick 
block of paper dropped back to the floor. He convulsively dived after it, crushing the pulpy pages in 
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his hands as though it might grow legs and scuttle away. As he came up for air he turned and met the 
disgusted face of the passenger sitting beside him, and realised that the tight feeling down the side of his 
chin must be a trail of dried mucus. He also realised that his favourite ballpoint pen, the disposable blue 
Pilot he had been using for months and which was almost out of ink, had fallen from his shirt pocket to 
the floor. 


He debated trying to rescue it while the other passenger studied him. It was a familair face too, 
one he saw every day on the platform of Merrylands station when he caught his train. Nevilles habitual 
feeling of misery and embarrassment seemed to yawn into a bottomless pit. Fuck the pen, he thought. 
His face, always choleric with his blood pressure, turned plum red as he contemplated pushing past this 
stern young-buck businessman in his angular pale grey suit and perfectly worn leather breifcase. Who 
he would see again tomorrow, and the day after that, and forever more, always remembering another 
stupid mistake, another embarrassment heaped on his head. The natty suit glanced down and smirked 
at his ruined novel, Through the Mountains of Hollowness, with it's lurid cover, a demon battling a 
warrier on a craggy mountain peak. Fuck. 


The train rattled out from the tunnel in the underground platform of Central station. Like a 
crippled robot, controlled by a buggy but urgent program, Neville lurched to his feet again. He winced 
as his truss pulled on his abdomen. He attempted to shuffle out from his corner, and his heel came down 
hard on the instep of the businessman. Muttering an automatic "sorry” he contineud to slide sideways, 
highly conscious of his enormous bum passing in front of the faces of the businessman and the other 
passenger on the bench, a school girl. She giggled cruelly at him, or at least he thought she did. A wave 
of unbearable hatred washed over him and he turned to glance at her as he rotated his ungainly body in 
the narrow corridoor, hitting random other passengers with the backpack he held in front of his swollen 
belly. As she met his steaming, boiled little eyes, as red and crazed as the werepig he had killed in the 
dungeon only seconds before, she shrank back in her seat. Neville smirked and started trudging up the 
stairs to the foyer of the train. Little slut. 


He pushed his girth through the packed humanity and out onto the platofmr, joining the mass 
flow towards the escalators. These moments, isolated within a crowd, were actually one of the few 
highlights of his day. Neville could relax in crowds, where nobody could see him. His bodily smells were 
shared, and he could escape from his mistakes easily by just walking away. The anonymity of the crowd 
was his heaven. Moving with the crowd, he passed through the turnstiles, only breifly fumbling with his 
ticket. Then onwards, stumping up the flights of stairs, past the newspaper stand and beggers and out 
into the morning. 


It was a cool spring day, but Neville always sweated. His sweats came in many different kinds. 
Today it was the prickly uncomfortable sweat, that felt like needles piercing his skin all across his back 
and smelled like a dirty towel. He was wearing his habitual work clothes - short sleeved white checked 
shirt, worn out double pleated slacks, grey vinyl zip shoes, no tie. Across his shoulder he lugged a 
tattered nylon hamper bag bulging with stuff, and he cradled the remains of his novel in the crook of his 
arm. 


Neville trudged up Devonsire street, past the poster peeling walls, the diamond gridded security 
gates, the shuttered remains of the old Encore cinema. He paused and smiled wistfully at the Robot 
Monster poster peeling off the inside of the glass door, the ridiculous Monster, gorilla suit with deep 
diving helmet and arials. Was it really ten years, a whole decade, since he had last seen the legendary 
double-bill, Robot Monster and Plan 9 From Outer Space, at this celebrated theatre? He paused 
and remembered how good it was, sitting in the dark with his fellow geeks, plastic bag full of cheap 
confectionary from Woolworths at his side, blurting out awkward callbacks at the flickering screen. 


There was something odd about the poster though. It appeared that another poster was super- 
imposed across it, perhaps a 1940s serial, Radar men from the Moon or something. He could see a severe 
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figure of a woman, wearing a futuristic black vest with sleeves of straps down her arms and a tight 
fitting helmet cap over her skull. She seemed to be glaring down at him from a parrapet, as though the 
Queen of the Martians was passing judgement on him, a Human from Earth, who had dared to invade 
her planet. 


She raised her arms and pulled the curtains. 


Astonished, Neville staggered back, before turning and looking for the source of the reflection. 
There it was, one of the warehouses across the street. The windows were mostly closed, but one was 
open, and the shiny black curtains still swayed there, or perhaps it was the wind. Strange, he thought. 
What an odd costume. He inspected the entrance to the warehouse, a double-door still locked behind 
diamond struts of security grill, surrounded by various plaques and signs of businesses within. Mostly 
garment importers and clothing labels, which was normal for the district. 


People were pushing past him now, so he turned to follow them, rocking from side to side as he 
dragged himself up the hill. He paused to pull out a limp hanky to wipe the sweat from his eyes, taking 
exagerated care to stand back from the sidewalk so as not to block the path of the other pedestrians. 


Two blocks further and he approached the large glass doors of a dingy 60s brick office building. 
It is THE CHIMES tabloid newspaper offices. Tatty display of days headline posters in wire frames on 
the street outside: PEDO MENACE IN OUR DAY CENTRES and HONEST BATTLERS DOOMED 
BY RATE RISE. 


Inside the foyer he stumped through the dusty marble lift lobby, still stained from the years 
when cigarette smoking indoors was possible. The concierge, a glossy black haired young woman 
standing behind a curved wall of the same marble as the walls, ignored him. Neville kept his eyes mostly 
fixed on the floor when he was inside the office, to avoid confronting glances, so he never noticed. 


He approached the lift bank with trepidation. His stomach knotted, and growled, which made 
him wince. He nervously stroked his lower abdomen, where his truss irritated him, a guesture which 
disgusted anyone who saw it because it looked exactly like he was fondling his genitals. There were 
several other staff standing around in exagerated bored postures, looking at watches and staring at the 
dials above the lift doors. The antique needles turned as the lifts rose and fell. Nevilles stomach growled 
again, and he winced as he imagined farting in the lift. 


Finally a lift arrived, and the people surged forward. He missed the first two lifts but managed 
to squeeze into the third. The people behind him shrank back in horror at the thought of touching him, 
and the rank odour of his body filled the lift. They squeezed gingerly past him to exit at their floors as 
though he was a poisonous nettle they mustn’t touch. 


If there was a bright blessing of Nevilles life, it was the fact that he worked alone in his own of- 
fice an the top floor of the building, where the server room was, close to the aircon and as far as possible 
from the management offices on the second floor, with their own liftss to the carpark underground. 
He didn’t have an office as such, it was a storeroom that once held memo pads and green celuloid eye 
shades and other extinct accoutremaunts of the newspaper trade. The IT staff had cleaned out these 
things (selling them on Ebay for a nice profit) and given him the office, mainly to hide him from their 
sight, and contain his smell. He had a desk, liberally covered in dust-powdered Beanie Babies and 
other monitor toys. There was a plastic dragon that walked, and a number of painted lead figurines of 
warriors and wizards. He kept a spare dice bag, made from chain mail, in case he forgot his main bag 
at home. Also a spare set of D &D manuals, comprising only the classic TSR Dungeon Masters guide, 
Players Handbook, and Monster Manual. Normally he wouldn’t need them, bringing his customised and 
annotated books from home on days when he gamed with "the club”, but he occassionally forgot. He 
used to have a few posters and cards pinned to the partition walls, mostly blowups of his favourite comic 
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characters from the Gold Digger series. But, sadly, he noticed people sniggering at them, especially the 
were-cheeta Brittany, and he heard the word ”furry fucker” muttered a few times, so he took them down. 


Neville dropped his bag and book on the desk, and raced for the toilet. His luck was in - they 
were deserted. He squeezed into a stall. 


Ten minutes later he emerged and returned to his desk. As he lowered himself into the chair he 
noticed his empty water bottle, and sighed lugubriously. Since his troubles with the kidney stones had 
started, the stupid doctors had been nagging him to drink more water. He insisted that the problem 
was medical, he had read online many articles about stones, how they were not necessarily caused by 
calcium buildup but often resulted from chemicals called ghibbelins, from onions and vegetables, binding 
protein and calcium. But still they persisted, pointing out that one couldn't grow a crystal in a dilute 
solution. This always annoyed him, he hated when someone used scientific logic to prove him wrong. 
Usually science was on his side against the numbskulls of the world. Still, he hauled himself upright, 
wincing as his parched joints and muscles complained, and headed for the kitchen. 


Gregory the sysadmin was already there, making tea. Neville loathed him. A surfer, a British 
tourist on an extended working holiday, Gregory appaled his sense of justice by combining unquestion- 
able geek credentials with blonde good looks and extreme fitness. For his part Gregory ignored Neville 
as much as he could. Neville appaled him because he seemed to believe that having poor hygiene and 
no social skills made him a geek, when he had only the most basic technical skills at all. 


”Hello, how are we?” Gregory muttered now as he turned and drifted toward the door. 
”Hmmm, not too bad I suppose.” 

"Good good. Don't forget, the servers are being rebooted at midday.” 

”Oh. Okay.” 


”Yes.” Gregory turned and studied him. ”So. That means, if anyone calls about a problem dur- 
ing or after that time, it could just be the server.” 


"Yes.” 


”Right.” Gregory knew that Neville didn’t really understand, but he also knew he couldn't do 
any more to explain. He had already sent around the usual bulletin, but there didn't seem to be enough 
room in Nevilles exception buffers for more than one thing at a time. He had already caught Neville 
telling customers that their problems were being caused by a change which had been finished weeks 
before, but ultimately it wasn't his problem. His surfers buddhism kicked in and he shrugged - either 
Neville misinformed one too many customers and got discovered and fired, or he didn't and kept his job. 


His duty done, the water bottle filled, Neville returned to his desk and reluctantly logged into 
his computer and phone. His official title was Technical Support Technician for Tab-Vend, a system for 
running automated newspaper vending machines. Tab-vend was a franchise, set up by a consortium 
of publishers, the machines were leased by the franchisees and set up in various public places. They 
were absurdly simple to opperate, far easier than the regular vending machine which took a variety 
of products, but many of the customers were pensioners or devotees of get-rich-quick schemes which 
promoted "multiple income streams”, and none of them were bright. It was a regular if tedious job. 


The phone rang. He picked up the handset. ”Welcome to the Tab-vend support helpdesk emer- 


gency line. My name is Neville. How may I help you?” he recited in a lagubrious voice calculated to 
discourage callers from bothering him too much. He was quite proud of his spiel, he had composed it 
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himself. It never worked though, it almost seemed to extend each call, as the nervous callers were so 
worried about burdening him with their woes that they had trouble following his instructions and made 
their problems worse. 


It was an old lady in country Victoria. Her Tab-vend machine was in a station. She had no mo- 
bile phone and had crossed the tracks to call him on the pay phone on the next platform. She just had 
time to tell him this before the line was drowned out by the sound of an antique steam train full of 
school children on excursion pulling into the station. Neville winced. It was going to be a long day. 


prof_null (2007-01-30 09:48:16) 
Great. I can’t wait for episode 2. I like the idea of the snowball story where little things inexorably accumulate 
to... . oh hell, you know what, just keep doing it! 


carbonunit (2007-01-30 22:49:05) 
You bet, I’ve got the whole storyline worked out. I won’t ruin it, enough to say that it’s a tragedy, it ends in 
blood, and that lady in the window is a pivotal character (as though you couldn’t tell). 


rose_gialle (2007-01-30 11:18:40) 

Oh, he’s wonderfully horrible. So revolting I can’t look away. Well done. It occurs to me this would also make a 
truly formidable animation. You've managed to express your disgust of "Neville? so very well. I hope I never, ever 
meet his real-life inspiration. 


carbonunit (2007-01-30 22:47:49) 

Thank you. Yes, he is totally revolting. I’ve actually started to think of him like a resource, like the national 
park of ewww. I don’t want to tell him to stop picking his nose for hours at a time, for instance, because I don’t 
want to ruin the wild, untamed majesty of his grottyness. Wouldn’t you at least like to see him briefly, just to 
experience the thrill? 


6.2 February 


6.2.1 Mu Meson Archive timetable for February 2007 (2007-02-01 13:30) 


Friday 2nd February 

[1]Death Walks on High Heels (1971) 

Parisian nightclub singer and exotic dancer Nicole Rochard is stalked by a demented masked man who 
may be the killer of her diamond thief father. With the help of a friend Dr. Robert Matthews she hopes 
to elude her pursuer by traveling to the English countryside. But Nicole’s merciless pursuer does not 
give up so easily and soon more murders occur. With a short doco on the Giallo (psycho sexual Euro 
slasher action) genre. Mu-Meson Archives doors 7.30 for 8pm start $10 with supper. 


Monday 5th February 

Battle beyond the Sun (1960) 

During the sixties, Roger Corman purchased two Russian science fiction films, [2]Niebo Zowiet (1959) 
and [3]Planeta Burg (1962), and handed them to some of his talented protégés with instructions to 
re-cut them for American consumption. In the case of Niebo Zowiet, the project was given to Francis 
Ford Coppola, who accepted an associate producer’s credit, but hid the rest of his involvement behind 
the pseudonym ”Thomas Colchart”. He did write the script for the battle between a penis and vagina 
(with teeth) monsters that takes place on a lonely asteroid. This alone is worth the viewing. 16mm 
Annandale Hotel 7.30pm Donation 
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Friday 9th February 

Iraq for Sale: The War Profiteers 

The story of what happens to everyday Americans when corporations go to war. 

Acclaimed director Robert Greenwald (Wal-Mart: The High Cost of Low Price, Outfoxed, and Uncov- 
ered) takes you inside the lives of soldiers, truck drivers, widows and children who have been changed 
forever as a result of profiteering in the reconstruction of Iraq. Iraq for Sale uncovers the connections 
between private corporations making a killing in Iraq and the decision makers who allow them to do so. 
Mu-Meson Archives doors 7.30 for 8pm start $10 with supper. 


Monday 12th February 

[4] Vulcan Son of Jupiter (1961) 

When Mars and Vulcan, rivals for the hand of Venus, have their powers taken away by an angry Jupiter 
over their squabbling, they go to Earth. Mars attempts to stage an uprising against Jupiter, while 
Vulcan attempts to save his people who are captured by lizard men and then made slaves by 

the minions of Mars. Sword and Sandal at its silliest. 16mm Annandale Hotel 7.30pm Donation 


Tuesday 13th February 

Para(noid) Politics in the Pub 

The Covert War against Rock 

Since the 1960’s, so musicians have been outspoken and powerful proponents for social change, making 
them a threat to those eager to maintain the status quo. Their deaths due to drugs may seem obvious 
at the time but after investigation they pose the easiest cover story. 


Tonight Jay Katz will look at the deaths of Jimmy Hendrix, Bob Marley, John Lennon, Tupac 
Shakur and Michael Hutchins. If you are angry, have something to say and are about to start a band 
check this out before you’re pushing up daisies. The lecture that shocked Woodford. Annandale Hotel 
7.30pm $5 


Friday 16th February 

Flying Saucers Are Real 

After three decades of research, dozens of field investigations, personal interviews and the accumulations 
of hundreds of films The Mu-Meson Archives will present their best evidence to date. With the 
proliferation of the digital camera both moving and stills literally thousands of UFO images have fallen 
into the public domain. We will show some of the most intriguing from around the world. Also evidence 
from trained observers i.e. Pilots and radar operators both commercial and military. Plus a section 
on the continuing cover up which will include an update on the recent O’Hare Airport incident. 9pm 
Chauvel Cinema Crn Oxford St & Oatley Rd Paddington 


Saturday 17th February 

Sounds of Seduction 

The Sounds of Seduction will say its goodbye’s to the Marquee, Sam and Nick. After holding two special 
and successful night’s Sound’s 10th Anniversary Tiki Party and Sounds NYE Jungle night, we will be 
sad to see them go but life is about change and moving on so join Jay Katz, Miss Death and Sounds 
Go-Go girls in seeing them out in style. The Marquee 128 Pyrmont Bridge Rd Camperdown 9pm $10 


Sunday 18th February @ 6pm 
Tonight’s double features are two counter culture films dealing with the generation gap, dysfunctional 
families and changing values. 


[5]People Next Door 1970 

Is an expose of the typical modern American family. The dark underbelly behind the hypocritical facade 
is revealed. Mom and dad find their virginal teen daughter tripping on LSD and STP in her closet. Her 
brother wants to be a musician and blame him for his sister’s predicament. The neighbor’s wife is a total 
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boozer and their Ivy league-bound son is the local pill pusher. "Who are The People Next Door? They 
are you, they are me. 


[6] Joe 1970 

Director John G. Avildsen's violent and gritty portrayal of the clash between the counterculture and 
establishment of 1970s New York became an instant cult classic. Dennis Patrick stars as Bill Compton, 
a New York advertising executive whose hippie daughter, Melissa (Susan Sarandon in her film debut), 
is found overdosing in an East Village drugstore. When Melissa's drug dealing junkie boyfriend and her 
father face off about her situation it ends in murder. This act of violence wins him the admiration of 
Joe (Peter Boyle), a flag-waving bigoted blue-collar worker, as the two strike up an unlikely friendship 
in a local bar. Joe's knowledge of Bill's heinous crime becomes a subtle form of emotional blackmail as 
the two men spend time together in a bizarre class struggle between their two disparate worlds. 6pm 
Chauvel Cinema Crn Oxford St & Oatley Rd Paddington 


Monday 19th February 

[7]Bone (1972) 

Future B movie maverick Larry Cohen (It's Alive, Q: The Winged Serpent) made his directorial debut 
with this sly, often savage, social satire set in Beverly Hills. Yaphet Kotto swaggers into the backyard 
of an affluent, upper-middle-class Beverly Hills couple (Andrew Duggan and Joyce Van Patten) with a 
dangerous grin on his face and demands: ”I want money and I want it now.” Nothing from this point 
on goes as planned. The home invasion tears the veneer of civility that has been holding the couple's 
loveless marriage together, exposing their lies and schemes, while Bone (as Kotto's character is called) 
is revealed as a conflicted serial rapist just looking for a little tenderness. Directed with raw energy and 
aggressive flamboyance, this cynical portrait of American hypocrisy and corruption is more punchy than 
perceptive, a little glib in its conclusions, but thoroughly unpredictable in its execution. Added bonus 
Maters of Horror episode Pick Me Up directed by Larry Cohen in 2006 will be screened at 7.30 so be 
early. Annandale Hotel 7.30pm Donation 


Friday 23rd February 

Terence McKenna 

The late great Terence McKenna was one of the leading authorities on psycho active drugs and the 
transpersonal experience. Tonight we piece together excerpts from lectures on the esoteric nature of 
UFO’s, the human condition and the end of the world in 2012. To hear McKenna speak is to know that 
there is more to life than we could ever imagine. Expand your mind. Included One Step Beyond episode 
The Sacred Mushroom. Mu-Meson Archives doors 7.30 for 8pm start $10 with supper 


Sunday 25th February 

Miss Deaths Knitting Group 

Do you want to how learn to knit, crochet, or any other craft then this is the place for you. We meet 
once a month on a Sunday afternoon from 4pm. For the new ladies who are coming for the first time 
and don’t know anyone you are more than welcome to being a friend. It’s free as long as you bring a 
plate of something to eat I provide the tea and coffee. Boys are welcome as long as they do a craft or 
something useful. Mu-Meson Archives 4pm with a plate 


Monday 26th February 

[8]The Mask (1961) in 3D aka Eyes of Hell 

The story concerns a young scientist, Dr. Allen Barnes (Stevens), who obtains a mysterious ancient 
tribal mask. Whenever he puts on the mask, Barnes experiences weird dream-like visions which become 
increasingly disturbing and violent. The visions begin to alter Barnes’ personality and he craves them 
like a drug. Whenever Dr. Barnes is about to put on the mask, a voice urges the viewer to ”Put the 
mask on, NOW!” This was the cue for theatergoers to put on the red/green 3-D glasses which will be 
provided. Annandale Hotel 7.30pm Donation 
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Attention: The Sounds of Seduction has found a new home and will be held @ Herman’s on City 
Rd at the Sydney University once a month the last Saturday of the month starting with March 31st. 


Now streaming on the net for the world to enjoy "The Naked City’ - every Saturday between 
10am and midday on FBI (94.5) with Jay Katz, Miss Death and Coffin Ed and guests that have included 
JJ (from Good Times), Jack Sargeant, Neil Hamburger, Diamanda Galas, Jim Rose, and many more. 
An adrenalin charged look at the sad arsed city of Sydney! 

To get on the mailing list meson@ihug.com.au 


Mu-Meson Archives at Crn Parramatta Rd & Trafalgar St Annandale at the end of King Furni- 
ture building up the steel staircase. Phone 9517-2010 


Annandale Hotel at 17 Parramatta Rd Annandale. Ph 9550-1078 


Chauvel Cinema Crn Oxford St & Oatley Rd Paddington for playing times www.chauvelcinema.net.au 
Box Office Number 9361 5398 


THE MARQUEE - 128 Pyrmont Bridge Rd Camperdown 


. http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0067446 
. http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0053103 
. http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0056352 
. http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0055609 
. http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0066209 
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6.2.2 The Thing About Neville - chunk 2 (2007-02-01 15:24) 


Late afternoon. Neville crouched at his desk, staring at his phone. Once he had been given quite lenient 
instructions for his job, that he could log off and leave ”around 4.30”. After awhile his managers had 
noticed that his daily report email came as early as 4.10, and had asked him about it. When he defended 
himself by saying that 4.10 was ”around” 4.30, they realised he was a rule-based individual; and gave 
strict instructions that he had to work until 4.30. 


Each day Neville prepared his report at about 4.15, and composed the email. The risk was that 
the phone would ring and he would have to take a call and then compose a new report. To avoid this he 
went for a leak, a fact the other staff were grateful for. His regular habits meant they could avoid the 
acrid fumes of his poinsonously strong urine that filled the toilet. He then returned and waited, finger 
on mouse, staring at the phone, praying for it to not ring. Sometimes calls had been received in that 
time and were waiting in the voicemail, but he never checked. He knew that, if he left them overnight, 
they often solved the problems themselves. The system clock on his computer finally clicked over from 
4.29 and he convulsively clicked the Send button. 


Quickly he gathered up his bag, barely closed with the bulk of his damaged novel inside, and 
charged for the lifts. The programmers and sysadmins at their desks looked up breifly as he trotted 
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past, leaning forward, his tattered dignity forgotten in his desire to leave. They were patiently working 
through the days problems, each in their own world, headphones on or talking quietly over their charts 
and printouts. Their world was fundamentally different to his. His job was a dazed nightmare of 
ignorance and stupidity, as he randomly walked from procedure to procedure, following scripts written 
years before, never understanding what he was doing, working like a man with a busted radio who shakes 
it to make it play. When something worked he rarely knew why, or how. The programmers understood 
everything, they were humble in their knowledge too, patient and slow. There was a vast gulf between 
them, but Neville was used to that. 


Outside the building he gasped with relief as he slowed and ambled down Devonshire street to- 
wards the station. The mysterious woman he had seen in the morning rose in his memory. He was on 
the other side of the street now, and he paused at her building. 


The plaques fixed to the wall were mostly for clothing wholesalers and importers, but there was 
one other which drew his attention. In gothic script on a copper plate it read simply ”The Tartarus 
Club”. Neville knew exactly what this meant. Tarterus was the Hell of Neutral Evil beings in the 
Dungeons and Dragons role-playing game, the seven-level realm also known as Carceri. Each plane of 
Tarterus was darker and more hellish than the last. He remembered how the central plane was a void, 
with a floating planet of black ice, the only noise there was the occassional fracture of the ice and the 
moans of those trapped inside. Despite the different spelling he felt sure it was the same. 


Neville limped to the station, pondering what this could mean. It was unusual for a D &D club 
to be so professional as to have an engraved plaque, let alone permanent digs. His own club had been 
meeting in a garage belonging to one of their members’ grandfather the previous year, before they were 
banned for clogging up the toilet. That had actually been Nevilles fault. He had been on a diet, again, 
and he had tried to eat a surreptitious half a cheeseburger in there. His friends suspected what was 
going on and started pounding on the door. Neville had just had a bite when they started. He dropped 
the whole burger into the bowl and flushed. The rest was history. Now they haunted the basement of a 
scout hall, much to the consternation of the parents of the scouts, who disliked the bristly-moustached 
sweaty-eyed men when they lurked around outside, waiting for their elderly mothers to give them lifts 
home. 


As a matter of fact, it was games night again! Neville almost swaggered as he waddled down the 
hill to the station. Games night! He was in the middle of a stint as dungeon master, and his party was 
in a particular bad place. Tonight was make or break time. He smiled grimly as he contemplated the 
many ways he could destroy this expedition. 


Neville sat at the large rough wooden table in the middle of the darkened basement. He had his 
privacy board propped up and he was rolling them like a pro. There were muffled thumps from above 
as the cub troop charged back and forth across the wooden floor, playing Rover Cross Over. The guys 
hated using the basement on cub nights, but after they had left the door unlocked the place had been 
vandalised and now the scout masters insisted they lock up after them. 


The party of five was currently exploring the badlands in a forbidden desert. The tangle of gul- 
lies and gulches on his hex paper map made a maze very like a typical dungeon, but populated with 
monsters only found in the great outdoors. It was an ideal situation; the players were disorrientated, 
and most of the monsters could fly over over the little mesas and buttes that sepperated the chanels 
they were stuck in. Neville had spent weeks luring them on to this place. 
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"Which way?” he asked Daniel, the party leader, raising what he hoped was a handsomely inquis- 
itive eyebrow over his cardboard sheild. It looked like Bells palsy. 


”Ummm.” Daniel hedged for time and frantically pored over his scrawled mud map. They had 
been deep inside the maze before they realised they couldn’t climb the walls and get out, and needed to 
start mapping in earnest. In truth, they were lost. A blue dragon in the open desert had attacked them, 
and according to Neville it’s electric breath had demagnetised their lodestone. The sky was whited out 
by dust and there were no shadows. The wind was still. Daniel, old campainer that he was, considered 
his options. His neatly clipped ginger moustache was damp with sweat and tasted salty when he sucked 
it, which he did often. 


”Just pick a direction and take it, it’s all the same.” announced Gerard. He leaned back in his 
chair, bored and bitter. He could see how they were trapped. It was all a big pile of shit. "Just say a 
direction and lets get it over with.” 

"South, then.” Daniel looked up hopefully to meet Neville’s narrow stare. 

”Noooo. You have no way of telling direction. You have to say, left, right, forward or back.” 

”But, which way are we facing?” He stared down at his mud map. 

”You have no way of knowing!” 


"Well... forward then.” 


”The brown dragon sitting on top of the mesa in front of you attacks, acid sprays from it’s mouth. You 
all need to roll.” Neville announced triumphantly. 


”That isn’t fair!” exclaimed Nambo. “I cast Detect Evil last turn and didn’t find a thing. We 
keep telling you we observing the surroundings. Even if that thing was flying in from the other direction 
the spell would have told us.” 


”So sorry, my oriental friend, but the monster was here all the time. The fact is, your spell 
didn't work, and neither will any other. The Mana in this region is depleted.” 


"Perhaps you could explain this in more detail.” drawled Gerrard. The oldest of the troop, and 
most patient if most embittered, his face was set in a contemptuous scowl like a clenched fist with 
sprouts of wiskers poking out through the knuckles. 

"Certainly.” Neville practically wriggled with glee. These were the moments he lived for. ”This 


desert was once a fertile land, before a magical war. During the war one side attacked the other with a 
Warlocks Wheel. Ever hear of that?” 


"Sure. From Niven. It destroys all the Mana.” replied Plastic Man, a seasoned SF buff. 

"Yes, well. That's right.” 

”If that's the case, wouldn't the mana depletion be strongest up on top of the mesas, where that 
dragon is sitting? We're in the eroded gullys, far underground from where the old surface level was. 
That dragon, with it's magical metabolism, should be pretty sick by now to be squirting acid all over 


the place.” 


Neville’s eyes widened in panic. 
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"No, no, that isn't it at all.” He stared them down. Daniel looked down at his map, embaressed 
for him. Gerrard was angry, he knew the situation hadn’t been thought out enough, that Neville was 
*waving his hands’. Nambo looked bored now. He wished he was home, rearranging his figurines. The 
main reason he attended these games was because his mother worried he was an otaku and would lose 
his job and totally withdraw into himself. 


Plastic Man leaned back in his chair and grinned. It was all the same to him, but that was al- 
ways the case. Sometimes it wasn’t worth playing with him, and nobody would let him lead a party - 
he would march them into the nearest swamp just to see what the DM would do. 


Junior looked bored, but he always looked bored. They all knew he was retarded, and didn’t 
have much innitiative. He had nowhere to go and he mainly came for the pizza. Which reminded him, 
it was nearly time to break for tea. 


”I guess.” said Daniel. ”I guess, if this battle was a long time ago... perhaps we are in the de- 
pleted region. Perhaps the eroded layers were deposited here since then. They were built up, and then 
eroded away again. That way, the dragon is safe up there, but our spells don’t work down here... I 
guess.” The other players groaned and shoved him, and Neville tried to suppress his smile. 


”An extra slice of pizza for the wonder boy!” he announced, and reached for his phone. Junior 
looked interested for the first time that day. Neville sent him up brave the hordes of cubs and the 
withering glare of Akela and wait outside for the delivery, then dialed and ordered their standard fare, 5 
Supremes with double cheese. 

”I hate that sound” muttered Gerrard, guestering to the ceiling. 

Same.” said Plastic Man. His nylon tracksuit rustled stiffly as he stood and walked back and 
forth in the filthy chamber, stretching his back. ”Pity about that dickhead leaving the door unlocked.” 
He glanced at Neville, which was unfair. Neville had locked up that night, but it was Junior who had 
filled the bolt hole with a wad of paper during his pizza run that day. He came back later that night 
with some skater friends he was trying to impress, and they had tagged the place up. 

"Oh, that reminds me, I know where there's a club of gamers I never heard of before.” Neville 
described his discovery of The Tartarus Club, the strange woman, the plaque. ”It would be an awesome 
clubhouse. Quiet, secluded, probably clean.” At this last he heard Gerrard and Plastic Man snigger. 
"What's so funny?” he demanded. 

”Oh, nothing.” sniggered Gerrard. "It’s just... why do you say it would be clean?” 


"Because of the girl. She would keep it clean.” Neville gaped innocently as both Plastic Man and 
Gerrard doubled over laughing. 


Plas staggered over and reached out to slap him on the back, but changed his mind at the last 
moment. 


”You’re a card Nev! Of course it would be clean. Clean as a whistle!” 
”Do you know them?” quavered Neville, wondering what he was missing now. 
"No. But it sounds interesting. You should front up there and find out what games they play.” 


”Yeah.” Gerard agreed. "We could do with a change of scene.” 
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”Okay, I will” said Neville, just as Junior staggered down the stairs with a stack of boxes under 
his chin, a garlic bread under each arm. ”Nev, your old lady’s up there. She says it’s an emergency.” 


”Oh shit.” Neville staggered to his feet, gasping as his truss pulled at his flesh, and began rapidly 
gathering up his books and maps and other gear. ”Of course she comes just when the food arives. I bet 
she was waiting up there.” 


”Yep, can I have your one?” Junior asked. 


”No. Not unless you pay for it.” Neville dashed for the stairs, escaping before they could argue 
and force him to pay for food he would never eat. They shouted but he ignored them. he knew what 
was fair. Sucked in, he thought, now they would have to go home, or wait for their own Mothers to pick 
them up. He congratulated himself for once again turning a loss into a win, and grinned like a toad. 


The cubs eyed him warily as he emerged from the stairs and shuffled across the bare wood floor 
towards the outside door, his arms full of maps and books. They had been warned not to talk to the 
strange men downstairs so many times that each and every one of them thought they were murderers. 
The parents were finding it harder and harder to persuade their precious tots to attend the meetings, 
they screamed and cried. Akela rented them the basement to make some extra money, but that was 
proving shortsighted. 


Outside the hall, he charged obediently towards the battered cream Holden Commodore idling at 
the kerb. 


6.2.3 2007-02-02_0742.44 Jesus_Loves_Osama.JPG (2007-02-05 06:13) 


[1] 
[2]2007-02-02 -0742.44 -Jesus -Loves -Osama.JPG 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong. 


Not everyone has forgotten the fundamental ideas behind Xtianity. Found near the corner of George and 
Goulburn streets, Sydney. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/379548388/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/379548388/ 
3. http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


peculia (2007-02-04 22:10:59) 
... Wow. That's awesome! 
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6.2.4 Old home video - Dad at Beecroft (2007-02-06 12:34) 


[1]01d home video - Dad at Beecroft 


[2] "Old home video - Dad at Beecroft" on Google Video 

[3] [miniLogo2.gif] 

Here’s an old home video I digitised recently. My brother Martin and 
I visited Dad and shot some video of his house and garden. 


1. http: //video.google.com/videoplay?docid=-1603746725142448792 
2. [http://video.google.com/videoplay?docid=-1603746725142448792 
3. 


http://video.google.com/ 


6.2.5 Melbourne (2007-02-12 12:41) 


Michelle and I went down to Melbourne last Thursday! We were visiting our friends Mal and Cam who 
have recently moved there. It was awesome! I really like Melbourne, the climate is excellent, the place 
has much more civilized atmosphere than Sydney. 


I will post in more details soon, for the moment [1]the pictures are here. 


1. http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/sets/72157594530745274/ 


(2007-08-27 11:58:15) Thank You for site 
Thank you for your site. 1 have found here much useful information. Good site ! ;) 


(2007-09-09 19:50:31) Where are find medical funny pictory? 
Hi all! Where are find medical funny pictory? G’night 


(2008-03-17 11:02:09) Hello all I’m new here ! 
Just wanted to say Hello to everyone. Much to read and learn here, I’m sure I will enjoy ! 


(2008-04-17 00:59:45) @>1;5<0 A> H@8DB0<8 2 Windows 

8:0: =5 <>3C 8A?Q0028BL >B>1Q065=85 H@8DB>2 2 Windows XP, 2<5AB> =8E >B>1Q06NBAO 
=5?>=OB=K5 A8<2>;¡K. @>1>20; A45;0BL :0: =0?8A0=> 745AL: http://reviews.org.ru/asd/2.php - =5 
?><>305B. ><>38B5 @5H8BL MBC ?@>1;5 


6.2.6 (2007-02-25 21:52) 


I know I’ve been a bit quiet of late, but I apologise, and to show how much I mean it I offer you this: 
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6.2.7 (2007-02-26 14:55) 


My vision for this job is simple - shove it. But, I need the money. Thus, I decided late last year on a 
compromise. I would request to reduce my hours to 3 days a week. I would work Monday, Wednesday 
and Friday and take Tuesday and Thursday off. I would have liked a long weekend, but those are the 
busiest days. 


Importantly, I also wanted changes made to the clauses of my contract. Currently my employment 
contract was copied wholesale from a boilerplate used by a magazine publisher. So, it has clauses about 
owning all my creative products. Since I intend to use my new spare time being creative, this cannot 
stand. 


Anyway, Illl be meeting the board of directors at their next meeting and confirming that I do actu- 
ally want to do these things, and hopefully Pl be starting the new program by April. If not, I walk. 


I’ve already started one of the things I will be working on in my new free time - http: / /www.mumeson.org. 
Right now I’m training Miss Death in the administration software, so soon she’ll be updating it herself. 
Once she's in control 1'11 be helping her and Jay digitize and catalog the stuff they want to display, such 
as, old photos of the Sounds, videos of the Mu Meson band, and a bunch of UFO stuff they hold the 
rights to or which is out of copyright. 


Ultimately they want to catalog their entire film collection and make a searchable listing available from 
the site. I’ve started researching some free software for doing this called Koha, from new Zealand. It’s 
a full featured library catalog system, so it’s overpowered for this application. I envisage a cheap PC 
server running the database, networked to their regular computer. Wifi will let us use laptops to catalog 
the collection without moving the items too far from their shelves, and let volunteers bring their own 
laptops in and work in parralel. Then Ill write a script to dump the main table from Koha and upload 
it to the website to be searched from a simple form. It might be a good idea to dump the results out as 
static HTML pages, so that search engines will index them and attract people searching for the movies 
on Google. 


6.3 March 


6.3.1 The Thing About Neville - chunk 3 (2007-03-05 12:39) 


In which we meet Mother. Has some seriously squicky moments. 
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Safely in the back seat of his Mothers car, Neville dared to look up and meet her cold gaze in 
the rear vision mirror. She help him like a snake with a rabbit for a couple of seconds, and his heart 
rolled over. What was it, he thought desperately, what had he done? How had he failed to please her, 
how had he disappointed her this time? Just as he was about to start babbling, pleading with her to 
not be angry, to tell him what was wrong, she started the car and jerked away into the passing traffic. 
A taxi swerved and braked behind them. 


"Indian. Of course.” she said. Mother spoke with the clipped and proper accent of a graziers 
wife addressing the local blackfellas, keeping her words clear and distinct so she could justify later 
beatings if anyone misunderstood her. 


"Yes Mother.” 
”It's always an Indian or an Asian. Terrible drivers. Deadly.” 
”Yes Mother.” 


”So.” She favoured him with another glacial stare. Crouched behind the wheel, she looked small 
and weak to anyone who didn’t know her. She was wearing her house dress, a robin egg blue felt dressing 
gown with yellowed lace along the hem and pockets bulging with dirty hankies and various nostrums. ”I 
suppose you were going to eat all that pizza the Asian delivered on his motor bike?” 


"No mother.” 
"No? Was it for the cubs then?” 


Neville contemplated whether to blame the cubs. No, most likely she was baiting him, as al- 
ways. 


”No, Mother, it was for me and- my friends and I.” 


"Your friends.” Mother could perform miracles with words. Somehow she could charge this phrase 
simultaneously with withering contempt for his "friends”, and also doubt that he could ever have such 
things as “friends” at all. ”I don’t understand why you insist on behaving in this ridiculous foolish 
manner, staying out late at night with your friends all the time, making me worry.” It was 8PM. ”You 
know that Gerrard is an alcoholic, and Daniel is almost certainly a homeosexual. Has he ever made 
improper advances towards you?” 


”No Mother.” Neville wondered how Mother knew that they thought Daniel was gay. In fact, he 
had told her once himself, while trying to curry favour during one of her rare phases when she seemed 
approachable. Sometimes she would smile with her mouth, and arch her waspish eyebrows, and stop 
criticising those around her, and her victims would rush into the vacuum of hate and try to outdo each 
other in fawning on her. She would keep smiling and watch with her dead eyes and her brain would soak 
up everything they confessed, for later use. ”He is a poof though. Plas- Henderson told me. He said he 
saw him going into a toilet in the park after our last meeting. He said there were lots of men standing 
around outside.” He smirked to himself. ”I don’t like him very much, so I look out for him. He thinks 
he’s clever because of his telescope, but he doesn’t know that much about astronomy. I would never 
turn my back on him, lets leave it at that!” 


"Well I just don’t like it. This whole dungeons business. It’s not healthy. At least Carolyne has 


worthwhile hobbies.” Carolyne, Neville’s sister, was into making babies, with an endless stream of 
hapless losers. She had three so far, the youngest was 5. However, Mother was actually referring to 
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her scrap-booking. An expensive hobby that involved pasting photos into large folios with as many 
expensive sticky-backed frames, corners, labels, marginal doodads and saccarine quotes written in ornate 
fonts as would fit on each page. The result was a hideous pastiche that was supposed to be far more 
”special” and creatively fulfilling than a regular photo album. Neville remained silent - he quite liked 
them too. He wanted to make a spell book using the similar materials sold at his game supply stores, 
but he knew he would be accused and mercilesly hounded for copying her. 


”Oh, I don't know. It’s mental exercise.” Neville stared unseeing out the window, mind in hiber- 
> 
nation. 


”I suppose you're wondering why I had to come and fetch you?” 
"Yes?” 


"There was a terrible thing on Today Tonight. Just terrible. Lawless young people, roaming the 
suburbs preying on helpess women home alone. They were breaking in, and you always leave the house 
unlocked. I found the back door unlocked last night, and it wasn’t me!” 


”What do you mean, they were breaking in?” 


"They were. On the TV. It was dreadful! Idle young people gangs, attacking law abiding citi- 
zens in their own homes!” 


”I locked it anyway.” 


”The deadbolt was not locked! It could have been forced! You should take better care of us. 
We look after you, it’s not easy, you know. The least you could do is try and be responsible for your 
own actions. I don’t know where I went wrong with you!” 


Glancing in the rear view, she saw Nevilles expression change, his awareness returned to his empty eyes 
and they narrowed in thought. She realised she had made a tactical mistake, but it was already too late. 
She tried to patch up the damage as much as possible before the return salvo came. 


”You’re physically a large man... you are capable... I mean, despite being lazy... you can im- 
prove your character, and that’s what you should be doing... at home, looking after us.” 


”I suppose you're referring to my job are you?” piped up Neville in a sarcastic drawl. ”I suppose 
you think I should just give up my important IT career to sit at home all day and look after you, 
because you don’t work!” He smiled, proud of the double entendre in that last phrase. Worth repeating, 
he thought. "You don’t work, so you don’t think I should, is that it?” 


”No...” Mother’s bluster was collapsing and she almost seemed to deflate behind the wheel. 


”Well I hope not. Despite my problems I’ve always struggled to overcome, despite how I try to 
repair the damage YOU did to me, when I was young, my developmental disadvantages. You always try 
and ruin my confidence and that’s the reason I, why I have such a hard time with friends. You should 
be more supporting, but you never do... are. Never!” 


”That isn’t true!” retorted Mother, trying to rally a defense. ”How can you say such a thing to 
me? Why I’ve almost given up my life for you. Years I’ve spent cooking and cleaning and supporting you 
when you didn’t have jobs. Have I ever asked for money to pay me back for all the food, the cleaning, 
the worry, oh, I’ve worried...” 
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"If all you want is money you only have to ask.” Neville smiled in the dark. ”I can pay you back 
and then you'll be happy, won't you? I’m sorry to hear this but it’s all clear now.” 


”No, you don’t understand...” She was wimpering now, melodramatically quivering her bottom lip 
and sniffing back tears loudly in a manner which completely failed to touch Neville, he was so used to 
it. He relaxed. Crisis avoided. It would be several days before the next little outburst bothered him. 
There was still work to be done, to rub the salt in a little deeper. he would have to threaten to refuse 
dinner, to illustrate the lengths he was prepared to go to, to discharge his debt. She would twist on the 
rope tonight, that was sure. 


As he expected, Mother begged him not to refuse the large baked dinner she had cooked for 
him. It was standard fare, a rolled lamb roast with baked vegetables and boiled peas. As always he 
enjoyed accidentally-on-purpose cutting the elastic stocking on the meat and making it shoot across 
the table. Mother had had enough antagonism tonight, so aimed it at Sis. She responded with an 
over-the-top tantrum, knocking over her chair, raising her amrs to heaven, making her sons cry in their 
high chairs. It was all normal, and Mother and Neville merely frowned and ignored her histrionics. “I 
can't help it if Pm *evil*!” he said. 


As soon as they finished bolting down the grey meat and salty stuffing, Neville scuttled from the 
kitchen under cover of a particularly loud outburst from his still livid sister. The silence of the staircase 
was soothing, the timeless smell of brussel sprouts and paprika which had been infused into the walls 
and carpet. He trudged, wincing, up the old wooden stairs, automatically avoiding the extra bendy ones 
where the wood was soft with dryrot, and being careful not to tread on the loose brass rods. On the 
landing he turned and ambled towards his sanctuary, his bedroom, where he had lived his entire life. 


Here was the centre of his life. Here was the entirety of his being. Here, in the timeless famil- 
iarity, he had stolidly ignored and avoided the passage from childhood to adulthood. The milestones 
which marked the life histories of his contemporaries were locked outside. 


The room was large and square. The door and frames were stained oak. A hot water radiator 
stood just inside the door, but it had been disconnected since he was very young. Once, in a rage, he 
had kicked the pipe free and flooded the house. There was a large wooden desk under the window, which 
looked out on the upper branches of a liquid amber tree. The walls were mostly lined with bookcases 
and shelves of various designs and ages, and the walls between them were plaster painted with a tan 
wainscoting. 


The shelves were solidly lined with heavy rows of comics. Neville had once estimated that the 
wight of the comics in this room was over two tons. The shiny edges of the mylar envelopes gleamed 
like fish. They were organised into kingdowms of publishers, sepperated by manila dividers; characters, 
seperated by title cards; runs, seperated by Postit notes; and then story arcs, seperated by sticky book 
marks. Neville had spent many hours pondering his filing system, and such puzzles as, how to file 
crossovers, where a Marvel character like Spider Man teamed up with a DC character such as Batman. 
The recent forking and braiding of the story lines of some of the characters, where the publishers had 
created whole alternate universes to contain the inconsistencies, had disturbed his filing system so much 
he actually stopped collecting them. Instead he had switched to the more recent titles like Gold Digger, 
which were also more satisfying in that their main characters were cute sexy were-cheetahs. 


There were many books as well, and shelves entirely devoted to models. Lead cast figurines from 
several games, Napoleonic soldiers, dragons and mages, cavemen in furs aremed with spiky clubs, 
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spacemen with ray guns. More recent additions were the vinyl toys, mostly big-headed manga characters 
with trapezoid hair, mostly cute nurses and devils. 


He stored most of his gaming equipment and books in their own shelf. On the top shelf he 
proudly displayed a steel helm and a pair of short swords on a stand, from the time he thought he might 
try LARPing. But, Live Action Role Play turned out to be too sweaty and physical for his tastes, and 
besides, there were too many girls involved, and they kept trying to tell him what to do. They wouldn't 
respect his decades of experience in the fantasy genre, and Mothers dreams of his finding a girlfriend 
were once again dashed. 


Neville still slept on the same single bed he had slept in since the age of five. It had a hard 
wood base, sagging in the middle in a way he found infinitely comfortable and which would have horrified 
his doctor. The sheets and blankets were always musty, because Mother refused to launder them and he 
couldn’t be bothered. It didn’t matter anyway, he quite liked the smell. 


Besides the bed stood the large blue and white mass of his breather unit. Neville suffered from 
obstructive sleep apnea. For much of his adult life he had slept with a pressurized mask over his face, 
and a mandibular splint in his mouth. The splint kept his tongue from flopping back into his larynx 
and choking him, and the pressure forced the air past his fat tonsils. His current machine was a nice 
VPAP, which produced Variable Positive Airway pressure. It monitored his breathing and increased the 
pressure when he was trying to inhale. Much better than the old machine, which simply blew a steady 
stream of moist air at his face through the night. He still had coughing fits and constant low-level throat 
infections, but they were caused mostly by the fact he didn’t bother to sterilise the splint each day. 


On the desk stood his computer, a tower PC running Windows XP. The interface was a night- 
mare of skins. He had spent hours customising, and now each window was bordered by a cruel hedge 
of curving black talons and alien doodads. The furniture had all been relabelled - the Start button 
was now Cranial Interface, with a glowing green miasma showing through a metal grill surrounded by 
organic machinery, and the printer was now the TransMat Device. The background textures looked like 
oil smeared steel, and the contrast was so low is was difficult to read text. 


Most of the time the computer functioned as a high tech space heater. Appart from elaborately 
customising the interface, Neville rarely did anything with it. Although he tried to cultivate an image 
of geekiness, he was actually terrified of them, terrified of their unforgiving insistance of accuracy, their 
unbending need for correct imput. He suppressed the screensaver and liked to open occassional files in a 
hex editor and leave them on the screen so Mother would see what a clever IT wizz he was, but really 
he was mostly clueless. 


Later, furiously wanking under the sheets, VPAP switched off so he could hear approaching foot- 
steps, he thought about the lady he saw in the window. For some reason she excited him, although he 
couldn’t manage any fantasies involving her. Most of Nevilles masterbatorial fantasies were confused 
hideous jumbles of cute Manga girls and disjointed violence. Her face, staring down, had punctuated his 
day in a way he didn’t understand. Suddenly there was a future, a promising future, with change he 
could look forward too instead of fearing. 


prof_null (2007-03-05 08:27:46) 
Awwrk! I can only admire your work with horrified fascination. Sort of like digging under someone’s bed and 
finding psychadelic coloured crusty socks . . . . Keep up the good/awful work! 
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6.3.2 2007-03-07_1101.42 Tomatoes (2007-03-07 21:50) 


HF 


a) B n QUE r 
[2]2007-03-07 -1101.42 -Tomatoes 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong. 


Had a pretty good day today, mainly because I didn’t go to work. I chucked a sicky, stayed home and 
took advantage of Michelle’s absence (she’s in Beijing doing a training course for her company) to do 
some serious preserving. 


Every year I like to bottle tomatoes. Right now the sauce tomatoes are on sale in big 20 kilo boxes 
for $18, so it’s time to do it. I usually bottle a bunch of pulp with seeds, and then start making sauce 
concentrate by passing the pulp through a sieve and simmering it in a pan. Then any time I make pasta 
sauce I just add 2 bottled of pulp and 1 of concentrate. 


I also made a batch of ginger beer, and did some knitting. [4]This is my project for the year, in naturally 
dark brown wool. 


Work seems like such a waste, when these far more important jobs languish for want of time. How- 
ever, I have a cunning plan in motion that might just fix that... 


http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/413521046/ 
ttp://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/413521046/ 
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6.3.3 Plans (2007-03-08 16:09) 


Turns out I picked a good day to be sick. Poor Michael was run off his little feet keeping up with the 
calls. Most of them were still open when I arrived today, so I just closed them. Most of them should 
have been closed, but he wasn’t sure. 


Then I find our developer is wanting to charge us $1000 per week for hosting a 300K software patch 
for 1950 customers to download. Do the math, that’s about half a gig. I just set up an Amazon file server 
account, they charge 20 US cents a gig. That should do it. Go me. Due diligence, sorted. 


The thing is, Pm wasting my time doing this job. I’m not adding to the sum total of human knowl- 
edge, happiness or fulfilment. Most of the time I could be described as a crutch, a device that people use 
to avoid learning how things work or how to solve their own problems. Most of the calls are for problems 
that users could easily solve themselves, using basic logic. For instance, a common problem is described 
as "my program doesn’t connect”. So we ask the customer to run their web browser, and they report that 
it gives an error message, or says they aren’t connected to the internet, or drags up a web page provided 
by the ISP that says their account is overdue. So, in that context, Iam an external brain lobe for people 
who just can’t be bothered using basic logic to shoot their own troubles. People like that don’t deserve 
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to be able to outsource everyday problem solving! I'd be happy doing this for genuinely retarded people, 
but not people who are so lazy they resemble the retarded. 


Another example: This patch will be replacing a file in our software which holds the IP addresses of 
the servers, because one of the servers is moving. It also gives us the opportunity to update the contact 
details of the companies who own the servers. So, I emailed the managers at the companies, and got 
replies back from all EXCEPT the one who is moving their server! Then, I emailed him again, this time 
forwarding the email to the general staff as well as the manager, just in case he is away. He replies very 
quickly, and the changes he wants to make is that one of his staff, who was included in my email, is the 
new first contact. He specified her email address and name, but he didn’t include her or anyone else in 
his reply! I’m going out of my way to help these people? 


I don't need the money either. We own our home, we have simple tastes. It’s good to have savings, 
but not worth wasting your life to pile up ever larger bank accounts. Most of my joy in life is in making 
the things that other people buy. 


So, late last year, I decided to cut down my hours. I requested a 3 day working week. Mondays, 
Wednesday and Fridays, because Tuesdays and Thursdays are the quiet days and it was easier to justify 
than a long weekend. Also, there won't be a delay longer than 1 day before I can look at a problem 
Michael can't crack. 


The IT managers agreed, but it’s starting to look like the Board want to talk to me. That's okay, 
I’m sure they’ll see reason. 


I’ve already compiled long lists of the things I wanna do. They include: 


e acquiring a proper deck chair 
e taking it to quiet, picturesque locations like Callan Park or Bundeena 


e spending entire days reclining in said chair, reading 


Well, it’s not really that long, but it will do. 


Also: 


e brew many small batches, 1 gallon each, of all the old fruit wines in my recipe books 


e learn how to graft my own fruit trees on seed-grown rootstocks, and transplant the results into 
vacant land 


I might also get to help the Mu Mesons with cataloging their library, but they aren’t in any hurry to do 
that. I recently helped them get their website up, just a few pages so far at [1]http://www.mumeson.org. 


The projected starting time for my new regime is 2nd April. I can hardly wait! 


1. http: //www.mumeson. org/ 


peculia (2007-03-08 05:54:23) 
Your fruit wine, from what I recall of that *one* bottle I got to sample, is sublime. Nice website! 
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carbonunit (2007-03-08 21:24:17) 
I say! I had no idea I knew you IRL. All I knew was you were a LJ friend of | LJ User: madslasher | and you 
friended me first! Please give me a clue, I don’t have one at the moment. 


peculia (2007-03-08 21:28:46) 
Erm... Matthew Godden's ex... Please don't think I'm Satan... 


carbonunit (2007-03-08 23:33:30) 
Please don’t worry yourself! I don’t pay attention to overblown hyperbolic breakup angst. You're obviously 
very nice, both in person and in text form, it’s good to meet you again. 


peculia (2007-03-08 23:36:13) 
grin* Thank you :) Hi :) 


hbdeath (2007-03-09 03:54:43) 
Good to see a Mu-Meson website finally exists. Would love to help with that cataloguing project, if only to 
discover what else lies in there that I don’t know about. 


6.3.4 The Thing About Neville chunk 4 (2007-03-14 13:50) 
I think this is chunk 4. Not too disgusting. 


I should point out that this is a first draft, Pm setting it down between calls and duties at work, 
so don’t expect literary perfection. 


Chapter 2 - The Gates of Hell 


Habit pulled him back into deep worn chanels of behaviour, and Neville forgot to check out the 
potential club for almost a week. 


The next day, Jonathan his manager, annoyed at the amount of time he spent reading his pulpy 
fantasy novels between calls and worried the superiors would pull due diligence on him, carried a box 
full of software CDs into his cubicle. With great care, he explained that he wanted Neville to insert each 
one into a pre addressed envelope, and stamp them with a return address stamp, before putting them 
in the outgoing mail. Prior dealings with Neville had taught him well, so he insisted on watching a few 
practice runs. 


First, Neville began by removing the plastic strip from the sticky glue of a dozen envelopes. 
Then he started to rip each now-sealed envelope open again in order to stuff the disk. Strips of laminated 
paper hang from the glue, and the remaining patches of stickyness grapped and held the disk cases as he 
attempted to shove them in. Jonathan watched in fascinated disgust as Neville puffed and blowed and 
complained about hos difficult it was. When he suggested removing the strip after the disk was inside 
the envelope, Neville glared at the desk and his face flushed red with rage. Jonathan insisted, Neville 
complied, the disk slid into the next envelope quickly and easily. 


Neville lined up 5 sealed envelopes with disks inside, then raised the address stamp high in the 
air. With a distinct crunch he brought it down hard on each envelope, smiling at a job well done. 


Jonathan felt dizzy and strangely afraid. 
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"Neville, do you think you could stamp them a little softer, you're damaging the disks inside!” 


”Oh, sorry. I used to stamp the mail when I worked for the railways with this big brass franking 
machine, it took a lot of force.” 


"Yes, but this is a small plastic stamp, and the disks are brittle. You need to stamp... differ- 
ently, now.” 


”Okay.” Neville grumbled. He turned to his desk once more, raised the stamp slowly high into 
the air, and like a young child landing a toy rocket on the moon, brought the stamp down towards the 
remaining envelopes. Jonathan watched in mounting disgust as he stamped each one in slow motion, 
slowly raising the stamp, slowly lowering it, then turned to the stack of envelopes, and just as slowly 
began stuffing some more. The phone rang, and Neville raised it slowly to his ear. "Welcome to the 
Tab-vend support helpdesk emergency line. My name is Neville. How may I help you?” Jonathan 
twitched, shook his head and then abruptly turned and stalked out of the cubicle. Neville smirked and 
watched him leave. He would be sure to ration out the remaining disks and envelopes, only processing 
them when he knew Jonathan was in the vicinity, so he might be seen. He’d teach that little shit to tell 
HIM how to stuff an envelope. 


Jonathan was responsible for hiring Neville, and he had to acknowledge that his patent brand of 
public-service style unhelpfulness had reduced service costs. he suspected that a lot of the customers 
were calling each other for advice when they got into trouble. Neville was like a genii in the Arabian 
Nights - if you phrased your wish ambiguously he would always interpret it to your detriment. 


Neville was on a diet. It was a metabolism diet, from one of Mothers magazines. Every day she 
packed his cooler bag with roughly 1 cubic foot of food. There was a baked fruit bar for 9.00. There were 
a couple of plastic tubs of tinned fruit that he would rip open at 10 and slurp down without a spoon, and 
a yoghurt. He would rip the lid off and rapturously lick the yoghurt from it each day at 11.30, before 
sculling the rest with a loud slurp that turned the stomach of any tech who was close enough to hear. 
The lunch itself usually consisted of meatloaf sandwiches, the meatloaf cut in inch-thick slices between 
dark brown bread. Neville ate these mechanically, shoving half a sandwich into his mouth as though 
he was measuring the distance to his tonsils. When the phone rang as he was masticating one of these 
heroic bites, he wouldn’t let it go to voicemail. He would leap at the phone and proceed to choke out a 
muffled greeting, making certain the customer knew he was interrupting his lunch. 


While eating his lunch he usually browsed the web. It was against office policy, but he didn’t 
care. He didn’t know it, but they couldn’t stop him. Because of all the journalists in the newspaper 
offices downstairs, they couldn’t easily block access to the web, or even monitor it. There were legal 
issues to do with liability and sources of information. It was advantageous for the company to not know 
what the journalists were doing online, so they could deny any responsability for their facts. 


Usually he started with Slashdot, which he regarded as essential for a ”geek” such as himself. 
Neville loved to mention articles from Slashdot when he cornered one of the techs, he believed it 
reinforced his cachet in the office. "Did you see that article on Slashdot? The one about SCO.” he would 
gush eagerly to the slender unix maven washing out a cup in the kitchenette, not realising that the man 
was the local SCO admin and that the printer servers all ran that companies OS. He especially loved 
anything to do with Java, because it gave him an opening to mention that he was a Java programmer. 
Of course, he wasn’t, he just knew how to embed pre-written Java applets in web pages, but he affected 
to not know the difference. 


Neville owed his computer skills, and a lot of his health problems, to an accident he had suffered 
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years before. Then, he had been a line technician for the railways. He drove a service truck out to 
isolated stretches of rail line and walked along them, examining the power infrastructure. Usually it was 
easy work. Sometimes he would need to climp a pole, to add or remove weights from the counterbalances 
which held the lines taut. That was easy enough; with his climbers belt and crampons he could work 
his way up a wooden pole in a minute. It was nearly as easy as climbing stairs, and the only real danger 
was attack by the magpies who thought he was after their young. 


One day, a day like any other, it all went wrong. He was scaling a pole to check the tension on 
some signal wires. There were permanent foot pegs driven into the sides of the pole like fish bones, but 
to use those he would have to leave the crampons below and shimmy up the first few feet, gripping the 
pole with the soles of his shoes. His legs just weren’t strong enough to do that, so he kept the crampons 
and avoided the pegs. 


While he was tapping the glass insulators with a rubber hammer, to see if they were loose, one, 
and then the other, of his crampons splintered out of the wood. Normally he would have slipped down 
the pole to the bottom, accumulating some large plinters in the process, but none the worse for wear. 
This time, the foot pegs gashed and tore his left leg, and he fetched up like a squid on a jigging hook, 
12 feet off the ground and bleeding freely. 


He couldn’t remember much of the incident. When he didn’t respond to a radio call to the 
truck, the superviser went out to look for him. He suspected that he was hiding in the bush "reading 
his dragon books again”. Instead he found the truck, and Neville nearby, hanging like a Argentinian 
barbecued lamb, limp and unconscious, blood running down the pole. 


Neville wok up in hospital with a line of stitches down his leg like the zipper on a pair of jeans, 
Mother sitting by his side looking grim but oddly satisfied, and next to her, a lawyer. Through the haze 
of dissapating anaesthetic he listened while the ambulance chaser outlined his plan of attack. The rail 
department were in for a serious payout, he said. They had forced him to work in an unsafe environment, 
without proper backup. Also, it was clear Neville had been coerced into rushing his work, recklessly 
endangering his life for the benefit of his superiors. 


The court case passed by in a haze of drugs. The lawyer hired a cosmetician to fix Nevilles face 
and hair, tone down his ruddy complexion, and fill the gaping pores on his face. She was a genius - she 
painted his fingernails with a chilli based varnish, marketed to stop children from biting their nails, which 
prevented him from picking his nose during the trial. The tears of pain caused by his stinging nostrils 
were highly persuasive. The only complication was, the workers comp insurance policy mandated that 
he should attempt to continue to work for his previous employer, the rail service. Which meant a desk 
job. Which meant, being trained to use a computer. 


So they sent him to a 2 year TAFE course, Diploma of Computers and Certificate in Website 
Production. He sat in a classroom full of puzzled grandmothers and dope-addled long-term unemployed 
mugs doing Work Start training. It was difficult. Every day he had to fight and overcome his urge to 
brag about his 


Actually, this wasn’t Nevilles first contact with computers. As a tender young man of 24, he had 
been a member of a roleplaying club at the university. They had played table-top Napoleonic war games 
with lead figurines, but most of the other members were also computer science grads. In fact, they had 
actually imported one of the first micro-computers, an Altair, and were busy expanding it and fitting it 
with a terminal screen and printer and a timesharing OS. They often talked about these things while 
playing, and Neville listened in with interest. Once they even took him up to the lab and showed him. It 
was dissapointing, the small metal box with rows of switches, and a murky character based screen and 
teletype keyboard. Users had to type slowly enough for the input buffer to register their strokes. It was 
nothing like he had expected, but at least he found it useful to claim he had been ”a member” of the 
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computer club and ”used” an Altair, even though it was only for 5 minutes. 


It was a running joke amongst the other staff to get Neville started reminiscing on his past in 
the early days of computers. ”I had a devil of a time on that one job” he would begin, leaning back in 
the dangerously creaking office chair and caressing his truss. "It was around 1989 and I was running a 
Linux server, trying to get it connected to the Web. I tried 3 ISPs but they all had firewall proxies on 
their T1 lines.” The programmers chortled and egged him on, compiling their scores of impossibilities 
later in the day: Linux was started in 1991, Berners-Lee was creating the Web protocols in 1990, T1 
lines were an American standard, unknown in Australia, and the nascent ISPs in 1989 wouldn't have 
known what a firewall was. In the end it was a hollow joke and they soon stopped. His resume was on 
the intranet just as theirs and they knew his employment history started less than ten years ago. They 
soon avoided the subject and moved away from him when he started. 


Neville remembered his strange face in Devonshire street and decided that this would be the day 
he would investigate the potential new clubhouse. "Ready to fire, captain!” he muttered to himself as 
he readied his daily email report. ”Fire!” Quickly he packed his cooler bag and bulging napsack, winced 
and moaned as he raised his bulk from his seat, and waddled quickly from the cubicle to the lift foyer. 
It was empty as usual, the programmers usually avoided leaving at precisely that time so they wouldn't 
share a lift with him. 


Outside, squinting in the sunlight and the cool fresh air, blown in on the breeze known as the 
Bondi Doctor, he started down the hill towards his quarry. He was nervous; charging into buildings and 
confronting strangers, even other gamers like himself, was not a normal occurance for him. "Brave heart 
Tegan” he muttered as he crossed the street and neared the entrance. 


There were rounded black marble stairs leading up to a foyer paved with small hexagonal black 
and white tiles, many missing and the holes filled with cement. There was a bank of old brass mail 
boxes, with thick lines of verdigris where the polishing cloth didn't reach. The doors were heave glass 
and wood, one pane had been broken and replaced with a steel plate. The security grill was detached at 
the top hinge and leaned at a drunken angle. 


Inside all was cool and dark, the floors that slick black lino, highly polished, with reflections that 
emphasised the slight humps and bumps in the padding beneath. The foyer lead past notice boards 
and service cupboards deep into the bulding, and a large elevator, the antique kind with hand operated 
doors. 


Nice place for a game of Call of Cthulhu, thought Neville, as he entered the lift and pressed the 
round white button for the first floor. The ancient motors whined up as the cage shuddered into motion. 


The first floor corridoor was lined with doors. There were offices and small shops selling items 
too specialised or necessary to warrant a street frontage. He passed a boutique hair product shop, full of 
industrial size bottles of peroxide and lacquer and large antique tins of brilliantine. There was a vitamin 
therapist with a faded ornate certificate written in Norweigen hanging in the window. Not all the doors 
opened into glass fronted offices or shops - most in fact were plain wood doors set in bulkheads. They 
were garment assemblies, workshops and ateliers. Listening carefully in the quiet he heard the random 
bursts of sewing machines and overlockers from within. Some had dismal dirty hand-lettered cardboard 
placards hanging outside; "Lucky Fishy Clothing” and ”Sun Lee Workshops”; others had funky bright 
painted art-school signs; "Arbeit Macht Kleid GmBH” or ”Happytime Funjoy Bra Making Place”. 


No sign of Tartarus though. He returned to the lift and tried the second floor. It was the same, 
only slightly seedier. There were holes in the linoleum, the rough weave of the underlying jute fabric 
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showing through. A door opened and a gaggle of young asian women emerged, chattering happily. The 
moment they spotted him they went immediately silent, filing past with stone faces. An elderly, very 
pale western man with a shock of white hair and pinc nez on his bony nose poked his head around the 
door. ”Waddaya want?” he asked in a furious Brooklyn voice. 


”I- I’m looking for the Tartarus club.” gulped Neville. 
”Oh, wunna dose, eh?” He winked. "Third floor. Around the corner.” The door slammed shut. 


Neville returned and waited for the lift to return from the ground floor. He rode up one floor, 
sweating freely with nervous tension. It was all starting to seem very unfriendly and dangerous here. 


The third floor was different. There were fewer doors, and they were mostly unmarked, and all 
on the righthand side of the corridoor. The floor was immaculate, polished to a high lustre. The 
woodwork was polished, the plaster walls painted dark green. His feet clacked solidly as he walked 
towards the window at the end of the hall, bright with afternoon light. 


He turned the L shaped corner at the end of the corridoor and stopped. A solid wooden door 
faced him a few paces further on. The panels were bordered with subtle raised carving, detailed lengths 
of rope and chain. There were twin brass handles, and brass viewing slots in both sides. No signs or 
plaques. The slots watched him like a pair of eyes. 


"Brave heart Tegan” he muttered, before stepping forward and knocking. His well-padded knuck- 
les made no sound on the solid wood doors, so he extracted a coin from his pocket and used it on the 
brass surrounding a slot. 


Almost instantly the door swung open with a dissapointing lack of creaking. A short, thickset 
woman in a plain black dress stood inside, smiling a broad, red, salacious smile. Neville momentarily 
ogled her breasts, which were large, pale, and bulged slightly above the decoletage of her severe dress. 


"Hello young man!” she purred in a manner he was entirely unused to. The sweat of stress and 
exertion broke free and started to trickly down his spine into the small of his back. He shuffled, sniffed 
nervously, and suddenly became aware of an agonising need to fart. Not now, he thought. 


”Ah, hello, I was wondering, about the club, the Tarterus club. I’m a gamer too!” he stammered. 


”A gamer?” the lady enquired, raising one eyebrow. Her face was pale, and powdered even paler, 
especially when framed by such dark lustrous masses of burgundy-red hair. She had a prominent nose 
with a distinct Greek angle. Her eyes were hooded under lazy lids, but her gaze pierced right through 
him in a way that reminded him uncomfortably of Mother during a fit of anger. Not that she was angry. 


”Yes! Mainly D &D, although I used to be into table-top wargames with figurines, and some his- 
torical map battles. Oh, and Warcraft 40K, before that became too expensive!” 


”So, how did you find us?” she replied. "Did someone tell you this was a D and D club?” 


"Oh no, it was the sign. Tarterus. Although you did spell it wrong. The seven-layered hell. I 
once played a campaign there.” 


”Do tell.” Neville grinned nervously. He wasn’t used to women, especially not talking to women 
about D &D, and it just wasn’t what he expected. This cool, beautiful, older female with an air of 
command and decadence made him feel sick with nervousness. His hands fluttered automatically to 
check if his truss was showing, and he blushed deeply. 
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At that moment there was a crash of the lift gate opening and quick taps of booted feet striding 
down the corridoor towards them. Neville turned and cringed slightly as though he was about to be 
attacked. The face was familiar though, when it rounded the corner. It was the Galactic Queen, who he 
had seen peering down from the window! She wore a floppy-brimmed black felt hat on her shiny helmet 
of black hair, and her face was even more garish now with makeup; green and blue eye shadow, plenty 
of kohl, and streaks of rouge to accentuate the already cavernous cheeks. She wore a black and white 
striped blouse under an embroidered black bolero jacket, and stilleto boots under a straight skirt. She 
towered over Neville by at least a foot. 


”What have we here Rosanne? Is he selling something? Are you selling something?” 

"No, he plays D and D. He wants to join our club.” 

”Oh, well, that's wonderful.” The giantess smiled down at him as though she would be delighted 
to eat his face off. Her voice was a rich contralto. ”We're always looking for fresh members, especially 
experienced ones. How long have you been playing D &D?” 

”Oh, for years and years. Since they first brought it out.” 

”Of course, that was back in the early eighties, wasn't it?” 


"Yes, of course.” 


"Well, you must be an expert then! Know all the rules by heart? Don’t need your, your Mon- 
ster Manual and Dungeon Masters Guide now, do you?” 


"Well, I wouldn't say that!” Neville almost shivered with joy at this exhuberant reception, and 
relief at the first sign of recognition. ”I do still need to consult them from time to time. For the tricky 
obscure rules, that is.” 


"Pm sure that isn’t very often. Well, it's not every day that such a valuable potential addition 
to our little club turns up on our doorstep, so why don't you just step inside?” 


The shorter lady led the way into a small room which was obviously an extension of the corri- 
door. It was furnished in incredible opulence. There were thick black velvet drapes hanging from just 
beneath the ceiling to where they trailed across the floor in luxuriant folds. There was an enormous 
inkstained wooden desk, originally from the office of the headmaster of an excusive boys school. It 
crouched on gnarled wooden claws on the thick burgundy carpet like a spider about to pounce. The tall 
one indicated that Neville should sit in the high-backed wooden chair front and centre before the desk. 
She meanwhile perched on the corner of the table, while the shorter woman dropped herself bonelessly 
into the opulent gilded armchair behind. 


”This is Phallia” the short one began, "and I’m Rosanne. Would you care for some wine?” 
"Er, no.” 

"Don't you drink, Mr...?” 

”No. Neville.” 


”Well, my dear Mr. Neville, or perhaps Mr. No, welcome to the Tartarus club. Do you like our 
club?” 
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"It’s very nice. Very dark though. Is it meant to be spooky?” 


”Of course!” laughed Phallia. ”We enjoy the atmosphere, the sense of danger. It adds spice to 
the game. Don’t you agree?” 


"Yes. My friends and I play in the basement of a cub hall. It’s very spooky too. Except when 
the cubs are there.” 


”Fascinating.” Phallia and Rosanne exchanged glances. 


”Tell me,” asked Rosanne, "why do you wish to join our D &D club? And do your friends wish 
to join also?” 


”I don’t think so. They laughed when I told them about this place. But I’m tired of playing in 
a cub hall. It’s dirty.” 


”I can well imagine. Are you sure you wouldn't care for some wine?” 
”I never drink, sorry.” 
”No, don’t be. But I’m parched.” 


Rosanne, sitting quietly in her armchair, suddenly belowed ”Wine!” in a harsh loud voice. Neville 
froze. There was a clatter from the other side of a double door he hadn’t noticed, to his left. One pane 
swung open, and a girl stepped through, balancing a silver salver on one upraised hand. It was loaded 
with a pewter bottle and two goblets. 


The girl was young and fair. Pale as the other women, but she wore no makeup. Long whispy 
blonde hair swept back over her shoulders. She wore a long black robe with a row of close-spaced round 
buttons down the front. Her eyes were blue, with blue-tinged whites of a young child, beneath a broad, 
peerless forehead. 


Her face was dominated by a terrible scar, a hare-lip that twisted her mouth into a travesty. 
Her chin receded in a smooth curve like a chimps. 


She approached the table carefully, gracefully kicking out the hem of her robe so she wouldn’t 
trip, balancing the bottle with it’s narrow base. With downcast eyes she put the tray down and poured 
out two goblets of claret. The other women watched with smiling approval as she handed them each 
their cup, then picked up the tray and backed away from the table before retreating through the door 
and closing it behind her, never raising her eyes from the floor. 


Neville gaped. He had never seen a sight as beautiful before. He felt a terrible wave of sickness 
sweep through him. Something very strange had happened, something he would have swore was 
impossible. He had glimpsed a beautiful girl who he could image might accept his approaches. 


Despite his stupidity Neville had a clear understanding of his situation. He knew he was a loath- 
some ruin of a human being whom no whole person could look upon with anything except disgust. He 
even revelled in this fact, joked about it with his friends, and always hid and crushed any storrings 
of longing he might feel. He no longer hoped that magic might cure him of his disgusting habits and 
hideous physical attributes. His life was a settled routine of childish persuits. His relationship with his 
mother had frozen into a stable figure 8 of need and guilt. Appart from his idealised Manga cuties he 
never even looked at women, he had successfully become as comfortably chaste as any medieval monk 
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might have hoped to be. But... unwanted hope had now burst in. This fair angel with her deformity, 
perhaps she could accept him! The possibility terrified him. 


When he finally tore his gaze away from the closed door he found the two women gazing at him 
with unfathomable expressions, calculating and thoughtful. 


”That was Glia.” said Phallia in a mocking tone. "Pretty, isn't she?” 
”T guess so.” Neville gulped. 


"Well, I have work to do, but I trust we can count on your attendance at the next meeting of 
our club.” said Rosanne. "Which will be at 12 midnight on Saturday.” 


”Oh...” pondered Neville. ”So late...” 
”Well, don’t come then. We won't force you.” 


"No, no, Pll be there.” Neville summoned the shreds of his willpower, stood, swung his over- 
stuffed backpack over his shoulder, and stumped mechanically out of the little room. The ladies drank 
their wine and smiled. 


6.3.5 (2007-03-16 08:56) 


On the bus home yesterday I was listening to Meet the Residents really loud, and a homeboy sitting in 
front of me got angry and turned around and told me to ”Turn that shit down! Nobody needs to listen to 
that shit!” I just said "Not likely” and ignored him. I have to listen to HIS shit every time his riceburner 
drives past my house. 


6.3.6 The Thing About Neville chunk 5 (2007-03-16 14:57) 


Mother could always sense when Neville was keeping something from her. The frequency of his 
nosepicking increased, for one thing. He had always spent a considerable portion of his life with a finger 
firmly seated in a nostril - it was mostly unconscious, and he was prone to begin picking in the most 
innapropriate of social situiations. When he was under some kind of stress he couldn’t help himself. No 
matter how hard he tried to remember, his fingers were irresistably drawn towards his nose. 


Sitting at the kitchen table, she watched from the corner of her eyes as his thick fleshy index fin- 
ger rotated and gouged in his giant elastic nostrils. Whenever he realised anyone was watching, he would 
casually withdraw the digit and rub the bulbous tip of his nose as if to say “just a bit itchy, I wasn’t 
picking it really, no sirree.” He did this now, then glanced at her. 


"What?” 
”I want to know what you were thinking.” 


”Oh. Well.” He pondered the question. It was a common trap, usually leading to a fight later in 
the evening. Considering his plans this could be a good or bad thing. He decided to try and trigger the 
trap and then use the resulting conflict as an excuse to stay out late. 


”I was thinking that dinner wasn’t very good. The vegetables were overcooked, you always boil 
them so they’re as soft and mushy as an orc’s brain. I wish you wouldn’t do that, this isn’t a hospital 
after all.” 
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Mother recoiled and drew a breath, but instead of launching into a usual tirade of how ungrate- 
ful he was, she paused. Her instincts were telling her something was up. He was challenging her. She 
decided on a different tactic. 


”P'm so very sorry. I keep forgetting. I won't do it again.” 
Neville froze in horror. Did she know? He tried again. 


"You keep saying that, but you never do. I think you're getting too old to cook. Maybe you 
should let Sis take over!” 


This should have had her ranting incomprehensibly at the top of her lungs, but she just sighed. 
Neville's blood ran cold. 


"Perhaps you're right. Im not getting any younger. I’m worn down from looking after you, and 
your sister. I never have any time for myself!” She started to cry, her face twisted up into a hideous 
scrunch of self-pity. 


Damn! thought Neville. The clever old cow had him checkmated already. Like a gazelle in the 
jaws of a lion he started to relax as he contemplated an evening of back and forth bickering, but this 
time something was different. He *really* wanted to go to the Tartarus club. He stood up. 


”Pm going out tonight.” he announced. ”I found a new game club, in the city. It looks a lot 
better than the cub hall.” 


”Ohhhhh!” wailed Mother. ”You don’t care about me! No responsability in the world, me doing 
all the work in the house!” 


”I do plenty of chores!” Neville pouted. 


”And now you want to go to another club! Well, you just go. Go, and forget about me.” She 
slumped back in her chair and covered her face with her hands, sobbing piteously. 


Neville ignored the demands of custom, that he should now comfort her, promise to try harder 
and make her happy. Instead, he stood and left the kitchen, trudged up the stairs and dissapeared in his 
room. 


It was already 10 PM. He looked at his clothes in the spotted old mirror, bending his knees in a 
painful crouch to see his checked shirt. It would do, he decided, not too many food stains. There was a 
gravy smear but it was close enough to the buttons to be okay. He didn’t have any black shirts though - 
they seemed to wear a lot of black. At least his pants were black, or they had been once. Not too frayed. 


Turning to his bed he emptied out and rapidly repacked his backpack, with manuals, dice, pads 
and pencil case, a stuffed Tux penguin, some New Scientist magazines and plenty of other odds and 
ends. Nevilles theory of socialising was to bombard his new friends as rapidly as possible with evidence 
of how cool he was. A kind of fussilade of geek toys and symbols, to try and overcome their reluctance 
to talk to him. He kept a Y2K Bug Beanie Baby on his monitor at work for this reason, a little red 
stuffed insect toy with big fangs, which he liked to take down and stroke when a geek was around, in 
the hope they might ask him what it was. Of course they rarely did, but he stuck by his theory. The 
programmers in the office never told him how lame it was. They wanted to preserve his innocence like 
he was the Dork National Park. 
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Zipping up his grey vinyl Hush Puppies and slinging has bulging nylon pack over his shoulder, 
he opened the door to reveal Mother standing just outside. 


”You aren't going anywhere!” she hissed at him. “I’m not feeling well! You upset me tonight 
with your rude comments about my cooking. I might need to go to the hospital. My heart feels very 
unsteady...” She wavered on her feet, expecting him to rush forward and try to catch her before she fell. 
Instead he stood and stared. 


"What is it? What's wrong? What's happened to you?” she begged in a quavering voice. 
”I need to go.” 
”No you don’t! Stay here and look after me. Please?” 


”I need to go.” He lurched forward and tried to slip his bulk past her, but she grabbed hold of 
his arm. 


"Let go, you're hurting me!” Neville whined, trying to shake her claw loose. Mother staggered 
back and collided with the old wooden banisters. She waved her arms wildly in the air, leaning back as 
though just about to pitch over the edge and fall to her death. Neville roughly grabbed the front of her 
dressing gown and pulled her back. She staggered past him and collided with the wall, falling down and 
clutching her forehead. 


”Oh my god, you nearly killed me! How could you? I need to go to hospital.” 


”Sis!” bellowed Neville as he charged down the stairs. Already alerted by the noise, she emerged 
from her room, blinking and rubbing her eyes. From within the room he heard her youngest son start to 
cry. 


”What?” she demanded, planting herself fully in his path so he couldn't leave. Although she was 
younger than him her face was so pulled down in frowning lines of dissaproval and rage she looked much 
older. A dirty Loony Tunes tee-shirt stretched around her rotund body. 


”*Mother.” he muttered as he charged past her for the front door. The deadbolt was locked. He 
fumbled in his tight pants pocket for the keys. Sis started up the stairs behind him. 


"Mother, are you all right?” she yelled. 
"Stop him! Stop him!” called Mother. 


”Oi!” Sis turned and advanced on Neville, her face contorted in rightous outrage. ”What have 
you done?” 


"Nothing. I’m just going out, she doesn’t want me to go.” 


”I don’t believe you.” bellowed Sis as she made a lunge for his keys. Too late, he slammed the 
door key home, turned, opened and darted outside. He heard Sis roar with rage, and the feeble sobbing 
of Mother behind her. 


Neville shambled down the front path, being careful not to slip in the decaying drifts of leaves 
that rotted on the cracked concrete. He reached the car just as the stream of light from the front door 
was blocked by the two women. He turned. Sis was enjoying the game, supporting Mother who leaned 
on her as though she could barely stand. She help up her other hand. Neville squinted, and realised his 
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sister was showing him the keys, which he had left in the door. The door keys, and the car keys! 
"Come back.” pleaded Mother. 
”You bastard!” hissed Sis. 


Like a hunted animal he turned and jogged past the car, an old Kingswood with rusty panels, 
and down the street. He had barely made it half way to the corner of the block before he heard the 
detuned engine roar to life behind him. He spun around just in time to see the car rocket backwards 
from the drive, swerving out of control so it pointed the wrong way. The headlights flicked on and in 
their reflection he saw that Sis was at the wheel, Mother riding shotgun. 


Panicking, he darted into the driveway of the neighbours house. Their lights were on and he 
could hear the strains of Dancing With the Stars inside, along with peals of leaghter. Good, he thought, 
they won’t hear me. Crouching like a GI on patrol, he trotted up their driveway, past the house and into 
their yard. Their dog, a stinky matted golden retreiver they kept tied to their shed with a frawed rope, 
started barking hyserically. Immediately the outside lights flicked on, and he saw the car stop across the 
end of the driveway behind him. The car door swung open. 


Cursing, he dodged behind the shed. The dog barked and slathered at the end of it’s rope, try- 
ing to reach him. He was trapped in a blind alley - the shed abutted the side fence so he couldn’t squeeze 
out. 


Desperately he kicked at the fence. A couple of palings, rotted from years in the rain, fell out 
and clattered into the old dunny alley that ran behind the houses. Laughing now, Neville kicked out 
more palings, then stepped through the hole and trotted down the alley. He heard voices behind him. 


The alley emerged on another silent street. Television flickered, eirily synchronised, in the win- 
dows of the houses. The alley was silent behind him now, but he could just hear the sound of the old 
Kingswood starting up again around the corner. He slumped back against the fence and started to cry. 
His weak heart thundered feebly in his chest. 


A car approached, the headlights red through his closed eyelids. Looking up, he realised that he 
was saved. It was a taxi, yellow light on, returning from dropping someone off, maybe, looking for 
passengers as it headed back towards civilization. He staggered out into the road and frantically waved 
it towards him. 

The taxi swerved and skidded to a stop. Its driver was a young Sikh, with imacculate trimmed 
black beard, freshly starched blue uniform shirt, and bejeweled orange turban. Neville hauled the door 


open and slumped into the seat, gasping, rubbing his face on his shirt sleeves to wipe the tears. 


"Where too, buddy?” the driver chirped, smiling inanely. Neville slumped down in his seat as far 
as he could. 


"Quick! Just drive on. Put the light out.” 
"The cabin, or the top?” 
"Both! No, just the cabin!” 


The driver switched off the lights and cruised away from the kerb. Neville raised his head high 
enough to see the Kingswood lurch from the street behind them and turn in their direction. 
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"Someone looking for you, buddy?” said the driver. 

”No!” Neville blurted, blushing. The driver smiled and silently drove on. 

The Kingswood matched speed with the taxi, and the driver slowed down a little. Neville, terri- 
fied, froze in his seat. He heard the car pull away and accelerate ahead. The vacancy light on the roof 
must have fooled them, he thought. 


”You can get up now.” said the driver. Neville inched higher in his seat. 


”Duck!” shouted the driver. Neville almost slammed his head into the glove box as he obeyed. 
He heard the Kingsood roar past, heading back towards the house. The driver laughed. 


"They are very angry! Very mean faces. Did you steal from them?” 
”I beg your pardon?!” 


”Are you a thief?” The driver had a polite, British influenced Indian accent. ”Don’t worry, I 
won't tell anyone.” Neville raised his head and looked around. "Where are we going?” 


” Anywhere you want to go” said the driver. ”You still haven't told me.” 


”Surry Hills.” said Neville. 


An hour later, the taxi dropped Neville outside the ominous bulk of the warehouse in Devonshire 
street. He winced as he climbed out of the car, and waited stolidly for his change, refusing to leave a tip. 
He never tipped taxi drivers or restaurants, insisting that it was immoral. 


When the car had left he stood in the silence and looked up at the windows. The thick drapes 
had been drawn, there wasn’t a speck of light. For a moment he thought they might have tricked him, 
sent him on a fools errand, but the security grill was open slightly, a crack only a foot wide, but enough 
to slip through. 


He watched as a silent couple of young men, wearing identical black denim jackets and motorcy- 
cle boots, approached from the direction of the station. They eyed him in silence, turned and slipped 
through the gate. He heard the glass door of the foyer open and close. 


Well, no use waiting around. He followed them in. 


The only lights were the exit signs and the indicator above the lift, which was already rising. 
Neville waited impatiently for it to return. 


The third floor reeked of incence, something with vanilla and sandalwood. There was strange 
music barely audible through the walls, maudlin, with tubas and clarinets, like German marching 
anthems. 


The double doors were closed, but they swung open as he approached. Large iron sconces loaded 


with candles lit the room inside. Rosanne sat behind the big desk, before which stood the young men. 
Neville hung back and watched as they handed her some cash, which she deposited into a steel lockbox 
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on the desk. Glia, wearing a red robe now, silently opened the inner door for them. 


"Come, come!” Rosanne called out. Neville approached warily. ”I didn’t know about the money.” 
he said. 


”Oh, don’t worry about that. This is your first night. Are you ready?” 

”I brought everything I need.” said Neville, affectionately patting his pack. 

"Good. Now, Glia, could you show the gentleman inside? Like I told you.” 

Glia reached out and gently took Neville’s hand, thrilling him to his core. It was the first time 
in decades that woman apart from his Mother had touched him knowingly and willingly. Before he had 


time to melt through the carpet, she turned, swung open the left hand pane of the door, and led him 
into Hell. 


prof_null (2007-03-16 22:38:08) 
.... You are going to publish this, aren't you? Great stuff! 


carbonunit (2007-03-17 12:56:30) 
Not while I’m still working for the company. Especially not while I work with the principle character. 


6.3.7 Beercan chicken (2007-03-19 11:59) 


Beercan chicken is not just a stunt food. It consistently turns out the best chicken you can bake at home. 
Like a kind of inverted peking duck, the can of beer shoots flavoured steam into the chicken the whole 
time it cooks, basting it from the inside out. 


Here are some shots of last nights chook. 


[1] 


Now don’t be nervous... 
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[3] 
.. there, that wasn’t so bad now was it? 


[4] 
Before. 


After. 


E 


L. http: 7/54 -flickr com/photos /mattspong/428790837/ 
2. etp: //vvu. flickr .con/photos/navtspong/425750068/ 
3. nvep://aw. flickr .con/photos/mattspong/425791368/ 
4. : j : 
5. i ‘ 


Sos 


ttp://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/425792553/ 
ttp://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/425793092/ 
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xmysteriousx (2007-03-19 05:21:01) 
Temp, how long for and how big the chook? details!!! 


carbonunit (2007-03-19 05:43:51) 
Well, the chicken needs to be at least big enough to go down on a beer can. My old gas oven doesn't have 
sensetive temperature, but I cooked it at 400C for 3 hours and then a further half hour at 450, for the veges. 


carbonunit (2007-03-19 22:46:56) 

I forgot some other details. - Pierce the skin to let the juices out, otherwise it gets soggy. - Rub the skin with 
olive oil and sprinkle liberally with salt to make it crispy. - Make sure to tip out some of the beer, and I like to 
put some crushed garlic in as well. 


madslasher (2007-03-19 07:48:09) 
And you didn’t make a single goatse reference! I don’t know whether to be impressed or disappointed! 


carbonunit (2007-03-19 22:42:33) 
Goatse, goatse, goatse! Is that all you ever think about? (Please don’t say yes.) 


madslasher (2007-03-20 07:31:08) 
Oh, come on! When someone posts pictures of a chicken with its orifice gaping like that, it’s the only logical 
thought! 


6.3.8 Some notes about Amazon S3 (2007-03-20 09:31) 


If you’ve been noticing a lot of online storage, backup, file transfer, video and photo storage services 
springing up recently, well, they are. It reminds me uncomfortably of the tech bubble days, although 
back then it was free website hosting like xoom.com and Tripod. I remember how they started with 
generous terms, FTP file upload, and fairly unobtrusive banner ads. Then the banners grew and moved 
around, and they turned off the FTP access and insisted you use their lamo web design forms, and finally 
popped out of existance. 


One thing a lot of these new services, post Flickr and Youtube ones especially, have in common, is 
they use Amazon to store their data. Amazon have been quietly branching out from books into gro- 
ceries and gadgets, but also into web services. You might have heard about their Mechanical Turk, a 
brilliantly-named service that coordinates the actions of human volunteers to do work beyond the abilities 
of computers. 


The least known but, to me, coolest thing they have is their [1]Simple Storage Service or S3. It’s 
the uber-web-storage service that is so cheap and ginormous that all these other startups are trying to 
leverage it. What they are taking advantage of, is that Amazon didn’t make it very easy to use, and 
haven’t advertised it, although it is so cheap. 


How cheap? 


$0.15US per GB-Month of storage used. 
$0.20US per GB of data transferred. 


And, you pay for it through your Amazon account, it just tacks a few cents on the end of your bill. 


Actually I shouldn’t say that just yet, I haven't been billed yet. I did use it to host our recent patch, when 
our service provider tried to charge us $1000 per week for briefly raising the bandwidth of our website 
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for several days. There might be hidden credit card charges for such a small transaction, if 1 don't get to 
roll it into a book purchase. I don’t know. But, how bad can it be? 


Now, after you sign up you get a random username and password. You can't access the service by 
FTP, they have a custom API for that. The best one I found is a Firefox plugin called [2] Firefox S3 
Organizer. It gives you the old split-screen view like a lot of FTP clients. 


The first thing you need to do after logging in is create a “bucket”, which is really just a directory 
with a unique name. Interestingly the name needs to be unique across the entire service, so the names- 
pace will soon get a bit crowded - another reason to get in early. Once you create this ”bucket” you can 
put anything you want in it, including subdirectories, to what depth I don't know. 


One of the neatest things about S3 is you can make files accessible via HTTP really easily. Amazon 
uses a Unix style file permission setting, so you can make files readable to the world. All URLs begin 
with http://s3.amazonaws.com/, and then your ”bucket” name, which is obviously why it needs to be 
unique, then the file name. Simple. 


So don’t get suckered by the “free” services, they won't be free when they disappear overnight and 
all the bandwidth you used to upload your files is wasted. They’re all putting your files on Amazon 
anyway. 


1. |nttp://aws.amazon.com/s3 
2. |nttps://addons.mozilla.org/firefox/3247/ 


prof_null (2007-03-20 05:19:23) 
What about LJ? Do you think they will eventually get tight and start demanding $, then go down the tubes like 
tripod? do they store their stuff on someone else’s server farms? 


carbonunit (2007-03-20 09:10:35) 

LJ will die, as is the fate of all things, especially digital things. First they will put more advertising on the free 
blogs, then 6 Apart will sell the company to Microsoft or the Chinese or something, and then they’ll really start 
ripping the place apart. But as always new things will arise to take it’s place. 


6.3.9 Grunt (2007-03-26 14:53) 


I vote Sunday for the best weather of the year so far. Cold, blustery and fresh. Saturday had nearly the 
worst weather, like a big warm damp smelly towel. 


Michelle and I wented and sawed Betty Page, which we loved, and then after we bumped into | LJ 
User: haruspexx | and | LJ User: richgoth | outside, and it turned out they had been sitting right behind 
us! Good to see you guys again. We need to come down the pub soon. 


On Sunday we wented and sawed Kiss of the Tarantula and Earth Vs. the Spider at the Chauvel. 
Pretty good, both of them, each in it’s own way. The first was a good example of the 70s sub-genre of 
horror movies about willowy blonde ingenues with crazy stares who kill people. Usually in self defense, 
with mind powers or such, like Carrie, only this one usually sent her pet tarantulas after her victims. 


Next weekend Cam is coming up from Melbourne to stay with us, and go to the Sounds. Should be 
fun, although she is a bit of a handful. Then, my first 3-day week starts! Yay! In fact, because of the 
Easter holiday I’ll be working only 2 days that week and the week after! I can’t decide what to do first. 


Michelle and I are planning on doing another road trip out into the state, only this time Pll be driving. 
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Our first target is Dark Corner, past Lithgow, and then on towards Orange. We also must swing past 
Terry's in Jugiong and stay in Crookwell. Backroads all the way, of course, at a slow and steady pace. 


I think for my first day off next week I'm gonna go and find a secluded spot to push The Thing About 
Neville forward. Because I’ve got the story worked out it’s hard to concentrate on it, not as much fun 
now. There’s also a lot of... unusual action, in the next bit, which has been hard to write. 


Last week I started teaching myself PHP. I made [1]this. It’s faily easy, not unlike perl. Much more 
sensible for this kind of thing, which would otherwise require a lot of pages or a perl script. Don’t worry 
if it looks a bit funny, I’m still tinkering with it. 


1. http://www.mspong.org/Video/Video_2006. php 


6.3.10 (2007-03-29 12:01) 


So bored. Not many calls, not much to do. The improvements to our software have worked too well, 
now when it fails the program tells the user what’s wrong and they fix it themselves. Unxpected law of 
development is that the better the program gets, the lower the average intelligence of the calls to the 
helpdesk. 


Also, the extra duties are drying up now that my managers are dealing with the reality of my im- 
pending 3-day week. They’ve had 5 months to plan for this, but they’ve only been really conscious of it 
this last week. They’re running around looking for my old contract, then requesting that I give them a 
copy! Jon wanted a little meeting, tried to suggest that I should work out my own contract for them. 
I said I would be happy to but the terms might not suit them! Then I said they should just duplicate 
the standard contract their companies must use and slap a XIT letterhead on it. After all, this is what 
they did with my original contract, which is why it has all kinds of worrying clauses about intellectual 
property in it. Most likely IIl be on my current contract and pay, for at least another month, before they 
work something out. 


I also had a call from the board member from Gotch, trying to get his head around it. He wanted 
to know what I intended to do during my 2 days off. I gave him the original line about cataloging the 
Mesons film collection. Which I would like to do, and they want as well, but it’ll be months before they’re 
ready to start. In the meantime I’ve got a lot of writing and reading and knitting and preserving to do, 
but I didn’t scare him with the details. CEOs of magazine companies aren’t likely to understand when 
their staff take time off work to devote it to archaic crafts. 


I’ve also had a few arguments with Michelle about it. She's pretty conservative about work, and when I 
told her about Jon and the fact they didn’t have a contract ready yet, she went off and wouldn’t talk to 
me for most of the day yesterday. Since she had cancer she’s lost a lot of her sense of security, so anything 
that risks the stability of our lives threatens her. I thinks she needs to deal with this, because it causes 
her a lot of greif - her company keeps heaping more duties on her and she won't do a thing about it. She 
complains, but they obviously know she won’t leave. 


Speaking of the Mesons, we went over there last night. Michelle watched their rather sensational videos 
about how satanic influences are invading the secret world government, while I taught Aspa how to use 
the content management on their [1]website. She created and edited the April program herself, but it 
looks like there’s a permission problem with the media uploader, so I had to FTP the graphics into place. 
Looks like Jamie might be back on the telly before too long. 


Today is Pams birthday. I gave her the [2]Research Guide to Bodily Fluids, which should go down 
well. She, and Michelle and their whole family, spend inordinate amounts of time talking about shit. 
Michelle’s late grandmother was the champion of this, she was notorious for having a stack of toilet paper 
in her bathroom over 6 feet tall, in case she ran out. 
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It's also my fathers birthday today. I still miss him, although I’ve mostly stopped talking to him in 
my head. One of the terrible things about losing a parent you had a real dialog with, is it keeps on going! 
Because I know his responses so well, I was still arguing with him in my mind for years, and because I 
knew the holes in my own stance on any topic, he would always win! 


Camille is coming up from Melbourne today. She will be staying with Kate and Adam tonight, and 
then our place tomorrow and Saturday. Shopuld be a lot of fun, although tiring, she’s an avid vintage 
clothes shopper. We’re going to the Sounds on Saturday, and hopefully we can drag her to the robots on 
Sunday at the Chauvel. Apparently Malcolm is rather depressed, his job in Melbourne is not running out 
the way he imagined. The company he works for now is run by an old mate of his, who lured him down 
to Melbourne with talk of hiring him to build servers. Instead, he’s been doing high-pressure helpdesk 
duties since he arrived. 


1. http: //www.mumeson. org/ 
2. http: //www.amazon.com/RE-Search-Guide-Bodily-Fluids/dp/1890451045 


6.3.11 (2007-03-30 15:43) 


Last night we took Pam out to a Chinese restaurant. It was the good old-fashioned Australian Chinese, 
with oilcloth on the tables, a fish tank, hexagonal paper lanterns, and western cutlery at each place as 
well as chopsticks, which came in a paper sleeve illustrated with instructions in how to use them. 


It wasn’t so bad, and we had a couple of good beef dishes. This used to be the only Asian cuisine 
available in Australia until about 35 years ago. Luckily, Pams favourite Chinese place was closed, so we 
didn’t have to have her favourite Sesame Beef, which has so much sugar it’s practically beef flavoured 
toffee. 


It was interesting looking at the liquor shelves behind the counter, with 2 bottles of creme de men- 
the, a serious tipple if ever there was! They had several brandies, including the salubrious Chateau 
Tanunda, and various other things. The Galliano recalled a long forgotten memory. My parents had in 
their liquor cabinet a tall thin conical bottle of a drink called Fiori d’Alpini. I remember mum telling me 
it meant Alpine Flowers, and was made from said flowers. The interesting thing was, the bottle contained 
a branching black juniper twig. It was meant to be frosted with white sugar crystals, because the liquor 
was a saturated solution, but in the Australian heat these had dissolved and then precipitated again and 
again until they formed a solid plug of sugar in the base, leaving the twig bare. 


I remember one very hot summer, the bottle exploded! It went off with a bang, and mum was very 
upset, her father had given it to her. She gave us a taste, I liked it very much. The closest taste I can 
think of would be Cointreau. 


Q. What filthy animal is notorious for constantly grooming itself? 
A. Housefly. And Michael. 


I swear he never ever stops picking his nose. His mannerisms are hideous. He inserts his finger and 
makes scraping motions, like a grub rooting inside a wound, and which is completely redundant because 
he bites off his fingernail. Then he withdraws the finger and inspects it. Then he makes pinching motions 
inside his capacious nostril with his thumb and finger, which is also redundant, because they are so fat 
they couldn’t possibly grip anything. Then he rubs the tip of his nose and then makes a weird motion of 
his upper lip, similar to the moustache-wriggle of Charlie Chaplin. It continues all day. 
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Another horrible habit is his ear scraping. He has a small key, like a locker key, which he keeps for 
this purpose. It has a large plastic grip and a small metal tongue. He likes to repeatedly insert it in his 
earhole and scrape around, then withdraw it and inspect it closely. He does each ear several times a day. 


Altogether it really does remind me of a fly, a big fat horse fly. 


peculia (2007-03-30 06:07:47) 

I used to work in one of those places - though we had cloth tablecloths, and plastic chopsticks (I once made a 
table full of customers laugh while clearing the dishes away. They’d spilled some that horrendously fluorescent 
sweet’n’sour sauce on the tablecloth. One of them apologised. I looked at the cloth and replied, ”Awwww, now 
we have to wash it”). I would occasionally make cocktails for the patrons, yes, with creme de menthe. I got pretty 
good at liqueur coffees. Those ubiquitous Galliano bottles only ever came down for cleaning, though. 


carbonunit (2007-03-31 08:45:32) 
Fascinating, I had no idea they were actually used. Michelle thought they were left behind by previous patrons! 
Maybe next time Ill ask for a cocktail and see what happens. 


peculia (2007-04-01 23:30:53) 
Something very dodgy. 


richgoth (2007-03-30 11:56:40) 
you would like my mums favourite tipple...its called Hierbas Tunel http://www.tunel.com/hierbas.asp?lang=es 
comes with a sprig of aniseed in every bottle 


carbonunit (2007-03-31 08:47:31) 
That looks interesting, and I’m sure it would be a very good digestif with the aniseed. It’s green enough to make 
a good absinthe substitute as well. 


6.3.12 (2007-03-31 21:11) 


We just had a cool candlelight dinner of cold meat and cheese with Cam. I don’t think we saved any 
power really, because just before this Cam took 1 hour with a hair dryer to get her hair right. It’s the 
thought that counts. I mean, we could have sat and watched DVDs for an hour while chewing our food, 
but instead we sat in the dark and talked a lot. 


Going out to the Sounds tonight. Cam has successfully achieved that cloche hair style wth all the 
ends of her hair turned up, and she's wearing a pink silk hostie suit she made herself, with a pillbox hat. 
Pm wearing a brown felt tie that's as wide as it is long. Michelle is wearing black tonight. It should be 


good. Looking forward to seeing Clare as well, down from Wilcannia for the first time since her posting 
to a school there. 


6.4 April 


6.4.1 Weekend (2007-04-03 10:34) 


Camille visited us from Melbourne on the weekend, which was a blast. 
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On Saturday she went off to meet up with some old work friends, while Michelle and I headed 
for a project we've been wanting to start for some time; look for a new cafe. Now that the former Green 
Iguana has been thoroughly ruined by being turned into an Italian restaurant that doesn't even open at 
night, we need one. 


The first one we checked out was in Annandale, but it was too crowded. Actually I’ve always 
liked the Art Gallery cafe in Annandale but Michelle doesn’t lke it, possibly because one of our ex 
warehouse flatmates worked there. So we headed over to Marrickville, where we tried the cafe near the 
park there. It was pretty good, run by Portuguese, not too crowded, nice and relaxed. We'll go back 
again. 


Then we headed up to Reverse Garbage, where I found some very cheap hanks of maroon wool 
and some Danger signs. Got some good siding planks from the Bower as well, for more bookcases. Every 
horizontal surface in the lounge room is covered in books, so it’s time to build a new one. 


Next we picked up Cam and headed for the Spotlight store in Rockdale. There I wandered around 
[1]bored into a [2]daze while [3]the girls shopped for material and patterns. Actually it wasn’t so bad, 
and Michelle is going to knit me a scarf with some more wool I found, which has a cool tweedy texture. 
Camille scored some vintage print fabric and a pattern. 


Then back home, and our candlelight dinner. We weren’t alone, of course, it seems about half of 
Sydney joined in, which is nice. There was a lot of cynicism in the media about the idea, but it was 
really pleasant. Also, the materialist media concentrated entirely too much on how much, or how little, 
energy was saved and carbon pollution prevented by the exercise, but they’re totally missing the point. 
Nobody really turned their lights off to prevent carbon release, they did it to show their readiness to 
be serious about the future, and to prove that it isn’t the end of the world to give up some priveleges 
for a good cause. Without going into a rant, our PM reasons that nothing that could damage our high 
standard of living can or will be tolerated by the populace, so he focuses on the idea of building giant 
new nuclear power stations and damming more rivers, rather than reducing consumption and promoting 
efficiency. We talked about these things. We enjoy our lives more than most people, but our tastes are 
pretty humble. Knitting, sewing, reading, visiting each other and watching movies, and it’s only our 
jobs which prevent us from having the leisure to travel everywhere by public transport. If only there 
was a better way... 


Sounds of Seduction was excellent in the new venue. Hermans bar is in the Wentworth building, 
but it aint the Wentworth bar, it’s underneath. It’s just a small room with a bar, but the open space 
outside and lack of noise restrictions means they won’t face the complaints they got at Headquarters 
and the Marquee. 


[4] Camille was lovely as always, and of course Michelle also. We 
all dec for hours, and Camille spelled Janine in the go-go cage several times. We stayed right to the 
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end, which we don't usually do, being old and decrepit, but it would have been churlish to ask Camille 
to leave early. 


One regular we haven't talked to before, Jonathan, gave us a lift home. He lives at Mittagong, 
which is well over 100K out of town, and regularly drives to and from the city! We saw him the next 
day too at the Robot Fair. 


We were pretty hung over Sunday morning. I dosed myself up with Berocca and Panediene and 
L-lysine and coffee and even water, and soon felt a bit more human. Cam was having lunch with some 
friends, so we dropped her off at the Marrickville community centre. They have great Sunday organic 
markets there, outside Reverse Garbage. Janine was there too. It would have been nice to stay but we 
were determined to go the Robot Fair at the Chauvel. Vern Pullen, infamous columnist in the free music 
papers, had organised a small celebration of robots, with stalls selling tin toy robots, classic antique 
models, and a selection of films. They had some guys playing circuit-bent Gameboy music, and Aspa 
was there carving Robby the Robot out of styrofoam. 


We aren’t that interested in the models, although Michelle has collected some plastic robot toys 
from the 70s. The movies were amazing. First, there was a documentary about the Japanese tradition 
called Karakuri, of constructing wooden puppets and automata driven by clockwork that are essentially 
robots, since the 17th century. One common device is a small tea serving doll. The doll runs on wheels, 
driven by a spring, and activated by the weight of a tea cup on a tray in it’s hands. There is a cam 
inside the motor which can be adjusted to make the doll turn and return at different distances from the 
starting point. So, the doll will wait until a tea cup is placed on it’s tray, then roll forward, stop when 
the guest lifts the cup from the tray, then turn and return when the cup is replaced. 


The tradition is organised around the concept of intrigue, that the mechanism is hidden and one 
is supposed to wonder how the effect was created. Another device that illustrated this was a doll that 
shot arrows. It would take an arrow from a stand, fit it to a bow, and shoot it at a target. In a second 
layer of obfuscation, some of the clockworks were shwn, but there was a second doll apparently turning 
a crank handle to power the archer! 


So the documentary followed an Australian artist who seemed to do not much more than trans- 
plant doll heads onto robot bodies and call the ”Girltron”, who travelled to Japan on a grant to meet the 
last remaining artist who built these dolls. They finished with a section on parade floats with manequins 
controlled by pulling strings, like puppets, only the strings wind around pulleys inside their limbs and 
use a lot of the same technology as modern robots to move their limbs. 


There was also a reel from the Mu Mesons, of a forgotten Japanese adventure show called Red 
Baron. It was apparently banned from being shown on Aus television because it was too violent, and 
I can see why! There was the usual tiger team of secret agents, all with different martial art skills, 
fighting the baddies, and their special weapon was the Red Barn, a giant mecha. I’m sure Thunderbirds 
was ripped off this show, they even launched the Red Barn from beneath a sliding swimming pool! Also 
they had elaborate security measures in their secret base, not least of which was, the control board was 
a grand piano! Yep, they had to sit down and play a grand piano to control their screens, launch the 
robot and do various other things. 


Then we saw a pilot episode of a new series that looked promising but a little juvenile, caled 
Tetsujin 28. It had a neat Steampunk edge to it. A young boy discovers his father was part of a secret 
project to build giant remote control battle robots, based on plans designed in WWII. In fact, they 
succeeded, before his father dissapeared, and when a giant black robot called Black Ox starts trashing 
Tokyo he gets recruited to control his fathers robot to fight it. 


After all this we barely had time to meet up with Cam in the pub with Kate and Adam, and 
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take her to the airport. We're sorry to see her go, but she has a new job to start and hopefully that wil 
work out for her. 


1. [ittp://unw. Liz com/photos/mattspong/444247767/] 
2. http://w. flickr con/photos/mattspong/444218363/ 
3. hvtp://uww flickr .con/photos/uat tspong/444247763/ 
4. hvtp://uww.flickr .con/photos/uat tspong/444252356/ 


yD 


6.4.2 The Thing About Neville Chunk 6 (2007-04-03 19:21) 


Here comes more of the exciting adventure of everybody’s favourite loser! In todays thrilling chunk, 
Neville discovers just exactly what goes on in the Tartarus club! 


It was a large room, full of regularly spaced square columns. The light was low, and there were 
many shadows, so it was hard to see clearly. Beneath the music he could hear a subdued buzz of 
conversation, strangely urgent, as though it was a party on the bridge of a battleship. Punctuating this 
noise, a random, staccato crack, snap and thwap. 


Just inside the door stood a young woman, with long black hair, elbow length white lace gloves, 
and a voluptuously flowing red velvet dress. She was tending to a strange machine, a metal tripod taller 
than herself, the kind which Neville recognized from his days working for the railways, for access to deep 
manholes. Depending from the apex of the tripod, beneath a swivel, hung a large leather bag, covered 
in lengths of chromed zipper. She spun the bag with her hands, patiently twisting back and forth at the 
waist, grasping the sides of the bag and turning it around, working to speed it up. Neville watched it 
spin. Something inside it was moving. 


That was wrong, so he looked away. 


Nearby, a body hung from the rafters. A young man in black leather shorts hung from chromed 
manacles. An older man, portly, with walrus mustache and small round glasses, also shirtless and 
wearing skimpy black underpants, was hitting his bottom with a cricket bat. Neville’s eyes caromed off 
this sight like billiard balls bouncing off a cushion. 


A small group of Nazis stood nearby, as pudgy and rotund as Neville himself. At least they 
weren’t doing things to each other, he thought. He tried to move in their direction, but Glia insistently 
drew him away. He gazed at them, resplendent in their jodhpurs, tight woolen jackets tinkling with 
enameled medals and pins. They leered at him as Glia led him away, toasted him with with their tiny 
glasses of schnapps. Their cynical eyes gleamed beneath the bills of their caps, and they turned and 
moved in a series of heroic postures, now dramatically throwing a cape back from their shoulders, now 
taking a couple of steps on exquisitely tight leather boots. 


They stood besides three rows of church pews, complete with embroidered kneelers and brass 
name plaques. Seated in the rows were a small congregation of old, naked men. They chattered together 
like the old codgers at the local RSL, while pawing at each others limp penises. The way their slack 
white skin hung in folds reminded Neville of the bellies of fish. 


One, a professorial old gentleman with a mane of frizzy white hair, stood from the front pew 
and tottered over towards them. Neville recoiled, but Glia smiled and held fast. 


"Hello Glia my dear, lovely to see you tonight. Hello young fella, haven't seen you here before. 
Have you had your cock sucked yet?” 
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Neville mutely shook his head. 


"I did a bit earlier, it was lovely!” He grinned inanely while his eyes wandered around the room. 
"Good crowd tonight, but nothing really exciting. Well, toodleoo.” The old geezer wandered away, 
scratching absently his bare buttocks. Glia tugged and they moved further on. 


They turned and made to cross the large chamber. Here a long corridor stretched almost the en- 
tire length of the room. Near the centre, a wooden A frame reached from the floor to the ceiling. A 
young man, clad only in threadbare grey jockeys, hung by his lashed wrists from the point of the A. His 
legs were spread, lashed securely with leather strips to either upright of the frame. Large candelabra 
stood to either side, illuminating the faint weals that ran across his scrawny back. 


Neville, trudging in shock, almost walked into the path of the lash. Glia just managed to haul 
him back before it whistled out of the dark. It struck loudly but harmlessly, most of the force being 
wasted by the tip as it wrapped around the victims shoulder and struck the wooden uprights, before 
being whisked away. 


The wielder of the whip approached them now. It was Phallia, imposing in a black lace corset 
cinched incredibly tight over a leather miniskirt that revealed disturbing lengths of angular white legs. 
She grinned as she coiled the braided whip and slung it across her shoulder. 


"You came! I’m so glad!” she murmered, and patted Neville comfortingly on the shoulder. She 
stooped a little and looked him in the eye. "Welcome to our dungeon. Not many dragons, I’m afraid, 
but they’re here, let me assure you!” and she laughed. Neville shivered a little in response. Phallia 
glanced past him to her victim. She straightened, approached him and, reaching around his hip, began 
to squeeze and knead his genitals. 


”Has he said anything?” she suddenly asked Glia. 
"No.” 


”Oh well. Put him on the bleachers and leave him there, that's a good girl. Check up on him 
every hour, and toss him out at three if he hasn't left already.” 


Glia pulled and Neville followed, staring as Phallia finished her investigation of her victims groin 
and returned to her position at the far wall of the room. Soon the lash was whistling through the air 
once more. Now Glia led him towards a small stand of bleachers which stood roughly opposite the pews 
of old men. They were literally bleached from the sun, and stained with tomato sauce, and obviously 
once seated spectators at an oval. Neville was grateful to sit on the bottom bench while Glia turned and 
headed for the entrance to the room. 


The music changed, from German oompah to some kind of maudlin pop. A lisping male voice 
sang something about the strength of strings. Neville watched a beautiful girl approach from his right. 
She wore a striped corset and long stockings to the tops of her thighs. Her pubic hair had been shaved 
into a perfect question mark. Her face was obscured behind an elaborate Venetian domino mask, fringed 
with feathers and lines of sequins. Her hands were outstretched before her, palms down, and she moved 
slowly - he realized she was blinded, the mask had no eye holes. 


Closer, and he could see past her shoulder to the man who urged her on. He wore a severe 
evening suit, with cummerbund, starched white shirt, and a diadem at the throat. His hair was 
brilliantined and smoothed back from a stern craggy forehead, and fastened with something black and 
glittering at the nape. He guided his charge with white cotton gloved hands on either hip. 
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They passed directly before Neville, and before he realized what he had done the girl tripped 
and stumbled over his outstretched leg. Her master grimaced and held her upright with great effort, 
before casting a smouldering glance of accusatory wrath at Neville. 


”I- Pm sorry!” Neville begged, and the mans expression softened slightly. Neville retracted his 
outstretched legs, and the couple passed him, heading for a nearby rack. The gentleman began to strap 
his charge to the ornate brass rails of this device with soft cotton bandages. 


Neville surveyed the room. Nearby, stern women were performing a formal ritual involving can- 
dles. They wore open leather vests and short cutoff trousers, and their skin was tanned and weather 
beaten. Many had large gold rings through pierced nipples. Their hair was sun-bleached and tied back 
with cords. With great ceremony they passed the candles back and forth across each others limbs and 
dripped rivulets of wax to form a mesh of congealed white. Moving slowly and gracefully to avoid 
shattering their creations. 


Further, a thickset young man wearing nylon football shorts and team shirt leaned against a 
folding massage table. He wore football shoes, studs removed. Now he stood, wandered aimlessly past 
the women with the candles, who frowned at him. A girl in a shredded wedding gown, hair half shaved 
from her scalp, shook her head when he propositioned her. He circled around and approached Neville, 
sitting next to him on the bleachers. 


"Don't know why I bother. You don’t look like you're having much luck either?” Neville shook 
his head mutely. 


”No, didn’t think so. I’m a professional, you see. I do sports massage, footballers and cricket 
players. Ligaments, interstitials, cramps. Good money, but I get sick and tired of hairy men lying on my 
table!” He chuckled and nudged Neville familiarly. “So, I came here, but no takers! Except the guys, and 
that’s not what I want. I’m not a sicko, not like this mob, I just like giving women massages. Oh well, I 
might go soon.” He stood and wandered off, scanning the crowd for potential customers for his table. 
The music was now pounding, fuzzy, electronic rock. A woman with an angry voice sang, "and 
they won’t be happy till they kill each other”. Neville spied Glia drifting between the tableaus across the 
room. She stopped and spoke to a tall man in a harness covered in chrome rings and buckles, who had 
just lit a cigarette. He shrugged and stubbed out his smoke in the extended palm of the pale youth he 
had just finished lashing to a wooden chair. Glia continued until she disappeared through a door further 
down the room. 


The masseaur returned and flopped hopelessly down on the benches. "Got any cards mate? Nothing else 
to do.” 


Wordlessly Neville drew an enameled tin from his backpack. Like a small biscuit tin, except the 
painted label depicted a wizard casting a spell rather than a basket of puppies. 


"You know how to play Spellcaster?” he asked the masseaur, who shook his head. Neville re- 
moved a desk from the tin and started cutting it. 


"It’s not hard. Each card in this deck is a spell. First Dll deal us each some spells, then Ill 
start cutting the Adventure deck to work out a scenario.” The masseaur looked puzzled. “It’s like a 
computer game, only with cards.” 


”Oh, I dunno. I play solitaire sometimes on the computer at the gym but I don’t-” 


"Don't worry, Pll explain everything.” Soon Neville had a game set up to his liking. The melee 
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was standard; orcs, tunnels, and he was generous with the spells. He showed Terry the masseaur how to 
work out which spells were appropriate to the scenario, and explained some finer points of strategy. Of 
course he made sure he kept winning, but that was expected. Neville always enjoyed playing novices at 
games he knew intimately. 


During the second round a couple of Nazis wandered past and joined them. Neville dealt them 
in and soon the party was deep in combat against a Gelatinous Cube. The Nazis were good players, 
some of them were even familiar with the game. Neville had to strain his skills to beat them, but he 
won. Under their leather watch caps and high-collared military jackets they reminded him of his friends 
in the game club in the cub hall. 


As they played the night progressed, as it had so many times before. The exquisitely dressed 
gentleman, and his slave with the question mark on her mons, finished their performance in a flurry 
of rapid fire slaps of the paddle. A film of perspiration barely moistening his brow, the sadistic dandy 
untied his love, and poured her a chilled glass of chablis from a bottle he brought in his crocodile skin 
case. They chatted urbanely with some of the battle-scarred lesbians, who took turns removing the 
fragments of wax from each others hair as they talked. The crafters meanwhile tenderly snipped and 
extracted the cotton from their subjects back, sprinkling her wounds with black pepper, which closed 
them seamlessly with its astringent power and didn't even sting. 


The music was sadder, more final, now. A lean clear girls voice sang about watching the stars 
go out. Meanwhile Phallia tired of wielding her lash, the strokes were starting to go astray, so she 
relented and abandoned the young man who hung in his traces like a tired horse. A sense of accomplish- 
ment seemed to permeate the room, a sense that they had worked together and reached a destination. 
Where they had arrived was a matter for conjecture, but arrive they had, at somewhere different yet 
familiar. Phallia was familiar with this feeling, she sought it as the highlight of each evening in the club. 


However, tonight the feeling was tainted, there was something amiss. She looked around the 
room, her piercing dark eyes lingering on each tableau and scene of suffering, familiar and reassuring to 
her. It was the rowdy sound of men's voices. It was the sound of lads playing cards, dealing spells on 
the bleachers. She approached, closely followed by Glia, who had sensed it as well. They stood side by 
side, watching the game. Neville dealt another hand, expertly keeping track of the players as he went. 

"That's a psionic spell, I can tell by the colour, you should save that, the monster isn't intelli- 
gent. Okay, that's four, five, four, and you lost the last melee so you get nothing, you're unconscious 
under a sleep spell. Sorry, it's the rules.” Then silence, and he looked up and was caught in the forceful 


gaze of Phallia. 


"Interesting game.” She stepped forward and took a hand from an unresisting Nazi. “Is this your 
D &D?” 


"No... this is Spellcaster cards. It’s simpler, easier to learn. I... hope you don't mind?” 


”Mind? I don’t mind. Do you mind?” She gestured around the room. Neville took in the chains, the 
straps, the racks and benches and all the dramatic panoply of pain. 


"Well, I don’t really... that is, it isn’t... I didn't know.” 
”So now you DO know, do you mind?” she insisted. 
Neville hesitated. He hated critical moments. 


"No ” 
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”So NEXT time you come, what pleasure would you like to try? What new experience can we 
offer you? This is a house of pain, not a social circle. It’s not a men’s club full of Italian pappas in hats, 
playing baccarat.” Neville cringed. 


"Well, I guess I won't be coming back.” He started to gather the cards back in from the sheepish 
Nazis and sort them into his tin. Phallia turned and stomped off, her boots clacking loudly on the 
unsealed timber floor. 


The Nazis, grumbling, stood and prepared to leave. There was a rustle at his side and Glia sat 
down on the bench, picking up a card from the floor. It was a death spell, a harpy wreathed in lightning 
bolts hovering above a man in armour. Plus two when used on a paladin, Neville remembered. A thin 
line of drool ran down her receding chin from the cleft in her lip. She silently handed him the card. 


Gazing at her face, Neville realised how much he wanted to come back. He wasn’t in love, not 
really, but he thought he was. He was infatuated. Her damaged face promised he wouldn’t be rejected. 


”If I came back, next week, would they let me in?” 
”Yes. If you pay.” she lisped quietly. 

”Will they whip me? Tie me up?” 

”Yes, if you let them. If you want it. No if you don't.” 


"Then I will. Don't tell.” He shoved the painted tin deep in his crowded backpack and stood, 
wincing and hissing as his parched joints grumbled and his scars and truss bit his flesh. Like a new-risen 
golem he began slowly shuffling towards the door. 


In the antechamber, Rosanne lounged behind her desk. She watched him leave with a moue of 
disapproval. Good riddance, she thought, what a creep. She returned to counting the nights take as 
the regulars filed out past her. Glia came and fetched her bucket of antiseptic and sponges for wiping 
down the gear. Good girl, thought Rosanne. She never had to be asked. Poor girl, thought Neville, 
standing just around the corner looking back. He turned and approached the lifts. She reminded him 
of Cinderella, with her ugly sisters, being forced to clean and polish. Who was there to rescue her, 
surrounded by perverts and Nazis? Only him, he reasoned, with some satisfaction, he was her only hope. 
He would rescue her. It was his destiny. 


Neville expected a fuss when he arrived home, but in this he was pleasantly disappointed. Usu- 
ally when arriving home from a night out he headed straight for the kitchen, but tonight, remembering 
previous times when he had dropped the cake tin or a glass and summoned the harridan for a heated 
argument, he decided to creep up the stairs and head straight for his room. Besides, he remembered, 
there was an unopened packet of Christmas toffees hidden in his desk. 


Lying in his grubby bed, surrounded by sticky wrappers, cheeks packed with sickly sweetness, he 
reflected on the night. It had a dreamlike texture, the memories felt strangely foreign, as though he was 
remembering a movie. There was no doubt that he would return. The only problem was, what could he 
tell his mates at the club? Somehow it seemed backward to return to the cub hall basement, to roll dice 
with the losers. But what else was there? 
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This might shock you, but a lot of this material I wrote from experience. I don’t habitually go 
to bondage clubs, but I have visited two. 


Funnily enough, both times was through the agency of my old friend Edan Mumford. Edan went 
to the same school as I, although we never met there. He was in my brothers year, and he arrived the 
year after I graduated. 


Edan has always been interested in the darker realms of experience. One day, while I was living 
in the old Cyberspace warehouse in Glebe, he rocked by and suggested we pay a visit to the Black 
Market. This notorious establishment was in the news at the time, doing rather cool things like showing 
the movie Salo, and hosting themed nights that challenged the church with blasphemous rituals. It was 
also the hangout of some pretty vicious bikers, who liked to mingle with the depravity and sell drugs to 
the patrons, while picking fights with and killing the occasional punter who pissed them off. This is why 
it got shut down eventually. 


Anyway, I remember the rows of bikes parked outside, and the wax encrusted candelabra in the 
stairway. We had to climb to the second level before reaching the actual dungeon, the ground floor was 
just a regular night club. We both wore leather jackets and they would have just assumed we were a 
couple of fresh faced queer boys out for a titillating night. 


Inside we found a large room pulsing to some damn good trance techno. There were more black 
iron candelabra and lots of hanging chains and ironware. A crowd of people stood around like the 
audience of a street busker. The focus of their attention was a row of three A-frame racks. There was a 
bevy of very luscious young ladies in rubber harnesses who were selecting victims from the crowd and 
strapping them in for a paddling or some wax dripping. They seemed to have the best luck persuading 
skunky rock dudes with skinny white chests and long greasy hair. Scourging their pimpled backs was 
probably the closest thing to a decent scrub they had ever had. Most of the crowd however was nervous 
suburbanites, curious young hipsters like ourselves, but there was a large contingent of soft-eyed older 
men as well. They all had strange twisted smiles and guilty eyes, and many of them were almost 
completely frozen like panicking rabbits. They wore cheap business suits or sportswear. This scene was 
definitely a peak experience for them. 


So the dominas plied their trade, constantly trying to persuade these older men to join in, but 
they never did. Neither did we. I stood as far back from the front of the crowd as I could, on some 
risers. At one point I shuffled a bit to the side to let someone pass and heard a voice from near my 
feet yelling at me to be careful. Looking down I saw a human face staring up from an oval hole in the 
riser. Someone was imprisoned in the coffin-like box, getting off on resisting our weight as we stood on 
him. Then I looked up and realised there was an alcove in the wall, actually an opening leading into 
the next room where there was a dance floor. A super fit young black man was go-go dancing there, in 
a skin-tight tee-shirt and cut-off jeans. he gazed vacantly down on the action while cycling through a 
repetitious series of moves. 


We only stayed for an hour before leaving. I found those older men the most disturbing. There 
was something deeply wrong about their stillness, their guilty glances and their little smiles. It was as 
though the real thrill for them was the risk of being discovered. Perhaps they were all bent preachers or 
school principles or something, I’m sure at least some of them were. 


The second time I experienced bondage first hand, Edan called and asked if I would be inter- 
ested in helping some friends of his. They had a small business designing and making bondage clothing, 
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and they were planning to do a performance at a club in Surry Hills. I based the Tartarus club on this 
establishment, although it was really much more primitive. 


We met the young couple at their home in Annandale, where they explained the plan. They had 
a device called The Sack, which was the tripod with leather sack that Neville saw. We would wear their 
clothes, and hold up a curtain while they prepared. The guy would climb inside The Sack along with a 
fair amount of cheap cuts of meat, and when he was ready we would reveal The Sack and his girlfriend 
would help him emerge in a way which was obviously meant to be a birth. 


They gave me a jacket made of green and red dyed suede, with the sleeves cut into long ribbons 
running from the shoulder to the cuff. I had to wear this without a shirt underneath, and it was pretty 
itchy. That’s bondage for you, I guess. I had long hair at the time, with a receding hairline, and I was a 
lot thinner to, so I looked pretty good in a depraved kind of way. I can’t remember what Edan wore, or 
Martin my brother, who was in on the gig as well. So we loaded the Sack, tripod and various other tools 
into their van and cruised down to the club. I remember carrying some gear up some stairs from the 
street and into a small anteroom. There was a counter staffed by some very cheerful and buxom looking 
young ladies, who welcomed us very warmly and waved us inside. Some of them recognised me from my 
days running a stall at Glebe markets a few years before. 


Inside the room was mostly as I have described, except it wasn’t as well appointed. I mean, it 
was obviously a warehouse, and the gear wasn’t as permanently installed. They were leasing what must 
have once been a garment or fabric wholesale outlet, the counter at the entrance would have been where 
shoppers bought the goods. It could have been a dance studio or gym by day. 


A lot of the details I described happened. The naked old men sitting on benches fondling each 
others limp dicks, and the one who cheerfully asked in a cracked voice if I had had my cock sucked. It 
was so surreal, so unthreatening. The performance went off without a hitch - to a muffled soundtrack 
of groaning and industrial noises this guy was born from his Sack in a shower of smelly meat bits. The 
audience was mostly puzzled, I remember one of the Nazis saying to his friend ”I think it’s some kind 
of art thing.” They weren’t particularly smart or anything, if anything they were dumber than your 
average person. The masseur was there, and he told us his story of being sick and tired of pounding 
hairy footballers and wanted to massage a girl, and having no takers. The sophisticated sadist and his 
beautiful slave were there. I accidentally tripped her myself, exactly as described. A man put on a 
great show of whipping his boyfriend with an amazingly long bullwhip, pausing every now and then to 
approach him and give him a reach-around. 


I left about an hour after our show finished, it was all too much. I walked home in that damn 
jacket, and had it hanging in my studio for months. I remember it went a little moldy and they were 
pretty annoyed when I gave it back. Martin stayed for longer and got to witness the flesh embroidery, 
which he told me about later. Apart from the weirdly aloof gaggle of Nazis I thought this crowd was far 
healthier than the audience in the Black Market, but I was cured forever of my assumption that people 
engaged in this kind of activity must be more intelligent than average. I don’t know where this prejudice 
came from, I guess I always assumed you would have to reject mainstream morality to engage in this 
behaviour, but I realised that in many ways these people were just as conservative as regular folk and 
maybe even more so. The real thrill for them came from deliberately breaking the clauses of their keenly 
perceived social contract, and people like my friends and I, who felt alienated already, didn’t believe 
such a contract existed. We just liked having drug sex in warehouses. 


richgoth (2007-04-03 23:11:30) 
haha very cool! 


432 


6.4.3 (2007-04-04 11:57) 


Greg Egan's next novel will be called Incandescence. He's published a short story set in the same 
universe[l]here. It’s extremely good. 


1. http://gregegan. customer .netspace.net .au/INCANDESCENCE/00/Crocodile. html 


6.4.4 Our country road trip (2007-04-13 15:57) 
I have been slack, I admit it. 


Last weekend we went for a 4 day expedition into the wild countryside West of Sydney. We 
stayed in Orange, Cootamundra and Yass. 


Michelle and I set out on Friday 6th, heading north-west to Bells Line of Road and passing 
through Richmond. I wasn’t driving, as it was a overcast day and the threat of holiday traffic was a 
bit frightening. All those red-faced steroidal boofheads dragging their power boat to a river or lake 
somewhere so they can have the satisfaction of moving really fast for some breif seconds of time. 


After a brief stop at Tutti Fruiti (where they were refreshingly busy, serving the holiday drivers) 
we headed on through the mountains and down through Lithgow. 


Then we headed west, through nice green countryside recently watered by heavy rains. It was 
lovely to drive through green fields, although they didn’t extend too far west. Our first target was 
Dark Corner, a locality that always intrigued us. After a bit of confusion finding the turnoff, we passed 
through Sunny and approached, and passed through, Dark Corner. There is nothing there. Just road, 
some chicken farms, dams, a fire brigade shed, and trees. 


Then I had a bit of an accident. Nothing serious, but it did put a damper on the day. We 
stopped for a drink, and I climbed up a pile of gravel sitting by the roadside, as one does. Then I ran 
down the side of this mini-mountain of gravel towards Michelle, waving my arms above my head like a 
gibbon or an attacking Yowie, as one does. And, in this manner I pulled a muscle in my back. Damn. It 
felt just like the sort of crick or stuck joint that one usually fixes with a bit of a stretch, but no matter 
how I stretched or contorted it remained. I was partially imobilised, unable to turn my head or body to 
the right, which really put a cramp (heh) in my plans to drive, at least for that day. At least Michelle 
was very supportive, and she drugged me with a couple of panediene and bought some hot salve at the 
chemist for later. 


And so, gently writhing in my seat, Michelle drove me onwards all the way to Orange. I don’t 
remember much from this day because of the pain. Orange seemed very nice, cool at night, and full 
of older buildings which had been torn down in the other towns we passed through. We stayed at the 
Metropolitan hotel on corner of Anson and Byng, oposite the town hall, and I had a nice steak in their 
restaurant on the balcony, just the thing for Good Friday. 


BTW the photos can be seen [1]here. I’m still experimenting with this PHP method of display- 
ing Flickr photos so it might look a bit funky sometimes. 


My back still hurt, but after we left town Michelle let me do some driving. It’s much easier in 
the countryside with fewer signs and intersections. Better practice at staying within the lane. Over the 
whole weekend I found that it’s quite hard switching from long-distance driving mode to town mode. 
Suddenly having to understand signs in quick succession and be aware of the pedestrians, who in the 
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country seem to just plunge off the footpath and cross the road at any time. 


Passing through some nameless small town we saw this meeting of small Renault drivers. They 
parked their cars in a line and were taking photos and chatting. There seemed to be quite a few motoring 
meetups in the country over the holidays. 


One thing I noticed while driving was the tumbleweeds. Not the large American type, but there 
is a species of grass with a head that breaks off and tumbles across the cround like a spidery caltrop. 
It was quite eerie watching hoards of these things crossing the road ahead, and then drive over them 
without a single crunch. 


The country here was much drier. The fields were dusty, dead, and the remaining trees are dy- 
ing in the drought. The only really green country we saw was under irrigation by giant roving sprinklers 
on wheels. At one point we saw some fields with a new mown lawn effect, bright green, but we realised 
that a desperate farmer had planted wheat in the hope it might rain and we were seeing the sprouts that 
would most certainly die very soon. 


—— 


At one point I looked up and saw this emu running along- 
side the car! It: must have been tame, when we stopped and approached it there was no fear. I fed it 
grapes, which it enjoyed. Emus are adapted to eat anything small and round, from fruits to nuts to 
tubers. They make a nice booming noise. 


For lunch we stopped in Cowra and had a burger in the milkbar. Cowra was the site of a WWII 
concentration camp (yes, we had them here too) and in one dramatic incident called the [2]Cowra 
Breakout the prisoners escaped. You see a lot of Japanese tourists in Cowra visiting the memorials. The 
burgers were large and very good, but we were going to get pretty tired of the country diet, which is 
heavy on the meat and potatoes. 


We were heading South now, towards Young. We stayed there before in the main hotel when we 
were [3]thinking of buying a church at Bendick Murrel and moving to the country. [4]The church was 
Catholic when it was a church, made of thick bluestone walls. Now the land in the area is very dry. Pm 
glad we decided not to do it. 


We did see another church for sale, much smaller, at a place called [5]Woodonga. Looks nice, 
but very small, too small for living in but perfect for a holiday shack. Very cheap too, about $75000. I’m 
tempted, although it was close to a creek in bottom lands and probably subject to occassional flooding. 


When we reached Young it was still light, and we made a decision to push on to Cootamundra. 
Seemed like a good idea at the time, but when we got there we found almost every room in town was 
booked out. The streets were full of beefed up utes, covered in giant stainless steel bullbars and tall 
waving CB arials, doing burnouts at the intersections. There was also a Chevy enthusiast meet in town, 
and a state lawn bowl comp. The only place we found to stay was the Cootamundra Hotel, who had 
one room, a lopsided trapezoid with 2 small beds which were just matresses on the floor. Michelle was 
pretty pissed off, but beggars can’t be chosers. After a loverly plate of chips with gravy at the local milk 
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bar we retired for an uncomfortable night. 


. http: //www.mspong.org/photos/200704_Roadtrip.php 


. http://www.anzacday.org.au/history/ww2/anecdotes/cowra. html 


richgoth (2007-04-13 12:49:17) 
I’m glad no one tryed to sell you a cheap Hillman :-0 


carbonunit (2007-04-13 21:47:11) 
Yes, we heeded your advice and didn’t respond to any ads selling cheap antique cars! It was bad enough having 
a pulled muscle, I wouldn’t like to get clubbed unconscious like your friend. 


6.4.5 (2007-04-14 07:37) 


[1]Xeni from [2]Boing Boing is [3]traveling in Africa. She used my [4]photo of some cans of Shitto to 
illustrate [5]a posting about this substance. Thanks to this, the photo is well on the way to being the 
most viewed photo in my [6]Flickr photostream, ahead of [7]Pam experiencing her first Goatse. This is 
the power of the top bloggers, they stride the land like Titans, throwing off links like thunderbolts! 


3. http: //xeni .net/trek/ 
5 
6 
7 


. http://www.xeni.net/trek/2007/04/ghana-eat-shitto.html 


. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/ 


. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/96412243/ 


richgoth (2007-04-14 04:54:14) 
is that an atkinson cycle engine on your avatar? 


carbonunit (2007-04-15 22:12:31) 
I’m afraid I don’t know. I got the original from [1]this site. 


E 


. http://lindsaybks.com/ 


6.4.6 Roadtrip part 2 (2007-04-14 08:18) 


Michelle was pretty pissed off about the hotel the next day, but then, she did ignore my advice to have 
a shower the night before. In the morning there were a bunch of old male lawn bowlers hogging the 
bathroom and getting up to the disgraceful shenanigans these senile delinquents enjoy, such as walking 
around naked and inviting her in to "save water”. 


Our next stop was Wagga Wagga, which is Michelles new territory for her job at Fedex. We had a 
coffee there. (The coffee in the country is universally shitty, weak as cocoa. I’m going to try asking for 
a cappa and a short black and pour the short black into the cappa next time). Then, searching for a 
newsagent open on Easter Sunday where she could buy a local business directory, we spotted a name I 
remembered. The Place newsagency, run by Lyn Boys, one of our XIT customers, and a pretty difficult 
customer too in my early days at this job. We stopped in for a chat and she was very complimentary! 
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However, she is selling the shop - the business centre of town seems to have moved away and it's just too 
hard to run now. Sad to see such an institution closing down. 


Next stop Jugiong and my old friend Terry Brown, DJ of Stalking the Nightmare. I had a bunch of 
tapes to return to him, and the MP3 files I had digitised from them, and an old reel-to-reel tape machine 
he can use to play them. Tammy his GF was away, visiting her son who owns and runs [1]SpaceDaily.com. 
We had a great afternoon chatting about old times, he told us how he was inspired to start making music 
with tape loops by an article in Century 21, the UK TV magazine that he bought for the articles on 
Thunderbirds. He also related some fascinating tales about his experiences in Manila in the eighties, but 
the less said about that the better... 


It was too late for me to drive, so Michelle drove us to Yass, where we stayed in a nice boring Holiday 
Inn-style place. We also ate the first real vegetables of our journey, a vegetarian curry at a Vietnamese 
restaurant. 1 could feel my body thanking me! 


[2] Driving out of Yass we stopped for awhile on a winding 
road and walked around the fields. As long as I can remember I’ve felt frustrated by driving past this 
beautiful countryside, the granite and sheep country. The boulders sitting in the close cropped fields, the 
wild roses, the bleached trees, the occassional bones, running hare, the cold breeze, the erosion gullies. It 
was lovely to finally do so. The boulders sound hollow when you tap them, because their outer surfaces 
are actually sheets of stone flaked off the central mass by frosts. 


We headed north and had breakfast in Crookwell. I still love this town and if we ever move to the 
country this is where I want to go. It’s still only a couple of hours drive from Sydney, but the forests and 
fields around the town are my favourite landscapes. The climate is cool and temperate, almost English. 


If we do live there it might be in this old mill, which was 
a weaving gallery and now for sale. Looks interesting, although there wasn’t much land for a garden. 


Next we decided on a route home. Michelle doesn’t like Oberon for some reason, so we decided to 
follow the other route on the map, south and west through the mountains past the Wombeyan Caves. 
The first stretch of this route was rather tricky. The road wound and twisted around the bends, I had 
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to slow down to almost walking pace to get through without falling over the edge. We had a rest at the 
camping grounds in the heart of the mountains, then Michelle drove the second leg to Mittagong. That 
was truly a nightmare! The road became a one-lane dirt track, barely a goat track clinging to the side 
of the mountain. Looking over the edge you could see the occassional late-model car which had plunged 
over. There were people coming the other way occassionally, with barely room to bass on the wide bits, 
and for most of the journey we were on the edge side when they did! One truck full of dickheads even 
overtook us! Don't let the map fool you, this road is a nightmare! 


[EMBED] 


1. http: //www.spacedaily.com/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/452392028/ 
3 


http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/452465930/ 


6.4.7 Test your sanity - can you take it? (2007-04-14 12:09) 


[EMBED] 


6.4.8 (2007-04-16 13:45) 


I recorded some of my conversation with Terry Brown, DJ of Stalking the Nightmare, last week. If you 
know who he is and would be interested in what he has to say, click these links. 


[1]2007-04-08 -1515.06 Terry -on _animation. WAV 
(2)2007-04-08 _1530.36 _Terry _reminisce. WAV 
[3]2007-04-08 _1549.30 _Terry.WAV 

[4]2007-04-08 _1614.16 _Terry -on _family. WAV 


1. http://www.mspong. org/audio/2007-04-08_1515.06_Terry_on_animation.WAV 
2. |nttp: //www.mspong . org/audio/2007-04-08_1530.36_Terry_reminisce.WAV 


3. (http: //www.mspong . org/audio/2007-04-08_1549.30_Terry.WAV 


4. http://www.mspong.org/audio/2007-04-08_1614.16_Terry_on_family.WAV 


6.4.9 Update on the 3-day thing (2007-04-23 09:22) 
Since the beginning of April I’ve been working a 3 day week. I get Tuesdays and Thursdays off. 


It works really well. Every time there is a public holiday, usually on a Monday or Friday, it extends 
my weekend by 2 days. This week Anzac day is on Wednesday, so I only go to work Monday and Friday. 


I’m never away from the office too long to cope with serious problems (except perhaps this week), and 
Michael leaves so much work unfinished it makes me look great when I come and clean it all up the next 
day. Having to deal directly with Michael when I’m away is slowly but surely wakening the managers 
to just how hopeless he is, which could turn out two ways. Either they fire him, which would mean I 
have to come back 5 days a week until we replace him, but no Michael! Or, they don’t and the situation 
remains stable and I get more respect for working with this retarded gimp, while continuing to use his 
foibles as source material for my writing. 


I sold the managers on this plan claiming I was going to spend the days off cataloging the Mu Me- 
son archives. So far I haven’t done anything except minor updates on their website, and they don’t seem 
to have any inclination to do anything more. It’s a bit dissapointing, but I understand. The fact they 
don’t know what they have in their collection means they never cared about cataloging before, and they 
won’t change now. It was a useful justification for getting some much-needed slack back in my life. Like 
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cops, managers have mental registers that need to be filled with simple, easy-to-understand reasons for 
such things, which they can use when they report up the chain of command to the board level. Make it 
easy for them, and they make it easy for you. 


Now I had big plans for my days off, but in reality I've been lazy. I spent most of my days off laz- 
ing around the house watching my way through the boxed set of Babylon 5 and knitting. I've made good 
progress on my pea-coat, and I drug out a half finished vest from last year. It was stuck at a particularly 
tricky stage and I just couldn’t get the time to focus and break through. It was the stretch stitch band 
around the V-neck that was killing me. Over 120 tight stitches crammed on a thin needle, with a reduc- 
tion in the point of the V that always seemed to interrupt the stretch stich and turn it into moss. Turns 
out the pattern was wrong. That’s finished now, so all I need to do is the arm hole bands and sides. Pity 
the colour of both garments is so exactly the same shade of brown! The vest is store-bought wool, but 
for the pea-coat I'm using farm-spun naturally brown wool we foudn at the Easter Show in I think 2005. 
It still has occassional grass seeds in the fibres. 


Next after the pea-coat I plan to do some pictorial bitmap knitting. I had a good idea of doing a 
reversible jumper with Fairisle technique graphic of a Pacman screen on one side and a Space Invaders 
on the other. Not that I particularly want it, but it might turn out to be saleable. Also a Dobbshead on 
the back of a letter-jacket style cardigan would be cool. 


6.4.10 (2007-04-23 16:13) 


Had a pretty nifty weekend. First we visited the Orange Grove farmers market for some foods. We don’t 
care too much about organic or not organic food, but we do prefer to give our money to some smaller 
independant operators than a supermarket. Although, in Five Dock we are lucky to have one of the best 
supermarkets around on our doorstep. 


The markets are set up like a street market with stalls in the grounds of a school. There are inde- 
pendant vege farmers, artisan food makers like cheeses and smoked meats and pickles and olives. Also 
lots of hemp clothes, goats milk soap, rush shopping baskets, a stall of cook books, a hardware guy, and 
one selling all kinds of herbal teas. I bought some excellent spelt flake cereal, and a spelt sourdough loaf 
as well. I don’t know if it’s better for you to eat the ancestral grain of wheat, but it definitely tastes 
better. Last week I got some coffee but it tasted crap. We used to get very nice coffee there though. 


One thing about Orange Grove market, there is always a long line for the bacon and egg rolls. Michelle 
overheard someone in the line say ”I just wish I knew where they got their bacon!” Next week we plan to 
return, I'll get the veges and she will camp in the line and get our breakfast. 


Then we went over to the west side for some cat litter and stopped off at a new brewing shop in Mar- 
rickville. I've been brewing ginger beer recently and wanted to see if they had some packages that didn’t 
use cyclamates for sweeteners. Most packs you find in the supermarket work by fermenting the small 
amount of suger to gas the drink, and the yeast dies when the suger is all gone, so the only sweetness 
left is artificial. Other recipes for ginger beer always specify that you have to drink the product while 
it’s still fermenting. Sadly the closest they got was one that had dextrose as well as cyclamates. They 
also sold bags of dextrose so I bought one to use with a traditional recipe. Pll sustitute it for some of the 
suger and see what happens. 


It was a funny shop. Their big schtick was, selling people canned beer brewing mixes, along with extra 
hops and grain. So they were selling a kind of advanced amatuer brewing experience, kind of like spicing 
up a canned soup with some herbs and chilli. 


On Saturday night we went down to the Bank in Newtown for [ LJ User: haruspexx ] birthday. We 
met her and | LJ User: richgoth | in the upstairs bar. The whole place has been done up very swish, 
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so it was a bit oppressive, full of the kind of people who really like newly done up pubs. As soon as 
decently possible we evacuated to the Townie, much more our style. It was lovely to see everyone again, 
Jill looking much healthier than last year, JF and Cath, Louise, Klarence, some guy called Conan, and 
others. 


Conans friend was wearing a tee-shirt for a band called Boris. I had seen a SunnO))) concert poster 
earlier in the evening and it said they were playing with Boris. When I asked this guy if they were 
any good he said they were the greatest band that ever lived and offered to run home and make me a 
compilation CD right then! Of course I insisted he didn’t need to do that, but I’ll definitely be going to 
see them! I bought a CD of them plus SunnO))) today called Altar. 


Another sign we’re getting old - we can’t copy with the noisy buzz of conversation as well as we used to. 
Our ears are getting too coarse to pull meaning from the noise. Or perhaps it’s a result of listening to 
too much drone metal... 


And on Sunday we did bugger all. Mainly I knitted and digitised old video tapes to DIVX files. I 
found an old favourite, the Wizard of Speed and Time, and also Circuitry Man, a classic unrecognised 
small-budget SF movie. Now I’m thinking of getting one of those hard drive enclosures that contain a 
full media player. 


richgoth (2007-04-23 10:49:21) 

looks like maybe we have enough people starting to brew to schedule a brew-tasting this spring :-) all the cider 
home brew kits I see have either cyclamate or lactose in them as a sweetener... so do some of the black beer kits 
but I didn’t know about the ginger beer! 


haruspexx (2007-04-27 08:38:23) 


haruspexx (2007-04-27 08:39:06) 
That’s Grant in the Boris t-shirt So, shall we be seeing you at the Boris/SunnO))) gig? and thanks again for 
coming along to drinks! 


carbonunit (2007-04-28 05:11:39) 
We had a good time, should do it more often. I just booked tickets, see you there! 


6.4.11 (2007-04-27 14:09) 


This was a particularly lovely week, because the Anzac day holiday plus my regular days off now, gave 
me a 3-day break in the middle of the week. 


On Tuesday and Wednesday I continued my lazy slack-filled ways, mooching around the house, 
watching videos and knitting. On Monday I bought a really cheap and nasty DVD player which had the 
added feature of playing DivX files. Since I’ve been digitising old video tapes to DivX recently I wanted 
to watch them right on the telly. 


It works, with a few glitches. Sometimes the audio gets out of sync with the video, but it just 
takes a stop and start to fix that, and none of the files I created had this problem, just downloads. All 
in all the quality is just as good as computer playback. The player also has a USB port, wo I might try 
plugging in my external hard drive and play the movies right off the disk! 


On the knitting front I finished off two vests which had been sitting in pieces in a drawer. I’m 
wearing my chocolate brown pullover vest today. Also finished a sand coloured button-up alpacca vest 
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which I started 2 years ago. Funny stuff that alpacca, it’s slippery because the fibres have no scales. 
Feels kind of oily. It's interesting too, how that psychological barrier looms up when you go to finishing a 
project like a knitted garment. Fear of making a mistake and ruining all the effort you invested already, 
makes it very hard to progress. After leaving them in the drawer for so long, it was much easier to work 
out how to join the pieces properly and knit up a band at right angles to the previous work. 


Yesterday I managed to drag myself out of the house on the tick of noon on a mission - buy a 
deck chair! My new lifestyle demands nothing less than an authentic deck chair for the purpose of 
lounging around in public spaces. 


The first place I tried was the crusty old furniture shop on Parramatta road in Annandale. They 
had some lovely things, especially a huge wrought-iron teardrop-shaped hanging chair, but we don’t 
have a place to hang one. If only we had a real garden, with a real tree... No deckchairs either. 


Heading towards Newtown, I passed Sam Shovels current abode, a small warehouse in Camper- 
down. I dropped in for a visit. Sam is doing well, he had been interviewing potential new tenants for 
some studios there. We went up to King street for coffee and catchup. 


After Sam returned home I headed for the MAD gallery on Enmore road, to pick up a framed 
photo I bought there nearly a month ago. It was a smiling Buddha statue, part of a series of travel 
photos taken by my friend Maria on her holidays. The lady there was very excited about the upcoming 
showing of Aspasia statues. She has been carving robots and carnival freaks out of polystyrene foam. 


Next, I decided to continue my search for a deck chair up the western end of King street. I 
found one in the first place I tried! The canvas is rather drab, and the frame is a little heavy, but one 
thing I want to do is duplicate it in modern materials, light aluminium tubestock or even bamboo. The 
proportions are the important thing, and I couldn’t find any plans online for a deck chair. 


So, I triumphantly toted my deckchair and photo up King street to Sydney Park, where I set 
myself up in great comfort just across the pond from where Michelle works. It was truly luxurious 
reclining in my own deck chair listening to SunnO))) and patting passing dogs while Michelle slaved 
away the end of the working day! Actually Michelle is just about to start 2 weeks of holiday, looking 
after Pam and Micks cats while they have a holiday in Bali. 


When Michelle finally emerged we decided to have dinner out and went to our favourite Italian 
restaurant, La Pergola in Leichhardt. She had spag bol, I had spaghetti Siciliana with eggplant, and we 
shared a tiramisu, which had so much grappa in the biscotti it nearly blew our heads off! 


Interestingly, the number off calls at work are falling right off. It looks like the improvements we 
added in version 3 are finally paying their way. Having meaningful error messages which tell the users 
what they need to do to fix their own problems, or at least, who to contact to fix them, is the key to 
reducing support calls. Now I just have to make sure I don’t put myself right out of a job... 


6.4.12 Weekend roundup (2007-04-30 12:58) 


Back at the grindstone, not looking forward to this afternoon. The XIT marketing comittee is meeting in 
Frenchs Forest and I need to cab it up there. The marketing committee consists of 3 low level executives 
who the board threw at the problem of selling XIT to more newsagents and more distributors. They 
immediately forgot their mission and started going off on weird tangents, like trying to sell our software 
to supermarkets and retailers. Most of my interaction with them consists in heading them off as they try 
and charge down even more obscure timewasting paths, like standardising the magazine return processes 
- there is no way their respective distributors will ever make their returns consistent, it’s almost a point 
of pride for them to make their processes as different to the others as possible. 
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Anyway, the weekend was pretty good. Michelle’s mother Pam and Mick are away in Bali, again, leaving 
us with the house to ourselves. Although they live on the upper story they cause us significant trouble 
every day. Michelle can't resists fighting with Pam every chance she gets, and she gets plenty of chances. 
I can't describe the amount of friction living with Pam and Mick upstairs causes us. Many times recently 
I’ve been thinking about just moving out because I can't deal with it any more. Of course it's not entirely 
her fault - if Michelle could just ignore her barbs and passive-aggressive manipulation like I can we could 
live in relative harmony. But we can't. Michelle is trapped in a loop of trying to please her mother, who 
is constantly miserable no matter what anyone does for her and makes sure everyone knows it. Pll write 
more about this soon. Suffice it to say, when Pam is away we rejoice in the freedom of being adults living 
in our own home. 


Last Friday I decided, to heck with the cost, PI get one of those video playing hard drive enclosures 
and see how it works. I got [1]this one, from my favourite computer shop, and stuck a 400G hard drive 
in it. 


It's a little beauty! The remote is a bit low-powered and sticky, you often need to press a button 
several times before it responds, but having all your video files accessible at once is exactly the video 
equivalent of the ipod. As soon as I got it plugged in and running Michelle and I got absorbed in watching 
some old movies and documentaries. I was suprised she enjoyed Drawing Restraint 9 as much as she did. 


Around 2PM we started a leg of lamb roasting, in readiness for a visit from our friend Ron. Ron is 
a large, rotund autistic bloke who we met through the Mu Mesons. Ron likes golden age SF, exploitation 
movies, chatting up post-op trannies at the Taxi club and not much else. He lives in Merrylands in a 
house full of those plastic storage tubs you get at dollar value shops, full of rotting SF paperbacks. We 
love him because he’s like Mr Natural, a man totally in touch with himself and completely uninterested 
in conformity. 


He loved his dinner, polishing off a double helping of roast lamb with baked veges, which he lavishly 
coated in salt, followed by almost half a Vienetta ice-cream log. I exposed him to some video offerings. 
He liked an episode of Jam, but didn’t like the music, which he described as "new age”. I had to put on 
the Apollo documentary, with the Brian Eno soundtrack, just to show him where the music came from. 
He was very excited by the news about [2]Gliese 581 c. In fact he kept repeating the name of this planet 
all evening like a mantra. 


We all caught the bus down to the Sounds of Seduction, which was most entertaining. It was cold 
so I decided to wear a round furry hat Michelle brought back from Beijing. It has a red star on the front 
and looks more Russian than Chinese, and I wore it with a red shirt and an old black greatcoat for a very 
soviet look. The Sounds was excellent as always, everybody dancing and grooving. One new patron, a 
fresh arrival from Germany, wore a bizarre costume with flared black pants, tailored grandpa-neck shirt, 
vest and broad-brimmed hat. It turned out he was a journeyman carpenter, and it was his traditional 
costume, which he wears every day. I’m still not sure if he is required by his guild to wear it, or if he just 
likes following tradition, but the ladies loved it. As Michelle explained, a guy who can get up and dance 
like James Brown while dressed like a quaker has got some moxy! 


Sunday was pretty uneventful, we watched more vids and relaxed. In the afternoon we felt recovered 
enough to meet everyone again at the Chauvel for some old cheesy movies. It was Green Slime, plus 
Latitude Zero. I’ve never seen Greeen Slime before, I was impressed. 


1. http://www.adelong.com.au/store/product_info.php?cPath=25&products_id=1225TARGET= 


2. [http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gliese_581_c 
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prof null (2007-04-30 09:24:46) 

Man, I don’t know how you keep your sanity with a living situation like that. I'd have moved out within a week if 
it was me. Hope you get that place down south (or something, heck, anything!!!) real soon for your sakes! Your 
work sit seems very Dilbertian (to coin a phrase). 


6.5 May 


6.5.1 (2007-05-18 16:00) 


I had a good day yesterday, thanks to Pam. Recently I’ve been enjoying my Slack by blobbing around 
the house and knitting while watching through all the AVI downloads I’ve acrued and the box set of 
Babylon 5. Yesterday, I decided it would be prudent to leave the house early and stay out all day to 
avoid Pam. Mick’s family have been giving him heat because of her recently, and this usually means she 
tries to sleaze onto me or anyone around for support for her own side of the mess. Pretty sick, and I 
prefer to avoid it, so I caught a lift with Michelle on her morning commute and got out up the end of 
King street. 


It was all foggy and nice, and my footsteps made those weird electronic echoes as I walked down 
through the crammed streets between St Peters and Enmore. I love it down there, all the expensive 
miniaturized real estate full of creative eclectic people makes for interesting walking. Lots of weird 
decorations, different styles of architecture, houses renovated or rotting to the ground, ancient leaning 
garages, and plenty of trees and greenery so it’s like suburban limbo-cise just ducking under the branches! 


The fog had mostly burnt off by the time I reached Enmore road, and I looked for a cafe to do 
some writing. I had a coffee at Scrambled, which seems pretty nice place. Spent about an hour there 
working on Neville - he’s buying comics right now. I had an idea today actually; he should bump into 
one of those nasty old men from the Tartarus club in the shop! I can’t wait to see him spluttering 
denials and trying to escape from the bent old OAP with an armful of Betty and Veronica who he last 
saw naked wandering around a room full of bondage scenes! 


Later I continued my perambulations down Enmore road to King street again. Stopped in at the 
Oxford hotel about 10.30 for a lemonade and to do some more writing. It was nice sitting at the bench 
they have along the street there, but I began to notice too many skinny angry junkies stalking back and 
forth outside glancing at my Psion, so I decided to push on. It’s worth very little, but that just makes 
the crime twice as bad if it gets stolen - they would just dump it when they couldn’t sell it. We noticed 
a lot of them around when we drove through in the morning, lining up outside the banks. It’s because 
alternate Thursdays are payday time, when their dole or maintainance money hits their bank accounts. 


Further along, I detoured to Hoochie Mama on Missenden road for a chai, but they served it in 
one of those worthless teapots with a spout that dribbles all over the place. Made a bit of a mess on 
their table I’m afraid. When I ran out of inspiration on Neville, I headed further down King towards the 
city. Had a brief moment of weakness outside the wool shop, they had a collection of those new bamboo 
yarns in very subtle natural colours, but I’ve got a laundry bag full of yarn at home and my future plans 
involve black and white polyester 4-ply. 


Crossed the road and had a look around Goulds book arcade. That place always freaks me out, 
in a good way. Every time I visit they seem to have stacked the books just a little higher, on top of 
the shelves. The shelves also seem to move around. Where there always records down behind the SF 
section? That old guy behind the counter looks a little sicker than last time, but he never looked well. 
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I had thought about seeing a film or two, but there weren’t any I really wanted to see alone, 
and because it was awhile since I last visited I called my brother. He was at his shop in Bondi Junction 
and invited me over. 


Getting there turned into a weird kind of journey through nostalgia, because I caught the wrong 
bus. I caught a bus at Hyde Park that said it was going to the Bondi Junction Interchange, but it didn’t 
head straight up Oxford street like they usually do. Instead it went up William street through the Cross. 


The first familiar sight was passing through the Edgecliff interchange and then down through 
Double Bay. Spike moved their offices there in '96 and I often had to trudge down the hill from the 
station to get to work each day. I used to live off the big lunch roles they sold at the Swiss Cafe there. 
We cruised further down New South Head road, to Rose Bay, where Spikes first studio was located in 
the front room of Ruby Blessings house. All these memories cascaded down - Ruby’s daughter freaking 
her mother out when she showed her a Barbie doll she had ”dressed” by dripping green candle wax all 
over it’s torso; Ruby baking delicious trays of vegetable slices in carraway seed oil; having a screaming 
argument with her ex-husband Helix Union when he was being a particular dick one day; the time Ruby 
accidentally faxed something to Yamaha on Toyota letterhead and we nearly lost their account; the day 
Netscape 2 came out and we all went crazy trying to catch up with the new features, like frames, java 
and javascript, embedded media and style sheets. Good times. Not only did we pass by her house but I 
caught sight of brother Martins old home down Salisbury road. 


Now the bus headed up through the winding streets full of big, securely walled mansions in Bellevue 
Hill. The next landmark we passed was Martins first home away from home, up the top of Bellevue Hill 
road. I remember living there for a month while he and his girlfriend went on holiday to the US. 


Last stop Bondi Junction. They have a farmers market affair in the mall on Thursdays. Not too 
shabby, although there’s no way I’m carrying produce home on public transport from there. On the way 
to Martins shop I could see another place where I worked, the Axa Assistance offices where I did the 
night shift for their travel insurance arm. Now that was a shitty job! 


Martin works in a pawn brokers on Oxford street. It was quiet, possibly because it was dole 
day, so we headed back to the markets. He bought this giant fried thing like a sticky naan bread, 
glaazed with garlic butter. Pretty tasty. We watched a guy at one of the stalls hawking a magnetic 
window cleaning thing. Martin pointed out that the glass he was demonstrating on was very thin, much 
thinner than window glass, and the cleaner wouldn’t stick to a normal window. Also the spruikers accent 
changed all the time. 


Martin is going through a divorce right now. It’s a good thing, his wife is a nasty piece of work 
who doesn’t look after their children very well. He’s been renovating a flat above the shop where he 
works and he’s just about to move in permanently. Kristy doesn’t even have a place to live, she’s been 
rooming with her friends and going out to nightclubs almost every night of the week. She seems to have 
been attacked by some kind of early mid life crisis and she’s immersing herself in an orgy of mindless 
hedonism. 


Just as we returned to the shop his employee Attila announced he had discovered the source of 
"the smell”. It turned out to be a dead rat under one of the shelves. Martin grabbed it with a plastic 
bag over his hand and carried it down the street to a bin outside his rivals shop. Then we headed off to 
Office Works for rubber bands and string. They go through reams of this stuff, as every pawn is tied 
up in a parcel of newspaper and filed with a pawn ticket rubber banded to the outside. Along the way 
he told me all about his WoW activities. Apparently he has been developing innovative multi-character 
practices such as the recipe run”, which take advantage of the highly liberal postage” rules in WoW. For 
instance, a character in a distant server can collect some ingredients which are common in his locality 
but rare elsewhere, and post them to the other character. Cleverer still is his invention of post boxing, 
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where he collects a full bag of goodies, then heads for a post box and sends them to the other character, 
who then refuses to receive them! This means they rebound to the origin, and wait there to be picked 
up. There is as yet no limit on the number of slots you can fill with postal items waiting to be picked 
up, so it's a useful way of storing bulk items. Until the next patch comes out, of course. If Blizzard 
notice this loophole they might decide to close it. 


Martin returned to the shop, and I caught the bus down Oxford street. Another burst of nostal- 
gia as we passed the offices of CRS Australia, where I used to work in the late 90s. That was one of the 
best jobs I ever had, working for the public service, totally slack. I spent entire days reading newsgroups 
like alt.tasteless and OCRing old books without any fear of being busted, thanks to the rigidly socialist 
public service aesthetic. The only reason I left was because my former boss there had gone to a temp 
agency and said the money was incredible. That was just before the tech crash, of course. 


richgoth (2007-05-18 07:13:03) 
scrambled IS good...they do chorizo and eggs... 


6.5.2 (2007-05-19 11:40) 


I hab a code. Id by node. Id wad id by throad yesperday, bud id mobed upwads. 


Actually it started moving up yesterday morning, so I spent the day spreading my viruses around the 
office. Oh well, it’s all good in the long run. Shared immunity and all that. 


This is 3 days now, so it’s time to take drastic action. I was going out with Michelle this morning, 
but we went to AAMI and the DMT and while waiting in the car I felt it getting worse, so I went home. 


I just cooked and ate a beef heart. It was lurking in the freezer. Michelle doesn’t like the smell of 
offal cooking, but I needed it and she’s in the city getting some shoes fixed. I fried it in some oil from 
chilli olives and some bacon. Delicious, and highly effective too. 


Whenever I get sick like this, sooner or later I get that urge. Once I went out and got half a kilo 
of sashimi and ate it with an entire bunch of raw curly parsley. Sometimes I need a bunch of kim chi. 
This is something I inherited from Dad. When he got sick he would cure himself with a large pot of 
mutton neck soup. 


richgoth (2007-05-19 09:52:44) 
haha that would be somthing new for Haruspex to try 


carbonunit (2007-05-19 11:50:40) 
After she finishes reading the entrails she can eat them! 
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6.5.3 2007-05-19_2150_Recovering (2007-05-19 22:27) 


(2)2007-05-19 -2150 -Recovering 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong. 


I’m feeling better, so I cracked a bottle of home brew orange and grapefruit wine. It’s okay, not fine but 
palatable. Of course my taste is affected, but that is most likely disguising the bad rather than obscuring 
the good. It’s slightly astringent from the peel oil, the first stage of fermentation is in a beer brewer on 
top of the thin peeled rind. 

This afternoon I started another batch of orange wine, using a slightly stronger recipe. Four years ago 
I started several large batches of peach wine, but they were all too light on the sugar and I never got 
around to sweetening them to rescue them. They were sitting under the house in water cooler bottles, 
which hold 5 gallons each. Until just this week when I emptied them down the drain. It’s council cleanup 
week and I’m putting the bottles out for collection. This current effort, I’m only doing 1 gallon each 
batch, which is better for several reasons. [ve got a bunch of 1 gallon glass bottles, mostly 4.5 litre 
novelty spirit bottles. Glass bottles aren’t flexible, so you can move them without worrying about air 
being sucked in through the airlock and contaminating the wine. After making lots of different recipes, I 
can blend them before bottling to get a nice flavour and the right sweetness level. And i can keep them 
in the house rather than storing them under the house where they’re harder to get to and know how 
they’re developing. 

After putting out a lot of junk we went for a drive to see if we could score some other peoples junk. 
Stupid I know, but we can’t help ourselves. We scored a slightly broken wooden plant stand, and an 
outdoor wire planter. There were so many other scavengers it was ridiculous, nearly every car on the 
road was swerving and stopping suddenly as some choice bit of rubbish caught the drivers eye! 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/504311170/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/504311170/ 
3. [http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


prof_null (2007-05-20 10:20:44) 

Are you sure that wasn't blueberry wine you've been making? your pic has a definite bluish tint to it. Oh! silly 
me, you're an Andorian right? :-) Yah, I’m a recovering scavenger myself - especially when you can fix things, it’s 
tempting to pick up stuff that’s just slightly damaged and fix it up... . but the stuff just piles up. Perhaps it’s 
like that old theory where paperclips and coathangers secretly reproduce when we don't watch . . . when you get 
too much to keep track of, it can prevent you from getting things done...... 


6.5.4 (2007-05-22 14:28) 


[1] The Visible Man: An FBI Target Puts His Whole Life Online or how to flood the market of information 
about oneself to make each bit of information worthless. 


1. http: //www.wired.com/techbiz/people/magazine/15-06/ps_transparency 
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6.5.5 (2007-05-23 12:34) 


Now Michelle, Pam and Mick are all sick with the cold I brought home. Michelle is staying home today. 
She wants to recover before the weekend. Mal and Cam are coming from Melbourne to stay with us and 
she doesn’t want to infect them in turn. 


Yesterday I had my first try at sewing a jacket, my first sewn garment in fact. In velvet, which is 
difficult to work with, I think using a woven fabric would work better. Velvet has a strong nap, so placing 
2 pieces face to face usually results in one sliding away from the other. But as I always say, if they were 
doing it in the Middle Ages, it must be possible to do it today. There’s no magic involved, just following 
the instructions. 


Last night I had the second apocalypse dream in recent days. 


Last week I dreamed I was part of the crew of a nuclear aircraft carrier. We had survived a global 
nuclear war, and were cruising in circles in the middle of the Pacific trying to avoid the fallout. The 
problem was, there was a crashed jet on the deck with a live warhead inside which could go off at any 
moment! I had the job of defusing the thing. After climbing into the wreckage, I carefully opened the 
case, decided not to tamper with the trigger, but I slipped a pocket knife into the channel the critical 
slug of uranium was meant to shoot down, so it couldn’t detonate. Then the rest of the crew pushed the 
plane off the deck. It was very moody and dark dream, not just the subject matter but I remember a 
grey stormy sea and clouds to the horizon. 


Last night I dreamt I was stuck in a casino in New Zealand after a catastrophy of some kind. It might 
have been a plague. All I knew was most of the human race was dead, the city outside was dark, and 
only this huge glittering casino was still powered up, because it had very good emergency generators. I 
was in luxurious suite, all messed up with my clothes scattered all over the floor. There was nothing 
but static or grainy porn on the TV. I went out and wandered the corridoors. There were a few other 
people, mostly police for some reason, perhaps it was a Zombie Apocalypse and only they had been able 
to fight their way into the casino. They were wandering the bars and gaming floors, mostly dead drunk. 
We all knew we were doomed, our demise was only temporarily delayed. I stepped out into a terrace and 
looked up at the milky way, which was incredibly bright because of the lack of light polution. Just as I 
was deciding to jump off the balcony rather than go back inside and drink until the lights flickered out, 
I woke up. Heavy. 


malwae (2007-05-23 17:31:50) 

Velvet is extremely tricky to work with, even for experienced sewers. Working it by hand is much more doable 
than by machine; the nature of a machine with the feed dogs and foot pretty much make velvet a nightmare. 
Hand stitching is slower and requires a good ability to do very precise even stitches. I use a couple of different 
methods with velvet. One is hand basting, but the stitches have to be perpendicular to the seam. I think it’s 
called a backstitch. One side will look like this: Raw edge of fabric _ _ - ------ Hand stitching 
HIII] Machine seam ——————— And on the opposide side it will look like this Raw edge of fabric ____-_ 
EWEEN ------ Hand stitching \\\\ackslash\\\sh\\\\éxtbackslash\\\kslash\ Machine seam —————— 
The horizontal tacking minimizes how much the velvet can creep along the seam. The other way you can do it is 


machine basting, using a very wide, very long zigzag stich. This will look like: Raw edge Ei Bes 
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e Machine Baste \/\/\/\/éxtbackslash/\/\/\/tbackslash/\/\/\/ Machine Seam - 
Works well with velveteen and short pile velvets. Another trick you can do is between the two layers of velvet you 


can put some lightweight tissue paper. It has to have more heft to it than toilet paper though. You can use that 
coloured tissue that gets sold with floral bouquets. With some velvets, having that layer can keep the two piles 
from interacting with each other enough to get a good seam. Keep in mind that this will dull your needle very 
quickly; usually I will only do this where precision really counts and I can’t get a good baste, like on the points 
of lapels and collars. But mostly, it’s in the hands. Hours upon hours of practice and trial and error makes the 
difference in making velvet work on a sewing machine. I’d definitely recommend starting out with something in 
the linen family if you’re trying to get the feel of working with a machine. Hands down one of the easiest fabrics 
to work with, and that lets you get to know the machine without getting attitude from the material. 


malwae (2007-05-23 17:34:08) 
Whoops, my ghetto diagrams didn’t render right. --—------------ |||] ||| |—-ete ---------- 


TEA a A ANAN e e 


carbonunit (2007-05-24 00:49:07) 

Thank you for the advice, I will definitely use these techniques next time. As it is, pinning the edges has worked 
rather well. there hasn’t been any rucking or mismatched edges so far. I make sure to pin the edges of a seam 
first and then the middle, then inbetween and so on. My next garment would be a shirt so I will use linen as 
you suggested. I like linen shirts but they are pretty expensive. Damn the creases! 


richgoth (2007-05-23 22:34:30) 
woah! zombie casino apocalypse...that IS heavy... Pd hang onto the film rights for that one thought :-) 


6.5.6 (2007-05-23 15:35) 


Back when I was very young I read a collection of short stories by Edgar Allen Poe. My favourite was the 
Cask of Amontillado, not least because I envied the Montressor and his Venitian home with it’s endless 
catacombs underneath. The idea of having an almost inexhaustible collection of ancestral wine laid down 
ages past seemed like the essence of luxury. 


Around this time my father found an old paperback book at a garage sale, on the subject of making 
fruit wines at home. This is an old established custom in England, where the climate is bad for grapes 
and normal wine could only be imported from Portugal and Italy. They had always brewed beer, and 
cider from apples, but a very ancient drink was mead from honey. Mead can be made like a beer or 
a wine. The wine version is stronger in flavour and alcohol, and can be flavoured with spices which is 
called metheglin. There was also cider wine, which is sweetened and doesn't sparkle and keeps longer, 
and cyser which is cider sweetened with honey, and perry which is made from pears. Then there are the 
fruit wines, chief of which is lemon wine. The instructions were clear and easy and I realised I could make 
the wine myself. 


In fact almost all the recipes for fruit wine involve lemons for their acid content. The theory of making 
fruit wine is that you need to set up an environment that has everything the yeast needs, including sugar 
for energy, nutrient for growth, and acid. The flavouring of the wine is almost incidental and can be 
almost anything. There are recipes for grass wine, parsnip, pea pods, oak leaf, and every hedgerow fruit 
that you've ever read about in a novel but never seen in person like damsons and elder berries. 


Once these ingredients have been combined in the right quantities - usually about 3 pounds of sugar 
per gallon water, with often half a pound of raisons for the nutrients - they are fermented in a container 
for a few days, then decanted and filtered into a large bottle with an airlock. You let the wine ferment 
in the bottle until it stops bubbling through the airlock, which means either the sugar has run out or the 
alcohol concentration has grown strong enough to kill the yeast. The art lies in aiming for the perfect 
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balance between the residual sugar and the alcohol content. 


It's a very imprecise art. For instance, the size of fruit has been increased since the recipes were written, 
so I usually leave out one of every dozen if the fruit are counted rather than weighed. The yeast they 
used to use was often just bakers yeast, which has a lower alcohol tolerance than proper wine yeast. So 
if using wine yeast you need to increase the sugar slightly - however, if the final wine is too sweet, it’s 
hard to correct. If the fermentation stops because the sugar runs out, it’s always possible to top it up 
with some syrup. Or, what I did last time with some success, was to make several batches of wine, some 
with the specified sugar and some with extra, and then blend them to the required sweetness. Blended 
wines always taste better, as the flavours complexify. 


Once the fermentation has stopped, the wine clears as the yeast settles out. You can speed this up 
with a floculating agent like gelatin. Traditionally a substance called isinglass was used, which is dried 
and powdered fish bladders. One thing to avoid is letting wine stand on it’s lees, the settled yeast, too 
long, as it makes it bitter. This ruined my last batch of peach wine. 


To bottle the finished product you syphon it into clean wine bottles and cork. I use a simple plastic 
corker which forces the cork down a conical tube which squeezes it into the neck of the bottle. Then 
you have to let the wine age. Don’t drink green wine, which hasn’t matured! You will have the worst 
stomach cramps you ever endured. Subtle organic poisons produced by fermentation lurk in green wine. 
I tried some fresh lemon wine once, and spent an hour literally writhing in agony on the floor. It felt like 
being punched repeatedly in the guts for an hour. Aging allows the chemistry of the wine to change, as 
the more delicate compounds break down to their stable components. 


I’ve made lemon, grapefruit, orange and peach wines, and mead. I’ve also attempted banana, celery 
and pumpkin wines, with no success at all. The worst wine I ever tried was the banana, which turned 
into a gruelly pasty abomination. The best wine I ever made was a lemon which was perfectly balanced, 
exactly like a rheisling. Sometimes when you tell people you make wine they turn up their noses and 
generate smug condescending air which implies that all homebrew wine is garbage. It isn’t. I once used a 
red wine kit, a can of red wine syrup that you fermented and bottled just like a beer kit, and it was pretty 
rough. I think most attempts to make home brew grape wine are doomed because we're conditioned to a 
pretty high standard of similarity in commercial wines. Fruit wines are different. Orange wine is strong 
and spicy like a port. Grapefruit wine is bitter and usually slightly carbonated and similar to champagne 
or spumante. Peach is mellow like a botrytis affected sherry, and so is mead. If you only like red or white 
wine or chardonay or merlot or whatever you’re unlikely to like homebrew, it will offend your palate by 
dissobeying the rules of grape wine. 


One major advantage though, if it’s made according to the old recipe and aged properly it won’t give you 
a hangover! Modern commercial wines often have their fermentation halted at exactly the right sweetness 
and alcohol point by a big injection of sodium metabisulphite, a disinfectant. In time this degrades to 
sulphur diaxide and some salts, and the sulphur evaporates away, but some remains and contributes to 
the hangover. I actually use this stuff, according to the recipes, before fermenting, to kill any vinegar 
bacteria or wild yeast which might be in the fruit, but that’s okay, during the long fermentation process 
it all gets destroyed. 
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6.5.7 Don't forget! (2007-05-25 13:51) 


““"SepwchON! 


Tiki Party 
Juni: A 
mn 


Saturday 266h May 
Hermanns Bar Wentworth Buildi 
Crn City Rd a Bublin Ave Sydney Uni 
Spm cto Jam only 71O 
our 9pm to 10.30 


Actually, Pm not sure if I can make it, Michelle definitely can’t because of illness. But it should be 
a winner! 


richgoth (2007-05-26 02:33:09) 
I can’t make it either, but if thats a poster I would love to have one! 


carbonunit (2007-05-27 22:03:50) 
Pl see if I can get you one. We didn’t go either, but the next one will be a Space theme so it should be worth 
the effort! 


haruspexx (2007-05-27 03:45:32) 
I forgot all about it, but anyway, i was wayyyy too hung over to make it. 


carbonunit (2007-05-27 22:04:30) 
Sorry to hear it, reports say it was pretty good. The next Sounds will be a Space theme, hope to see you there! 


6.5.8 (2007-05-25 14:03) 


Michelle caught the cold I brought home last week, and had Wednesday off from work. She was intending 
to go back Thursday but it got worse so she stayed home Thursday too. If she has 2 days off in a row 
she needs a doctors certificate, so she went last night around 6. 


Well, the doctor have her a week off work, because she has more than just a cold. To start with her 
blood pressure was way high, so high he prescribed her some stronger beta blockers than the ones she 
already takes, and she has to go back on Saturday for a checkup. He warned her against any exercise 
too, and not to eat anything with salt. Not only that, but he confirmed that she has sleep apnea and a 
badly constricted throat. 


She was pretty scared by all this. I tried to explain that it can’t be that bad or he wouldn’t let her 
come home. I personally think that she’s stressing out, because Mal and Cam are coming to stay over 
the weekend. Michelle loves them, as do I, but she does fixate on certain things in a neurotic way and 
worries obsessively to the detriment of her health. Her particular fear in this case is that they will leave 
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our doors open and allow our cats to escape. This isn't likely, we actually have 2 doors with a enclosed 
veranda between and it's hard to leave them both open, plus the cats which might escape are the same 
ones who will be hiding under the bed when strangers enter the house, but that's beside the point. 


We discused it last night and it seems that Michelle just doesn't have the capacity to not worry about 
things. If something emerges in her mind as a worry, she worries. She can't rationalise it away, she can't 
control it. I call it ”erinding”. It’s a form of magical thinking. By ”grinding” a worry, by holding it in 
her head and thinking about it as frantically as she can, she tries to control reality and prevent disaster 
from happening. 


It's a bugger of a problem. We've discussed it many times, and no amount of rational thought seems to 
overcome it. She will agree that it’s impossible for worrying to solve problems, she will even agree that 
worrying too much incapacitates us and makes us less able to deal with any real disasters which might 
occur, but then she will say something that reveals that, deep down, she still believes that worrying is 
the right thing to do. Usually something dismissive like "But if I don't worry about it, who will!?” This is 
something she inherited from Pam, this belief that worrying is somehow superior to the slack worthless 
hoi poloi who don't worry about anything. My father had it too, and it helped kill him. I think he spent 
the last decade of his life mostly lying flat on his back staring at the ceiling and trying to keep up with 
his worry schedule. 


Like dad, Michelle always overreacts when she makes mistakes. She's less likely to start something 
that she hasn't done before, or to continue after she makes a serious mistake. She attacks her tasks as 
though they were Mount Everest and tries to climb to the top in one go. Whenever I plan something I 
always include various exit strategies at different points with different costs of pullout, and I always do 
things in a way such that they can be halted or undone at any possible point with the least disruption. 
Michelle attacks them head on with no plans for failure, as though planning for failure ensures failure. 
Consequently when she doesn’t succeed entirely it’s as though she completely failed and then she says 
she should never have started. 


Her work is causing her a lot of grief at the moment. She was doing customer support for years, and then 
had an offer to go into sales. Of course Sales is a different world, and not a nicer one. She suffers a lot 
at the hands of the other staff, because she's a nice” person they ruthlessly unburden themselves of all 
their shitwork by giving it to her, and doing sneaky things like closing sales and then giving the customer 
her contact details so they call Michelle and she has to set up the relevant paperwork. Michelle can’t 
fight back, and she tries to deal with all this before doing her own work, so she looks bad. And, instead 
of doing that I do in that kind of situation ie. "going sideways”, using crazy Sufi wisdom and doing 
something like, say, asking those other salespeople for their login details "just so I can enter these sales 
for you” and then sending weird confused psycho emails from their accounts to the customer, Michelle 
can’t help but try and cope with everything that comes in. 


I’m hoping that a week off work will be enough to get her back to some kind of normal. Really the 
best thing she could do is walk away from Fedex, where they don’t appreciate her or value her abilities, 
and look for something with more creative component. She went to Fedex after her animation company 
got too hard to manage, but I think it’s time she went back into graphic art. Perhaps doing spec drawings 
for publications or advertising. We used to speculate on the future of one-off cel paintings for collectors, 
maybe that has matured now. Or, making clothes and selling them through Ebay or Etsy or something. 
Really, the options for working at home and avoiding the rat race have never been better for creative 


types. 
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6.5.9 (2007-05-28 09:14) 


Not surprisingly, Michelle improved dramatically on the weekend, mostly from relaxing once the friends 
arrived. She had some bad panic attacks on Firsy arvo, especially because we needed to buy some gro- 
ceries before they arrived. In the end I did all the shopping and Michelle cheered up immensely once Mal 
and Cam arrived. It was 10.30 so they crashed straight away. 


The next morning we had breakfast and caught up on all the news, then Mal and Cam and myself settiled 
down watching some old tapes of The Money or the Gun, while Michelle went for another checkup. Now 
her blood pressure had dropped to 180 over 120, a large improvement of 240 over 180, so she was relieved. 
We hung around the house all day watching videos and talking. 


About 3 in the afternoon Mal and I decided it was too nice a day to waste. We headed out to walk 
to Rodd Point, then decided, why not walk around the bay to Callan Park? We checked out the Glover 
street community garden, which has changed a lot since the days I used to work there. They have cut 
down a row of old poplars from the hill above the garden and planted some beans on the terraces, and 
cut down the big old willow tree, which was riddled with borers. They rebuilt the potting shed, with a 
tank to collect water from the rood, and tanks for the chicken coop as well. In fact it really seems to be 
humming along there, especially since it’s autumn and usually the place just grows weeds until spring. 
There was w wiry old fellow called Martin digging one of the beds when we arrived, we chatted for awhile. 


Then we pushed on through the old mental hospital. Mal had a lot of memories of the place when 
he used to work at the Writers centre there writing screenplays. In fact, he used to live in about a dozen 
different houses in Rozelle, and proceeded to point them out as we pushed on up Balmain road towards 
Balmain, and down Darling street. He also started checking all the shops for filtered cigars, which he has 
acquired a taste for. 


We finally found the cigars in the petrol station down on Victoria road beside the Bridge hotel. Mal 
remembers when that was the worst bloodbath hotel in the inner west. He said his parents used to catch 
a punt across from Glebe Point and walk up Victoria road and drink there. We then caught a cab around 
to Rodd Point to have a quiet smoke. 


Mal has been settling into Melbourne life, playing guitar at the local cafes and acquiring a small pot 
belly from eating their cakes. His job has improved immensely. He works for a company which provides 
custom servers for industrial applications - I think they mostly sell them to car manufacturers and mines. 
They sound like they have a lot of storage, so I think they acquire and monitor sense data from assembly 
lines or mineral processing lines. At first they put him on the front line of troubleshooting installed 
systems, which was a nightmare, like my job magnified to infinity. If one of my systems break down it 
means a newsagent has to type some sheets of figures into a desktop PC, if one of their systems break 
down it means priceless data goes unrecorded and heavy systems might break down, with big loss of 
money for the client. However now they have him assembling the boxes, which is much less stressful. 
Most of the installation is scripted, and a lot of the work is quite physical, manually screwing in mother 
boards and power supplies and such. Much better. 


Cam is still looking for a job, and might be going back to the ABC soon. She didn’t want to, but 
that’s where she worked before, in a radio transcription role, so they would hire her on the spot. 


Michelle and I gave the Sounds a miss on Saturday. Mal wore the leopard pattern velvet jacket I made, 
to good effect. The Sounds was Jungle theme, but they reported that there weren’t many costumes. A 
lot more punters, which everyone is very pleased about. Not sure why - perhaps it’s just that this was the 
third Sounds at the new venue at Hermans Bar, and people knew where it was. Michelle and I watched 
some Fry and Laurie episodes which Cam brought for us. Very funny stuff. 


On Sunday we slobbed around the house all morning, then headed over to the Mu Meson archive at 
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1 to catch up prior to the knitting group. Jamie had some exciting new Kennedy assassination documen- 
taries to show Mal, and 1 wanted to get hold of some more material for their website. 


Knitting was cool, although I was looking forward to see Erins socks. She told me she was using an 
old pattern and 4 double-pointed needles in the time-honoured way. She wasn't there, but a few people 
showed up. 


Then, sadly, it was time for Mal to head home on the red-eye. We dropped him at the airport and 
dropped Cam at her friend Susans place. She might be staying at our house again next weekend. 


6.5.10 Getting plucked (2007-05-30 06:41) 


Getting my eyebrows plucked at the March Stitch’n’Bitch. Painful stuff. 


6.5.11 (2007-05-30 15:04) 


Fucking Michael has really pissed me off today. I get to work, and he says that he has to go to the 
doctor tomorrow - a followup on his earlier troubles with kidney stones. The thing that really burns me 
is he apparently knew about this appointment last week but didn't tell me - he said with a straight face 
that he didn’t think I would need to know until the day before! What shit! What does he think I do 
on my days off, sit around waiting for the phone to ring? I know the reason he didn’t tell us, he was 
embarressed, and he's the kind of persopn who procrastinates until the last moment. It's like how he 
mumbles important information, instead of speaking up and telling me clearly. Not really sure why he 
does that, perhaps it's a way of avoiding the fact he doesn't really understand anything which goes on 
here, which is obvious each time he opens his mouth. 


The real reason it sucks is because I was going to go to the hospital with Michelle tomorrow. She 
has her regular abdominal injection of her oestrogen capsule, which she hates. It helps when someone 
holds her hand. Also her blood pressure is still really high, but lower than it was. She has to go for 
another checkup I think on Friday, and she also needs to ask her cancer specialist if her blood pressure 
could be caused by reactions to the slightly experimental therapy they have her on. 


It's possible Michelle won't be able to return to work, which is a good thing in my opinion. Michelle 
has valuable skills, especially her ability to deal with complex systems. The problem is, it’s hard to 
get a business to recognise this and exploit it properly. She's ended up in the marketing department at 
Fedex, which would be great but every day she is deluged with a flood of people asking for help with 
jobs in areas she worked in before, which she learnt how to do and which are too complex for normal 
humans to understand. So, while she should be selling Fedex to people in her assigned area, a constant 
procession of lusers from other parts of the office are trooping up to her desk and asking her to access 
cryptic database screens and basically hack things for them, and also, they give her direct phone number 
out to customers. She's suffering because she’s too good at her job! This is something I’m hoping to 
avoid by going part-time; if people can't rely on me being here every day they won't bother me with their 
shit if it's urgent. If Fedex managers had any brains they would create a special position like Systems 
Analyst for her, and put her in an office so her sole job is doing these special requests, with some kind 
of filter to prevent her burning out, like making everyone submit requests by email. But that level of 
intelligence in management is very rare nowadays, so they are burning her out and 1 only hope she leaves 
before she snaps. 
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richgoth (2007-05-30 11:49:07) 
that really sucks...especially giving the direct phone out to the public! 


6.5.12 (2007-05-31 13:13) 


Usually I don’t talk to anyone else in the office about Michael. We try and keep XIT business sepperate 
from the distributor business. I have caught some people wincing when he grinds out his longwinded 
phone greeting, but other than that, nothing. People do seem to avoid our corner of the office though. 


Today I was chatting with Margot in the office lunchroom. Margot is a high level business manager 
and network engineer, recently she’s been mainly involved in purchasing hardware. She said that she 
rode the lift down with Michael yesterday. He leaned against the lift wall, peering at himself in the mirror 
at close quarter while picking his nose. She was quite disturbed and very glad when someone else caught 
the same lift. 


So I sent her some older Michael Watch reports. She said she hadn’t really noticed him before, but 
one time she was consulting with someone who sits close to us, and Michael answered the phone in his 
own special way. At first she couldn’t believe he was serious, she thought he was taking the piss, but the 
other guy said no, it was always the same line. Looks like he gets up other peoples nsoes too. 


If it wasn’t for our frightening experience with Dan, Pd complain and get him replaced. As it is, Pm just 
glad he does answer the phone. 


In other news, my laptop arrived today. I had to purchase a new Windows Vista laptop on my credit 
card for work, they will reimburse me. It’s a honking big thing, a Dell Inspiron, all silver case like the 
hood of a car, with Vista Business. I’ve installed our software and watched how the old JVM stops the 
juicy transparency from working, with lots of scary warnings. The new software in V3.1 seems to work 
okay, no warnings, transparent window and all. It’s all a bit of a letdown really. We spent over $10 000 
so our users can pay Microsoft lots of money to buy a new system with even more awkward layout than 
the old one. They radically redesigned the whole system, so to talk a user through locating and deleteing 
a file in the Program Files folder, you have to use an entirely different set of instructions to any previous 
system. Every time MS hides their clockwork further inside the case, it doesn’t stop people from touching 
it, it just makes it harder for us to talk them through it. 


6.6 June 


6.6.1 (2007-06-01 11:57) 


Obnoxious Microsoft bashing pisses me off. However, it has to be said, Vista is a lump of shit. It’s nasty 
on several levels. There has obviously been so much effort put into the transparency effects, that raised 
my hackles straight away. It’s garish and tasteless and obviously meant to distract me from something, 
but what? 


Then I installed our software and started testing it. It seemed to work okay, and said it was down- 
loading files, but when I looked in the download directory nothing was there. 


Perhaps it failed because I didn’t set it up correctly? Time to check the log files.... Oh dear, they 
don’t seem to be there either! 


In fact, no file that the program modifies shows any sign of being modified. All the mod dates on 
the settings files remain the same as when they were installed. 
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Turns out, after a lot of research, that Vista contains a brand new twist that totally redirects any attempt 
by any program to write to the Program Files directory or it's contents. Any file modified in there actually 
creates a duplicate file in a parralel directory hidden in C:/Users/[username] /AppData/Local/Virtua- 
IStore/Program Files etc. The reasons for this I cannot determine. It’s not for security, that would be 
adequately handled by file permission settings and the relentless permission popups (which will actually 
degrade security over time, as users become habituated to clicking ”yes” all the time, but at least MS 
can’t be sued!) I can’t even install or set our software up with some kind of admin permissions to override 
this, and everything I’ve read about logging in as admin says you can break the system if you try. 


It seems to be only so multiple users can log into the same machine and have different settings for 
all their apps. And what kind of sense does that make? How many families or businesses have a single 
machine with multiple accounts? It’s not like a Vax in the 80s, being shared in a computer room where 
you need to book an hour beforehand. Any small or large business where people share their computer 
has 1 account where everyone uses the same app with the same settings, like a point-of-sale or accounting 
software. Having multiple sepperate users accounts is rare and difficult nowadays, unless it’s a net server 
of some kind. It doesn’t even make business sense - “Hey, lets make it easier for people to share their 
computers so they don’t need to buy more than one computer or copy of Windows... er, yeah.” 


I can see that supporting our software on Vista is gonna be swell. I've requested our developers to 
see if we can detect if the user is running Vista and if they are, write the files where MS wants them to 
be written, in the new ProgramData directory. That should costs a lot of money and result in a lot of 
extra support issues so that’s my job that much more secure for the forseable future. 


malwae (2007-06-01 16:01:18) 

Sadly, that scenario of a whole family using one computer is a very real phenomenon, which is a royal pain in 
the ass. I’d have to say that about %70 of the crisis/customer support comes from XP users who have many 
personal profiles running on a machine at the same time (they never log off), using the same programs, each with 
different settings for things like parental controls. It’s a HUGE problems for applications that have web based 
login protocols. Huge. Granted my particular audience are MSN browser customers, so that kind of selects for 
users who might not be that educated about technical matters, but there are so many of them, and a bunch of 
them don’t have the faintest clue about machine maintenance. Having watched the Vista development process 
internally, that very issue was frequently raised by the devs (who all know the value of the occasional reboot, 
defrag, and virus scan), and the folks who study the way people tend to use and abuse their computers. In many 
of these situations, the conclusion was that Vista had to allow for the most common and expensive types of user 
errors. Hence the UAC thing, the parallel hidden directories, etc. 


carbonunit (2007-06-02 00:58:23) 

I believe it if you say so, and really this move brings Windows more in line with the Unix custm f programs 
storing their settings files in the users home directory, but it does seem too little too late. Why not put the 
settings right in that ProgramData/username directory, or even have a Unix style Users directory, so we don’t 
have to dig so deep just to reach the files we need to? I think it’s all moot, anyway, people will be frced to buy 
it when their XP support runs out, they'll have to deal with the problems, there will be a divergence between 
those agile enough to switch to better systems and those who can just barely cope with the challenge of finding 
their own arse with both hands, our customers. MS is just giving them what they want, like selling them guns 
and trying to stop them shooting themselves over and over again by hiding the bullets and locking up the trigger. 
The gun is prettier and more impressive, not much good for hunting but fun for target practice. Real hunters 
won’t buy them, but the majority of the population will. 
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6.6.2 (2007-06-01 14:10) 


Yesterday Michelle went to the hospital for her regular abdominal capsule injection, and in the arvo she 
went back to the doctor for a blood pressure checkup. her pressure had increased again, almost as bad 
as it was before. 


Don’t worry, she is much better today. I think we've figured out the root cause of her problem with 
the blood pressure. It was anxiety caused by Mal and Cam visiting. 


Specifically it was fear that Cam would impose herself on us this weekend. Michelle was sitting at 
home breathing shallow and almost fainting any time the phone rang, and not answering it. The only 
thing she would talk about was Cam this, Cam that. Cam, worried, naturally tried to call and texted 
her several times, but Michelle didn’t respond. She was dead scared that Cam would sell her a sob story 
that she didn’t have anywhere to stay this weekend, and Michelle wouldn’t be able to say no. 


She told the doctor about this and he immediately gave her some Serapax. And, she finally let me 
do something about it. After days of persuasion she let me call Mal. I didn’t even have to spell it out. 
I was just like "Mal, her blood pressure is back up, and the doctor says she should take it easy and 
not answer the phone for awhile” and he was like ”Oh, okay, I'll call Cam straight away.” Michelle was 
flabbergasted. She thought it would take a lot of explaining, but of course Mal understood immediately. 


I think she will have to quit her job. The doctor gave her another week off. Ideally she should go 
back to doing something creative, something with a payoff, satisfying, where she can concentrate without 
interruption. 


6.6.3 (2007-06-06 16:25) 


Michelle is doing much better. She had a CT scan yesterday morning, mainly to eliminate any lingering 
possibility that her problem was physiological. It turned out negative for anything and everything except 
some lumbar disk damage, which we all know about. This morning her blood pressure has come down 
to about 150 over 90, which is still higher than healthy but not a potential stroke waiting to happen. 


Yesterday was actually a very interesting day because we really made some progress on the psy- 
chological causes of her anxiety which causes this high blood pressure. In the morning I went with 
Michelle up to the local medical centre for the scan, which was stressful for her because it involved an 
injection of salts. She braved it out and then we went home. Then, we headed out again after breakfast 
to look for some coveralls. I need those for a costume I’m making. 


On the way we passed our neighbours house, Mr Fernando. He is a cranky old Italian man I 
don’t like very much, for several reasons I’ll come back to. Recently his wife died of cancer. Because 
he was lonely, he accepted a puppy from another neighbour. It was some weird crossbreed. It has blue 
cattle dog in it’s blood, you can tell by the colour, but it’s much larger, and the short blue coat is mixed 
with long fine fluff like a pomeranian. 


He keeps this dog tied up in his concrete yard, and doesn’t walk it very often, partly because he 
is also sick and suffers from asthma. Actually, walking the dog would most likely be good for him, but he 
refuses to go out because he’s scared of losing his breath. He also sits at home and puffs on his inhaler 
far too often, and is too stuborn to buy a nebuliser or some other method of delivery that would be 
better for him than constant blasts from a Ventolin. This behaviour put him in hospital recently when 
he overdid the meds and had heart palpitations. 


As we passed the house, I noticed there was an RSPCA car parked outside and some strangers 
were in his yard crouching over the dog. Michelle immediately started to worry at this. I shut up and 
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didn’t say anything other than to answer her questions - it was obvious they were either taking the dog 
away or inspecting it's living conditions. 


So Michelle worried about this until we returned home, and the first thing she did was to race 
up to Fernando's house to see what happened to the dog. Next thing she returns, in tears, because the 
RSPCA had taken the dog. They were called by another neighbour who had noticed that not only was 
he keeping the dog chained up outside all the time, but he was in the habit of beating it and yelling at 
it on a regular basis. 


I sat down with Michelle while she started in on her usual routine, which is, taking full owner- 
ship of someone elses problem. I listened for awhile, just to make sure she was doing the usual routine, 
then I told her a few things. 


1. To start with, Fernando is a nasty old man, who most likely was a fascist during the war, 
and he was tieing the dog up and I’m not surprised if he was beating it. 

2. He has his son living next door, with a dozen grand kids, most of them adults, and he has other 
offspring all over the place, so it is not her responsability to walk the dog, buy it a lead or look after it 
when he’s in hospital, and she is not the reason it was taken away. 

3. It’s still a puppy, very friendly, covered in fine downy fur, so it’s chances of getting out of the pound 
are very good. 

4. The fact that he was crying to heaven and beating his chest with grief that his dog was taken away 
doesn’t mean anything. He’s Italian, he’s always been melodramatic, and most likely he is secretly glad 
the damn thing was taken away so it won’t be pissing on his pristine conrete yard any more. We know 
his family were glad to see the last of it. 


Gradually she calmed down, and interesting things began to emerge. I’ve never liked Fernando, 
but Michelle told me that her grandmother, whose house we live in, didn’t like him either. She used to 
be civil to him and even tell him when the cops were in the area looking for moonshiners (he used to 
distil his own grappa), but she and Michelles grandfather always kept a wary eye on him. 


Fernandos son lives in the house between us, which used to belong to an old lady. According to 
Michelle, when the old lady decided to sell her house, Fernando immediately began pestering her day 
and night, even threatening her with vague consequences if she didn’t sell the house to him cheap for his 
son to live in. This she eventually did. 


Also, his grandaughters were actually there at the same time as Michelle, and they seemed quite 
relieved that the RSPCA had taken the dog away. None of them much likes animals and they never 
have pets. At one time a couple of years ago they had a cat, but it disappeared under mysterious 
circumstances. 


And then a miracle occured. For the first time in weeks, maybe months, Michelle didn’t argue 
to a standstill while stubornly refusing to see reason. She agreed that this was all true, and decided not 
to persue the matter. I still have a hard time believing it. It’s amazing! 

Later in the evening she said she would even call Cam and tell her how she was, and she sent a 


text to Maria. One downside of her improving health is, the doctor said she would have to go back to 
work on Friday! She isn’t looking forward to that. 


6.6.4 My pick for winner of the lol meme. (2007-06-06 20:43) 
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6.6.5 (2007-06-08 16:29) 


They just sent an email around the office: 


Hi All, 


Could you all please remove anything valuable from in front of the windows, as we have 


problems with leeks. 


If you could pass this message onto all your staff especially the one that are seated by the 


windows it would be great. 


So I looked up, and there were hundreds of vicious green leeks crowding around the window, waving their 
roots in a highly threatening manner! I moved my valuables, they haven't broken through yet, but it’s 


only a manner of time! 


peculia (2007-06-08 06:46:57) 


Wow... think of all the tasty soup you will be able to make once you've won the day! 


madslasher (2007-06-08 06:56:27) 


I have a problem with leeks too. Really. What's with them? I’ve also got some PC's stacked by a window. Meh. 


richgoth (2007-06-08 13:18:40) 
50 years of computer science to develop spell-checkers...sheesh! 


6.6.6 2007-06-09_1733.00_Trouble (2007-06-09 18:50) 


(y NG A 
[2]2007-06-09 _1733.00 _Trouble.JPG 


Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong 


What could be better on a bitter and windy day like today? The pieces are missing from this old game 


so we used jelly beans. 


1. http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/537012513/ 
2. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/537012513/ 
3. http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 
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(2009-04-30 20:46:36) Want to download XRumer 5.0 for free! 

Hi, my friends... I want to get program XRumer 5.0 PALLADIUM free. Any url??? Pm so need this magic 
program! It's can break captchas automatically! Activate accounts via email automatically too! Absolutely great 
software! Help me! And did you hear news - price for XRumer 5.0 Palladium will grow up to $540 after 15 may 
2009... And XRumer 2.9 and 3.0 - too old versions, it's cant break modern catpchas and cant break modern 
anti-bot protections. But XRumer 5.0 Palladium CAN!!! So help me for download this great program for free! 
Thanks! 


6.6.7 (2007-06-13 15:36) 


XIT board meeting today. Sitting in a small conference room surrounded by agressive suits who don't 
understand IT concepts but want certain things to happen, and IT managers who understand some con- 
cepts but all have their own agendas to push, and I’m the only bipartisan tech guy there. Luckily they 
don't get too heated, but it was very stressful. Especially when my immediate managers start contra- 
dicting me when I try and explain something, because their personal agendas involve concealing some of 
the inadequacies of our software. It makes me look bad, so I usually try and push the issue, until they 
get nervous and change the subject. 


Last week a new consultant started working for XIT. The first time I heard about him was te Fri- 
day before he arrived. His brief is to try and come up with novel solutions for improving sales data. 
Presumably because I am too embedded in the situation, I don’t have a clue. I have been pushing certain 
concepts for ages, which usually begin with losing our current developers who take more than a year 
to do something that should take 2 months, tops, and then making some much-needed changes to the 
software. I’ve been feeding the guy leads that should take him to the same conclusion, without alerting 
him to the fact that it’s something I’ve been plugging for ages, because then he might reject it out of 
hand. That would make sense, because if there is one REAL reason the board hired him, it’s because 
they don’t want to admit Pm right and want him to come up with some other solutions. If I play my 
cards right he should come up with the same goods indipendant of me and then the board would have 
no choice but to do the right thing. 


Michelle is still in the freaky zone she was in last week. I’m losing a bit of patience. She spent most of the 
weekend worrying about Tuesday, when she planned to confront her immediate boss at work and demand 
that she wouldn’t have to do any work other than her job description. She was up, she was down, she 
was excited and then depressed, and she talked about it constantly. She rehearsed her diatribe on me, 
barking at me that no, she wasn’t bloody gonna take any more bloody calls from customers who just 
want packages tracked when they expect her to do data entry and reporting at the same time. I didn’t 
envy her boss! Then, Tuesday evening, she said no, she hadn’t said anything. There were hardly any 
calls waiting from her time away from work, so she assumed the problem had solved itself. So it goes... 


prof_null (2007-06-15 10:12:16) 

Wow, your work situation really sounds like something out of a Dilbert cartoon. I hope your ingenious strategy 
works, that’s the way the pecking order goes I guess - if the new strategy works he gets promoted (but you get 
zip) but if it goes wrong, he’s a consultant and they can dump him. Some good, some bad . . . . Have a good 
weekend : ) 


6.6.8 (2007-06-27 08:36) 


[1]Cool story about Bogota in Colombia, hedonics, and how a city can be friendly to cars or people but 
not both. 
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1. |http://www.theglobeandmail .com/servlet/story/RTGAM. 20070622. whappyurbanmain0623/EmailBNStory/lifeMain/ 


home 


haruspexx (2007-06-28 08:41:19) 
how come Bogota gets all the inspirational mayors? http://www.news.harvard.edu/gazette/2004/03.11/01- 
mockus.html 


6.6.9 (2007-06-29 13:14) 


Pm sick of using my brain. I wish I was dumb. If I was dumb nobody would ask me to solve their 
problems. 


A couple of weeks ago the XIT board hired a consultant to do something about the sales data. This jerk 
has been the bane of my life ever since. He constantly pesters me for information about everything, even 
periferal systems I only have the haziest notion what happens inside them. Even distributor systems 
which I have nothing to do with, and the administrators are sitting just meters away, the people who 
designed and built the system in question but he won’t ask them. He asks me. 


Not only that, but when I try and steer him right and drop the answer into his hands, he doesn’t 
listen. I know that the best, most efficient and impressive way he could improve sales data is by negoti- 
ating with the point-of-sale vendors, since the data comes from their programs and the problems mostly 
are caused by their bugs. If he approached them in the right way and offered them the incentive, they 
would most likely fix up a bunch of nagging problems. But no, I explained all this but he insisted on 
trying to analyse the data we were receiving. That is, he wanted to import huge wads of XML into an 
Access database, as though he could use an office program to equal and then supercede years of high level 
analysis by the distributors. He kept trying to interest me in this idea, showing me these nested tables in 
Access which he kept opening and closing exactly like some shill waving his hands in the face of a rube 
he is trying to sell some snake oil to. 


So, I helped him. I wrote some perl scripts to transcode the data from our own XML schema to one 
more readily absorbed by Access. All through this process I kept at him. I showed him that each months 
worth of data from each distributor is about 4 gig as XML. I explained that one distributor had hired 
an ultra-expensive actuary for years to try and develop algorithms to fill in lacunas in the data stream. 
Another had tried 3 times to manage their distribution based on sales data, failing every time. One was 
currently in the process of trying to impliment this, which meant that dozens of people there were already 
focussing all their attention on sales data and making it better. But no, he took the files I prepared, 
imported them into Access and continued to pop these tables open and closed. 


Now, finally he seems to have exhausted this futile process, and he’s continuing on as though none 
of the above happened. Now he’s pumping me for anecdotal information of the point-of-sale companies, 
and trying to conceal the time he wasted. Was thi his original intention? Was he deliberately exploring 
a cul-de-sac to stretch out his term with us and make more money for less work? I shudder to think. 


Anyway, he is stupid and so must be punished. I took a bunch of software improvements I had thought 
up, got confirmation from the managers and sent them to our developers. The consultant could have 
had them gratis, but Im pushing them through myself. PI deal with the extra work of getting our 
hopeless developers to do it now, instead of waiting until we switch to a new provider as I was planning 
to do before. Then I can take the credit for any improvements to the sales data myself. Cop that Mr 
Consultant! 


But this is hollow cheer. It’s good to smite your enemies, but better not to have to in the first place. 
If only they would all go away and let me get some rest. Now that the improvements to our software 
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should be paying off in more slack time, I have to answer every fricking question this dapper little chappy 
throws at me. Not fair. Whine. 


6.7 July 


6.7.1 (2007-07-01 20:08) 


We went to the Sounds of Seduction Space night last night. It was the most awesome Sounds, that wasn't 
on a new years eve, we attended yet. For the space theme we made costumes, Michelle made an awesome 
Space Princess costume and I made a red Dalek costume for our friend Ron. Here are some pictures. 


[27] 
Phew, I’m exhausted. 


[28]Some more photos here thanks to | LJ User: hbdeath ]. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/681770544/in/set-72157600582488689 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/681745122/in/set-72157600582488689 
3. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/680862397/in/set-72157600582488689 
4. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/681695968/in/set-72157600582488689 
5. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/680651011/in/set-72157600582488689 
6. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/681480768/in/set-72157600582488689 
7. |nttp://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/680597853/in/set-72157600582488689 
8. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/680569253/in/set-72157600582488689 
9. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/680541649/in/set-72157600582488689 
10. (http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/680515309/in/set-72157600582488689 
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http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/680489129/in/set-72157600582488689 
http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/680459305/in/set-72157600582488689 
http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/681287576/in/set-72157600582488689 
http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/681259640/in/set-72157600582488689 
http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/681229442/in/set-72157600582488689 
http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/680342395/in/set-72157600582488689 
http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/681169788/in/set-72157600582488689 
http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/681140060/in/set-72157600582488689 
http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/680255415/in/set-72157600582488689 
http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/680227847/in/set-72157600582488689 
http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/681055818/in/set-72157600582488689 
http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/681027614/in/set-72157600582488689 
http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/680999180/in/set-72157600582488689 
http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/680114549/in/set-72157600582488689 
http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/680086513/in/set-72157600582488689 
http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/680058067/in/set-72157600582488689 
http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/680029993/in/set-72157600582488689 
http://hbdeath.livejournal.com/236748.html 
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richgoth (2007-07-02 01:13:31) 
Is that Gina the go-go dancer in the first two pics? 


carbonunit (2007-07-02 01:31:17) 
I don't know her name, but someone did say she used to be one of the SOS go-go girls, so probably. 


richgoth (2007-07-02 09:18:03) 
haha such a small world... Shes a sweetheart and a very talented artist as well Used to be lead singer of Lawns- 
mell 


6.8 August 


6.8.1 Cosmic Catnip (2007-08-09 17:31) 


[1] 
[2]2007-07-21 -1342.58 -Cosmic _catnip.jpg 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/1059123094/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/1059123094/ 
3. [http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 
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(2008-03-08 02:30:51) international Women's Day! 
all with the international Women's Day! 


6.8.2 Changed traffic conditions ahead (2007-08-10 21:12) 


(2)2007-07-17 1548.24 Rocket _truck.JPG 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong 


1. http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/1054471131/ 


2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/1054471131/ 
3. http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


(2007-08-10 11:45:49) 
Hey Matt, Pretty sure that's the car for the new season of Double The Fist, that’s in production now. It’s replaced 
the old DTF car that used to be parked in Enmore. cheers matt g. 


carbonunit (2007-08-10 22:38:23) 

You may very well be right, this was on the edge of Enmore, right down near that rail bridge with all the murals 
of Jimi and the Beatles. The big flaming Fist on the side should have been a dead givaway. What an awesome 
show that is anyway, I’m so glad to hear they're making another season! 


(2007-08-12 12:56:48) 
yup, that's the area :) cheers matt g. 


richgoth (2007-08-10 12:58:26) 
oh sweet jesus! 


prof null (2007-08-10 22:38:17) 


whassat? A new series of DTF? Awesome! Hey’ that’ll really stop tailgating huh? Great for a bit of aerodynamic 
remodelling on plastic sportscars too. ;) 


462 


6.8.3 2007-08-11_1415.38_Computer_manuals.JPG (2007-08-12 22:17) 


[1] 
[2]2007-08-11 -1415.38 -Computer _manuals.JPG 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong 


Manuals get obsolete so quickly, it’s sad. I saw these in a charity store in Enmore. Who even remembers 
OS2 nowadays? The sad thing is, I can’t even think of any hypothetical situations where someone would 
ever need to know this stuff. I'm talking scifi movie plotlines where you end up needing an expert in 
Nurbs 3D modelling or an OS2 admin to save the world. It just isn’t possible. At most you might have 
some secret documents on a disk formatted for an obsolete system and you need to read them, but that’s 
a hardware problem. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/1091642975/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/1091642975/ 
3. http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


richgoth (2007-08-13 01:35:44) 
I have an un-open’d set of OS2 warp :) I’m sure one day I will want to time travel back to 1997 


carbonunit (2007-08-13 04:49:54) 

Oh yes, I remember all those ads in Wired for Warp! There was also a popular ice cream getting a lot of TV ad 
time called Warp, with similar graphics and style in the ads, very confusing for some people! Maybe I’m wrong, 
maybe you could build a case for these manuals being useful after all. 


prof null (2007-08-13 07:06:28) 

Not wishing to be too nitpickin’ but Nurbs modelling is alive and well - it’s actually a part of pretty much every 
current 3D program, and very useful it is too. OTOH, I do get your meaning. We are always being pushed to 
update and software is the ultimate in eternal updates. It’s a good thing we don’t have any physical waste from 
emptying our electronic wastebins - hey, that would be a wacky idea though . . . (Who drives the E-garbage 
truck?) 


carbonunit (2007-08-15 02:31:05) 
I bow to your extensive 3D modelling knowledge. I had a look in the book and thought it was just a package, 
didn’t realise it was a format in itself. 


6.8.4 Wow (2007-08-13 13:41) 


"Freedom is not a concept in which people can do anything they want, be anything they can be. Free- 
dom is about authority. Freedom is about the willingness of every single human being to cede to lawful 
authority a great deal of discretion about what you do.” 


[1])Rudolph Giuliani, possible next president of the USA 
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1. http://query.nytimes.com/gst/fullpage.html?res=9A01E2D9173CF933A15750C0A962958260 


prof_null (2007-08-13 06:56:53) 

Scarey. This guy is trying to change the whole meaning of ”freedom’ - we truly are well past 1984! Newspeak is 
thriving in the political doubletalk of people like him - thank your relevant deity that you're not under this guy’s 
rule. Heeeey - isn't that blind trust? like in religion? 


6.8.5 (2007-08-13 14:55) 


I hate environmental awareness. I hate anything which raises environmental awareness. In fact, anything 
which "raises awareness” is automatically suspect in my book. If you're trying to raise my awareness, it 
means there is something you want me to do or not do, and you’re not willing to do or stop doing it your- 
self. If you're trying to raise my awareness of the damage I’m doing to the environment, by consuming 
resources, it means you’re not willing to stop consuming them yourself. 


They have these banners up in Sydney for some concert or event called Live Green which is meant 
to "raise awareness”. The iconography of these banners, and a lot of Green propaganda, is fascinating. 
In this case, there is a human figure, a thin young dude, with arms upraised, wearing a green T-shirt, 
standing in front of what looks like a seriously unmowed lawn. This bugs me. Anything which correlates 
environmental concern with the colour green is ignorant garbage, especially in Australia. In Australia 
the environment is brown, or khaki at best. Our native trees are mostly dun and khaki, and when they 
are healthy they look like trees from other countries look like when they are just about to fall over due 
to some terrible disease. An elm struggling against Dutch Elm disease looks like a healthy mallee scrub. 
In fact, appart from the rain forests, the only parts of Australia which are truly Green are the paddocks 
which have been liberally dusted with superphosphate. This unhealthy green looks lush and healthy, but 
what it means is that, here once stood a forest, which was cut down, a foreign species of grass was planted, 
and then half a Pacific island worth of processed guano was spread over it in such large quantities that 
the grass was able to overcome the severe lack of other trace minerals in the soil, and every time it rains 
a nice big charge of phosphate is being flushed down the local creek and causing massive algae blooms 
which rob the water of oxygen and kill the fish. Australian grasses are scrubby brown sedges, toxic weeds 
which can dry out completely and wait for months between rains. They sure aren’t green, not the bright 
green always depicted in these posters and banners. 


And that guy in a T-shirt, he bothers me. Is it manditory to wear casual clothes to be environmen- 
tally aware? Surely wearing the castoff second-hand collar shirts and suits found in your local charity 
shop is far more environmentally healthy than wearing some overpriced fitted T-shirt, made from a mix 
of synthetic fibre (spun from petroleum) and cotton (the most pesticide intensive crop in the world), and 
the raw materials were shipped halfway around the world to China to be cheaply manufactured. The 
reason that bloke is wearing a T-shirt is because "environmental awareness” has long been assumed to be 
the province of young, left-wing hippy types who dress that way. It’s a stereotype. It’s assumed that if 
you wear a tie you are a planet-raping philistine, whereas if you took off your tie and donned a T-shirt 
your Green points would suddenly rachet upwards by some kind of magic. 


We humans are far too ready to substitute a literal interpretation of symbols for a genuine understanding. 
Right now a whole bloc of ordinary people think that being “green” means doing more gardening and 
acting like some kind of stereotyped hippy, wearing funky hemp T-shirts, dyed green with coal-tar dyes 
no less. Those hemp clothes bug me as well. I actually like them, but the whole point of hemp is that it 
uses less resources to grow (but more to process, the fibre is so tough), but it is meant to be hard wearing 
and last for a long time. The problem with them is they get manufactured in China, so the shipping 
cost in CO2 is the same, and people don’t wear them even as long as their regular cotton Ts. Once they 
start to wear they look terrible, the dye washes out, it gets baggy, and then you throw it away and buy 
another, negating any benefit to the environment. 
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All the most environmentally virtuous people I have ever met have been punks. Poor, thrifty, hum- 
ble punks, no cars, no jobs, and almost no carbon footrpint to speak of except for their own exhalations 
and the power to run their 50 watt light bulbs and record players. 


The next most effective players have been business owners and operators. One factory owner who installs 
passive climate control is far more beneficial to the carbon burden than a hundred shallow sloganeers. I 
used to live near a guy who worked for a solar power company. They started by providing solar arrays 
for powering marine installations, light bouys and yachts and so on. They branched out into mainland 
installations as well, and did a lot of installs for billboard lighting and park lights. Their main policy 
was they were providing a practical solution for mains power where that wasn’t available. It wasn’t 
anything to do with CO2 or green”. In fact, the biggest threat to their business was greenies who would 
go to conferences and trade shows and monopolise the floor with their blather about "saving the planet”. 
They were "raising awareness” by clouding the issue of the practicality of solar power with their own 
semi-mystical bullshit, and driving the customers, who only wanted solar power as a practical solution, 
away. They lost a lot of business, because business owners would go to solar power conferences to see 
if they could save money or impress their shareholders by going that way, and they would see a lot of 
highly visible hippies swanning around spouting slogans, and miss the serious solar energy professionals 
who were actually running the conference, and go home thinking it was a load of bull. 


6.8.6 Crabby rant (2007-08-15 09:58) 


I hate environmental awareness. I hate anything which raises environmental awareness. In fact, anything 
which "raises awareness” is automatically suspect in my book. If you're trying to raise my awareness, it 
means there is something you want me to do or not do, and you’re not willing to do or stop doing it your- 
self. If you’re trying to raise my awareness of the damage I’m doing to the environment, by consuming 
resources, it means you’re not willing to stop consuming them yourself. 


They have these banners up in Sydney for some concert or event called Live Green which is meant 
to "raise awareness”. The iconography of these banners, and a lot of Green propaganda, is fascinating. 
In this case, there is a human figure, a thin young dude, with arms upraised, wearing a green T-shirt, 
standing in front of what looks like a seriously un mowed lawn. This bugs me. Anything which correlates 
environmental concern with the colour green is ignorant garbage, especially in Australia. In Australia 
the environment is brown, or khaki at best. Our native trees are mostly dun and khaki, and when they 
are healthy they look like trees from other countries look like when they are just about to fall over due to 
some terrible disease. An elm struggling against Dutch Elm disease looks like a healthy mallee scrub. In 
fact, apart from the rain forests, the only parts of Australia which are truly Green are the paddocks which 
have been liberally dusted with super phosphate. This unhealthy green looks lush and healthy, but what 
it means is that, here once stood a forest, which was cut down, a foreign species of grass was planted, 
and then half a Pacific island worth of processed guano was spread over it in such large quantities that 
the grass was able to overcome the severe lack of other trace minerals in the soil, and every time it rains 
a nice big charge of phosphate is being flushed down the local creek and causing massive algae blooms 
which rob the water of oxygen and kill the fish. Australian grasses are scrubby brown sedges, toxic weeds 
which can dry out completely and wait for months between rains. They sure aren’t green, not the bright 
green always depicted in these posters and banners. 


And that guy in a T-shirt, he bothers me. Is it mandatory to wear casual clothes to be environmentally 
aware? Surely wearing the castoff second-hand collar shirts and suits found in your local charity shop 
is far more environmentally healthy than wearing some overpriced fitted T-shirt, made from a mix of 
synthetic fibre (spun from petroleum) and cotton (the most pesticide intensive crop in the world), and 
the raw materials were shipped halfway around the world to China to be cheaply manufactured. The 
reason that bloke is wearing a T-shirt is because "environmental awareness” has long been assumed to be 
the province of young, left-wing hippy types who dress that way. It’s a stereotype. It’s assumed that if 
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you wear a tie you are a planet-raping philistine, whereas if you took off your tie and donned a T-shirt 
your Green points would suddenly rachet upwards by some kind of magic. 


We humans are far too ready to substitute a literal interpretation of symbols for a genuine understanding. 
Right now a whole bloc of ordinary people think that being ”green” means doing more gardening and 
acting like some kind of stereotyped hippy, wearing funky hemp T-shirts, dyed green with coal-tar dyes 
no less. Those hemp clothes bug me as well. I actually like them, but the whole point of hemp is that it 
uses less resources to grow (but more to process, the fibre is so tough), but it is meant to be hard wearing 
and last for a long time. The problem with them is they get manufactured in China, so the shipping 
cost in CO2 is the same, and people don't wear them even as long as their regular cotton Ts. Once they 
start to wear they look terrible, the dye washes out, it gets baggy, and then you throw it away and buy 
another, negating any benefit to the environment. 


All the most environmentally virtuous people I have ever met have been punks. Poor, thrifty, hum- 
ble punks, no cars, no jobs, and almost no carbon footprint to speak of except for their own exhalations 
and the power to run their 50 watt light bulbs and record players. 


The next most effective players have been business owners and operators. One factory owner who installs 
passive climate control is far more beneficial to the carbon burden than a hundred shallow sloganeers. I 
used to live near a guy who worked for a solar power company. They started by providing solar arrays 
for powering marine installations, light bouys and yachts and so on. They branched out into mainland 
installations as well, and did a lot of installs for billboard lighting and park lights. Their main policy 
was they were providing a practical solution for mains power where that wasn’t available. It wasn't 
anything to do with CO2 or "green”. In fact, the biggest threat to their business was greenies who would 
go to conferences and trade shows and monopolize the floor with their blather about "saving the planet”. 
They were "raising awareness” by clouding the issue of the practicality of solar power with their own 
semi-mystical bullshit, and driving the customers, who only wanted solar power as a practical solution, 
away. They lost a lot of business, because business owners would go to solar power conferences to see 
if they could save money or impress their shareholders by going that way, and they would see a lot of 
highly visible hippies swanning around spouting slogans, and miss the serious solar energy professionals 
who were actually running the conference, and go home thinking it was a load of bull. 


The remainder are those crabby old men and women who scrimp by on a government pension, carefully 
saving every penny, walking to the shops every day, buying small lists of basic groceries, and generally 
allowing their houses to decay around them and their gardens to run riot. They never fly overseas on 
holiday, don’t buy new imported flat screen TVs, and they even scavenge junk off the streets and recycle 
old household appliances! I vote they get a special stipend for this service alone. They save their dish- 
washing water and pour it on their gardens, they grow their own veges without fertilizer or pesticide, and 
their only real impact on the environment is the batteries for their transistor radios. 


Now hippies and greenies don’t appear in this list because most of their attempts to save the envi- 
ronment involve buying something, and buying stuff just isn’t the same as doing something, or even 
better, not doing something. They can go out and acquire some item which is meant to be better than 
some other item which was made without regard for CO2 output or environmental impact, but really 
the only option with seriously less impact than either item is not buying anything at all. This option, 
if pursued by a large enough proportion of our society, would result in a neat worldwide depression and 
economic collapse, which apart from causing terrible misery and widespread starvation, would be excel- 
lent for the atmosphere. 


The scariest thing about global warming and the Green movement is that it might all be over. Bar- 
ring really radical plans, like [1]this company that wants to dump vast amounts of iron oxide into the 
ocean to trigger algae blooms to suck up the CO2, the only really good solution is for the human race to 
go extinct. The best thing that could happen for Mother Earth right now is for global war and famine 
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to destroy the human race. Even a nuclear war would be great, the radiation and nuclear winter effects 
would kill off a lot of higher mammals, but after a nice ice age everything would get back to normal again. 
I don’t really want that, but it doesn’t look like we humans will get our shit together and voluntarily 
reduce our resource consumption or clean after ourselves. We’re all about colouring things green, and 
screwing in fluorescent light bulbs which take far more resources to manufacture, and peg out after only 
a few months if your electrical system is the least bit unstable. We like to feel like we’re helping, like 
little children scribbling all over their parents paperwork. 


1. http://www.planktos.com/ 


peculia (2007-08-15 00:28:36) 

I think I love you. I was having a similar conversation with someone about the planned APEC protests yesterday. 
I don’t agree with protesting. It’s usually conducted by people no one with power will take seriously, and to me 
they smack of an inability to come up with a more creative solution than screaming at the problem. But yeah. 
Eco awareness is chic now, don’t you know? It’s being splashed all over the pages of glossy magazines. Hah. Oh... 
check [1]this out. 


i 

carbonunit (2007-08-15 02:26:31) 

Steady on, I’m spoken for! But thanks. I think eco awareness is so chic now it’s doomed. Like a fashion which 
gets accepted by the mainstream, but toned down and denatured in the process. Love that Soy Dracula concert. 


peculia (2007-08-15 02:57:30) 
Hehehe damn! *nod* Like the irony of touting it in glossy paper mags ;) 


prof_null (2007-08-15 07:14:24) 

Yep, right on. The trouble is that although individually humans can be responsible we now have these huge 
structures designed to evade responsibility. I hope that if humans get almost wiped out (again?) they might come 
up with a different answer than sticking heads in the sand. . . . oh, but I am being optomistic here. As you 
point out, people do things for locally practical reasons first - most who are fat with cash just act like naughty 
teenagers (Enron, for e.g.) 


richgoth (2007-08-15 12:30:55) 
fantastic rant.... but I’m not really sure about the wisdom of triggering another [1]global anoxic event in the 
oceans (unless its to create oil for people living a million years in the future?) 


1. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Anoxic_event 


6.8.7 Scifi archive (2007-08-15 13:28) 


There was, and still is, a site called [1]scifi.com, which used to have a really neat archive of short stories. 
They recently deleted this archive as part of an effort to "streamline” the site. That is, they got tired of 
constantly tweaking the archive, adding new stories, and especially deleting old ones when the estate of 
some deceased writer got around to Googling for their late parents work and starts sending cease-and- 
desist letters, despite the fact that the author and publisher consented to the story being published online 
in the first place. 


Anyway, it’s gone, but before it disappeared I spidered it, and then I stripped out the HTML and 
turned it into a nice PDF document all indexed and groovy, and you can download it [2]here. 


Actually this is about 1/3 of the entire archive, this is the Classic section which contains mainly stories 
by older golden-age writers. I’m still working on the Original section with the more recent writers. 
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1. (http: //www.scifi.com/ 
2. [http://www.mspong.org/various/SciFiction_Classic.pdf 


malwae (2007-08-15 15:58:50) 
Ooh, thanks for doing this! 


6.8.8 Going bush (2007-08-22 12:40) 


Michelle and I are going to Katoomba for the weekend. We rented a cottage on the edge of town. 


What does one do in Katoomba anyway? Starkitty? 


peculia (2007-08-22 03:16:47) 

Hmmm... I believe there's a craft shop up there, and some of the cafes are superb. I’ve always harboured a 
fondness for Paragon hot chocolate, and book a table at the Avalon for dinner if you can. Apart from that, there's 
some decent op shopping to be had. Check out Brian's bookstore up the top end of Katoomba Street (it's the one 
with the treatise on damp nostrils on the door). Tf you can, take a trip up to Mount Vic Flicks, too. Other than 
that... well, maybe it's twee, but the Three Sisters and associated sightseeing and walks are always good value :) 


carbonunit (2007-08-22 04:23:27) 

Sounds good to me. I don’t mind the standard tourist sights, except Michelle is scared of heights. She can handle 
a lookout, but the cable car or inclined railway are out of the question. We've been to the Paragon, definitely 
going there again. Thanks for the info, we’ll let you know what turns out! I’m not big on recreational “shopping” 
per se, but Michelle doesn’t mind... 


peculia (2007-08-22 04:29:59) 
They’re good fun, though... I didn’t like the railway either. I just like going up there and looking around :) Ah, 
but you'll like Brian’s :) 


richgoth (2007-08-23 11:57:15) 
Theres a couple of good bookstores on the main drag,especially the antiquarian one, and lots of places to have 
expensive fatty food while being roasted to death by gas fires. Theres also a couple of seedy pubs. 


carbonunit (2007-08-23 20:50:29) 
Sounds great! Especialy the seedy pubs. And Michelle likes the gas fire experience, she always sits close to those 
at cafes. 


6.8.9 Geek dérive, or, dotwalk with a purpose (2007-08-23 07:30) 


[1]This individual wrote a script on his phone that allows him t input text by walking around. His 
proximity to various cell towers triggers value changes in the phone which the script turns into text. He 
can send an SMS by walking in a certain pattern. 


([2]|Some background on the idea of dérive.) 


1. http: //www.makezine.com/blog/archive/2007/08/cellphabet_10_walk_in_eng.html?CMP=0TC-0D6B48984890 


2. [http://www.bopsecrets.org/S1/2.derive.htm 
468 


6.8.10 (2007-08-27 10:54) 


What a lovely weekend! We stayed at [1]Waratah Cottage in Katoomba. It's a small house just outside 
the town centre, about halfway between the station and the Three Sisters. 


The house was pretty luxurious for our simple tastes, but there you go. It had a slow combustion 
stove, a spa bath and decent kitchen, which we didn't end up using much except to make coffee. There 
was a good collection of DVDs which we spent a large amount of Saturday watching, especially Black 
Books and Shaun of the Dead. 


On Friday night we had dinner at an awesome restaurant called the Avalon, near the top end of the 
main street. The decor was quirky Art Nouveau, every bit of cutlery and china missmatched but com- 
plementary, and they seemed to have been making some kind of clothes that day before they opened, or 
perhaps they always had a couple of sewing machines and a table with the remains of some cutting out 
on it near the front door. I had braised lamb and Michelle had chicken in a mustard sauce. The bar 
attached to the Avalon was even better, but it closed early. There was a magnificent copper sheet stove 
covered in rivets. 


We spent a lot of time walking around town cruising the bookshops. At [2]Mr Pickwicks I found Compter 
Data Processing and Introduction to Electronic Computers, both by Gordon Davis, published 1968. 
Computer textbooks and manuals from that era are still highly useful. Because they predate most pro- 
prietary software, but all the conventions of computer design had been worked out years before. In an 
era when a program was something you worked out on paper, then booked time on a computer, then 
when your alloted time came you punched into cards or typed into a terminal and ran the thing and took 
the printed results away to analyse, the basics were important. I also bought Disraeli’s Curiosities of 
Literature, which is a kind of compendium of freaks and exceptions in classical literature, such as acrostic 
poems, early self-referential works, various kinds of nonsense poetry and so on. 


We also visited Brians bookshop, thanks for the recomendations. We were lucky enough to hear him 
advising another customer on the importance of keeping his nasal passages moist! He started by com- 
menting on his dry cough, and then went on "You know what that means don’t you? You're in danger 
of getting emphysemia! The cillia in your throat and nose can’t shift your mucous which is loaded with 
germs!” He then advised the poor bloke to sniff some water up his nose and sit over a bowl of hot water 
and inhale the steam. 


Michelle and I picked up some very interesting titles there, including: 
Larouse Encyclopedia of Prehistoric and Ancient Art 

Studies in Eastern Religion - AS Geden 

Looking for Dilmun - Geoffrey Bibby 

The World of the Phoenicians - Sabatino Moscati 

Gloriana - Michae Moorcock - this is for you Starkitty, I already have a copy. 


Other than this we hardly even looked at the views, we spent most of each day lazing around the 
house watching videos while smashed on hash cookies. A mighty fine way to spend a weekend in my 
opinion. 


1. http://www.waratahcottage.com.au/ 
2. http://www.mrpickwick.com.au/ 


peculia (2007-08-27 01:17:55) 
EEEE! Brian is the best! Did he play the pianny while you were there too? I once caught him giving a lecture on 
Ancient Greek... 
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carbonunit (2007-08-27 22:34:27) 

Sorry, no piano. No Greek either, but he kept trying to interest us in works on Sanskrit, which he said he used 
to teach. You can tell he is a scholar from the way the stock in his shop is so obviously groomed. Not by cover or 
appearance but by content. I liked the smell from his kerosene heater too, while simultaneously screaming inside 
from the madnes of heating a bookshop with liquid fuel! 


peculia (2007-08-27 23:31:03) 
He’s the kind of crazy I wanna be when I grow up :) 


haruspexx (2007-08-27 07:42:21) 
Sounds like an excellent weekend! 


richgoth (2007-08-27 11:31:56) 

Larouse Encyclopedia of Prehistoric and Ancient Art The World of the Phoenicians - Sabatino Moscati Excellent! 
I almost bought the first and I am interested to see the second (I am guessing it is a series of papers published to 
mark the opening of an exhibition in Venice?) 


carbonunit (2007-08-27 22:27:26) 

The Larousse is my favourite, I love anything to do with prehistoric artifacts and the really distant past. The 
World of the Phoenicians is available in reprint on Amazon [1]1999 print here and [2]2001 print called just The 
Phoenicians here. It doesn’t seem to be associated with a exhibition, the copy I found was from 68. 


1. http://www.amazon.com/World-Phoenicians-Phoenix-Giants/dp/0753807467/ref=sr_1_2/102-7159744-4840915? 
ie=UTF8&s=bookskqid=1188253137&sr=8-2 

2. http: //www.amazon.com/Phoenicians-Sabatino-Moscati/dp/1850435332/ref=sr_1_4/102-7159744-4840915?ie= 
UTF8&s=books&qid=1188253137ksr=8-4 

richgoth (2007-08-27 23:48:38) 

OK...this must date to before he was director of the national archaeological museum 


6.9 September 


6.9.1 (2007-09-03 13:53) 


We had a great weekend, mostly revolving around the [1]Mu Meson archives. Saw a lot of movies. 


Last Thursday at the Mu Mesons we saw Richard, The Most Interestingest Person I Ever Met, which 
is a very sad movie about the old toy shop in Petersham. Maya, a student film maker, started making 
a documentary about Richard the proprietor, and captured the end of what seems to have been a long 
descent into depression and then suicide. It was like some Victorian tragedy, watching his inevitable 
spiral down. For instance, his dog had puppies, which he was going to sell, except for the runt, which he 
wanted to keep. Then one night he rolled on that one puppy and killed it. It was heartbreaking, especially 
when he got the body out of the freezer and buried it in a shoe box in the back yard. he was obviously 
pretty disturbed, driven by paranoia about everyone around him. Maya was a genius, hardly saying a 
word, just avoiding triggering his alarms and thus capturing a person probably nobody else could. 


It was good for the Archive too, they had so many people they had to hold 2 screenings! Bad for 
Maya though, apparently her house was broken into while the screenings were on and her cameras and 
editing equipment were stolen. 


On Friday we went back to see Freaks, Geeks and X-rated Peeks at the Mesons, which is always ex- 
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cellent. There were a lot of ads though, but they showed such classics as Sex For the Over 40s and [2]Sex 
Ed for Trainables which is excruciating... 


On Saturday we attended a Greek/Macedonian baby shower for Bianca and Adam. Bianca is due in 
a month, we got her a high chair. It was awesome, especially the food, and meeting all the extended fam- 
ilies was amazing. No bizarre customs were in evidence, sadly. I was hoping there would be some pagan 
rituals like passing the mother-to-be through a split branch or crowning her with a nappy or something. 
It was just your regular baby shower, even though it was my first one, but Michelle has before. There 
seems to be a baby boom going on, about 6 other women were pregnant and ready to drop. 


We weren’t sure if we would go and see [3]Holy Mountain at the Chauvel, because we've seen it be- 
fore at the Archives, but Jaimie was pretty stressed so Michelle offered to drive Aspa and him. This gave 
him the opportunity to have a refreshing blunty and relax instead of driving and parking, and luckily so. 
The movie was excellent. Since the director Jodorowski made up with the producer, they have struck a 
new distribution deal, made fresh prints from the negatives, and reworked the sound. It was beautiful, 
much better than the Japanese video tape copies which we saw before, which not only have tape degra- 
dation, but have that weird Japanese black fuzzball fig-leafing all the naughty bits. [ LJ User: richgoth 
], [LJ User: haruspexx ], Jill and Conan were there, Ron, Steve, [4]Jack Sargeant and Vern Pullen. 


After the amazing spectacle was finished they managed to call [5] Alejandro Jodorowsky in Paris where 
he lives now, and Jaimie did a phone interview with him. He explained how he woke up one day and 
realized that it was stupid fighting with the distributor, Allen Klein, and he called him up and made 
peace in 3 minutes. He was a little hard to understand, his accent is still pretty strong, but he said some 
interesting things. Apparently he goes every Wednesday to a cafe in Paris and does free tarot readings 
for the patrons, although he never "does the future”. He has no hard feelings towards David Lynch, 
who ended up doing Dune instead of him, and like Lynch he is overwhelmingly positive about modern 
filmmaking technology and HiD cameras and the net. His philosophy is and always was that artistic 
freedom is more important than monetary success, so podcasting and digital film are all good for him. 


On Sunday we took Michelle's grandfather Terry and his friend Bill to the Harold Park Trots for lunch. 
I’ve written about this [6]before. This year was almost an exact replay, without the pool. After an ex- 
cruciating couple of hours we managed to get away and headed over to the Marrickville markets. Nearly 
every week now we go there, one of the stalls sells a $30 box of fruit and vergies which lasts us for a week, 
and we eat a lot of veges. They always include some interesting items and this week it was a bunch of 
garlic shoots, which I put in an omelet with the mushrooms. 


Then we swung by the pet supply store for some cat litter, and I wanted some cat repellant too, because 
some cat has been going under our house and spraying my homebrew wine! I got a canister of green 
granules which smelt like vietnamese mint, and we’ll see. The pet store is just down the street from the 
Mitchell road auctions, and they were having a Goth auction to tie in with the Under the Blue Moon 
festival. They had an old horse-drawn hearse on a trailer out the front, so we decided to have a look at 
the stock, but it was embarrassing. The ”goth” items consisted of a few animal skulls, a casket, some 
statuary and other items, nothing really different to their regular stock. We were more interested in their 
plant pots and other antiques. 


And now I’m back at work and bored again. Pm starting to think that this job isn’t worth the ef- 
fort. I had my yearly review last week and although they are happy with everything I’ve done so far they 
keep wanting more, and the worst thing is, they want me to "manage” Michael more, which means take 
responsibility for how slack he is. Not likely. 


1. http://www.mumeson.org/ 
2. |nttp://video. google. com/videoplay?docid=- 2987243478639579087 


3. [http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Holy_Mountain_(1973_film) 
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4. http://www. jacktext .net/ 


5. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Alejandro_Jodorowsky 


6. |http://carbonunit. livejournal .com/22695. html 


6.9.2 (2007-09-06 08:32) 


As you may know Sydney is hosting this APEC meeting, and they’ve taken the precaution of enclosing 
the centre of the city in a giant steel fence. Good thing too, check out this frightening shot of a protest 
march wending around the corner and down Goulburn street. 


[1] 
The figures in flourescent green vests are police. It’s a good thing they were there, or else the march 
would have been embarressingly small. Ad check out this vid: 


1. http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/1332732030/ 


richgoth (2007-09-06 01:10:43) 
good to see our tax dollars hard at work... Now if I were a protestor, I would take advantage to strike everywhere 
but APEC 


prof_null (2007-09-06 06:21:45) 


. and if i were a robber, id be waiting until the big protest march happens and all the police are in the 
centre of town, then the rest of the city’s police stations would be on no more than skeleton crew... . 


6.9.3 I don’t usually meme but... (2007-09-07 05:46) 


haruspexx (2007-09-07 02:02:43) 
hey, that’s a cool one 
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richgoth (2007-09-07 02:48:25) 
you got my crow! 


6.9.4 Robots can be stupid too (2007-09-08 07:55) 
(Amazon sends you spammy emails trying to get you to buy more books. This one made me laugh) 
Matthew B. Spong, 


As someone who has purchased or rated books by Robert A. Wilson, you might like to know that 
Finance for Sport and Leisure Managers: An Introduction will be released on September 21, 2007. You 
can pre-order yours by following the link below. 


Finance for Sport and Leisure Managers: An Introduction 
Robert Wilson 

Price: $48.95 

Release Date: September 21, 2007 


Book Description 


Sport and leisure managers need to understand the financial side of their industry in order to offer 
the most cost-effective facilities and to make sound business decisions. However, to the non-expert the 
language and practice of finance is often bewildering and perceived as complicated, difficult and impen- 
etrable... 


prof_null (2007-09-08 05:48:31) 
. well, robots are only as stupid as the people who program them. How come the program didn't read the 
middle name? THAT is stupid. :) Robert Anton Wilson is a great writer though - heaps of fun! 


6.9.5 (2007-09-08 08:48) 


I went in to work yesterday, despite the [IJAPEC public holiday. We support our software all over Aus- 
tralia so it was reasonable. Actually, it was awesome, the streets were almost deserted in the morning, 
and at one point a police helicopter drifted right down Castlereagh street outside our windows! Although 
I did have to call my manager to get a code to turn off the alarm, and there was a fire alarm during the 
day that the firies took over an hour to shut off. I spent the time browsing down at Enthusiasms record 
store, which is in sight of the building, so I could see the fire engines and return when they finished. 


There were a few shops open, like Enthusiasms, especially around the World Square precinct, where 
thousands of people live. Elsewhere it was all dead. 


Despite these benefits, APEC is really making me sick. Their agenda is transparent and quite dis- 
gusting when you contemplate it. 


In other countries, the APEC meeting is usually held in a conference centre or part of the city which 
is isolated and easy to make secure, or the countries? capital city, which is usually designed from the 
ground up for diplomatic functions like APEC so it isn’t a problem for the local business. Our capital 
city Canberra would have been perfect for the job; lots of luxurious convention centres, beautiful lake for 
photo ops, government offices right there, Prime Ministers official house, they held it there before, but 
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there was a reason APEC was held in the centre of Sydney. 


Prime Minister Howard is trying to use APEC to sell Australian resources to other countries. He's 
finalising a deal to sell about 30 billion dollars worth of natural gas to China, and striking a deal to sell 
a vast quantity of energy grade uranium to Russia. When you're offering such gigantic and important 
deals, it's necessary to offer security of some kind, to prove you can come through with the goods and 
that nothing will stop you or make you go back on your words. 


What better way to demonstrate your mastery over your country, your control over your populace and 
your ability to move mountains for your business friends, than to shut down your prime business city for 
a day? To slow it for a week beforehand is even better, and totally stifling and controlling any protests 
and opposition is the icing. 


Its a shrewd political stunt. That giant fence was supposedly built to keep protestors out, but it carries 
an interesting message from Howard to the other leaders. "Look guys, own this city! I can close it down, 
fence off giant swathes of the prime business district for your pleasure. I can demand half of the zoo gets 
boated across the harbour to an island so your wives can look at the fucking zebras or whatever while 
we discuss business! 1 own this town, you have nothing to worry about. The goods will come through on 
time, or else!” 


This is why the Chasers stunts are so troubling to them. It's not that they got so close to the hotel 
in their limousine, or that they could have been shot by snipers, or even that the security is lax. It's 
that, the Australian population is not pacified yet. There are still some individuals who are willing to 
risk their comfortable careers and even lives to pull a stupid prank, to try one on, to have a go and poke 
fun at the big people. It deflates Howards attempts to prove his and his governments' mastery over the 
country. 


But not totally. So far this has been mostly win for Howard. My theory is, he is at a stage in his 
political career where he sees himself as an aging father trying to set up a trust fund to provide for the 
future of his wastrel children, the Austraian people. Fat and lazy, used to low doc home loans and credit 
cards and cheap consumer goods, he doesnt think we can shape up and survive when the world economy 
tanks, so he is doing something about it. Not that it's the right thing, the right thing would be to ship 
those fat lazy wastrel kids to boot camp and teach them how to look after themselves, but who would go? 
Who would actually vote for a government which offered nothing but more work and less fun? I believe 
Howards vision is, the rest of the world wallowing in the depths of a recession or market correction or 
full blown depression, call it what you will, but their only source of energy is Australia. Australian coal, 
gas and uranium, they signed the deals, they built the infrastructure to receive them, they have to pay. 
So the Australian populace rides through like those Pacific islanders on Nuaru, briefly one of the most 
wealthy countries on Earth from selling off their guano deposits. Until they ran out. Now it's a craggy 
rock with no industry and no way to say no when we send our illegal immigrants there. So it goes. 


1. http: //en.wikipedia.org/wiki/APEC_Australia_2007 


richgoth (2007-09-08 01:53:07) 

a masterful analysis! I saw the $100K water cannon go past the pub I was in yesterday, in respnse to the "bum a 
thon” in hyde park and was utterly disgusted with the depths to which our country has fallen. The screen of 1/2 
a dozen helicopters continuously overhead is costing us $12K an hour as well 


prof_null (2007-09-08 06:02:35) 

Mmm, right on! I’m still not sure which is worse though - a govt that don't give a hoot and lets people do whatever 
like we once had, or a meddling busybody of a Big Brother like we are getting. I guess the result is partly due 
to crap education that costs a heap - we end up with stupid graduates who can’t even live to a budget? - mind 
you, that’s also the fault of the person themselves. ... . Hey, you should make it a new term - We’re being 


474 


"Naurued”. 


6.9.6 Justice Yeldham (2007-09-21 13:03) 


We went down the Factory theatre last night. [1]A band called KTL were playing, but we were mainly 
interested in seeing [2] Justice Yeldham and the Dynamic Ribbon Device. 


The first act was called Defectro, a single guy with some effects, pedals, something providing a 
thumping rhythm, and a guitar-shaped device with a big wheel on it. It produced some mechanical 
sounds and wasn't too dismal, but we were a bit impatient waiting for the good stuff. 


Next up was Wog, who were great. They are essentially a stand-up comedy routine masquerad- 
ing as a noise band. Between brief intervals of random bass and drums they told a series of fast jokes and 
interacted with the audience, which was a really nice defusement of the sometimes too serious nature of 
this stuff. 


Pve been wanting to see Justice Yeldham for years. There were legends, rumours. One man, Lu- 
cas Abela, comes on stage and presses a sheet of plate glass against his face. It has a contact mike on 
it, and he wears a belt of effects pedals. While twiddling the pedal nobs to modulate the sounds, he 
screams into the plate glass, rubbing his face back and forth and pressing harder and harder, until, 
inevitably, the sheet breaks. Also inevitably, the sharp edges cut his face, and blood begins to smear 
across the remaining glass as he continues. With each break the smaller glass sheet resonates with a 
higher frequency, raising the pitch of the performance to new levels of intensity and horror. Finally he 
begins to bite great chunks of glass from the edges of the sheet, reducing it to a single jagged shard 
which he mouths and gnaws, while blood drips on his shirt. This is what I wanted to see. 


Many years ago I met Lucas. He was just as uncompromising in his search for noise perfection 
then as now. I was the graveyard shift coordinator for 2RSR, Radio Skid Row, the community station 
that still broadcasts out of the Marrickville Community centre. The day was filled with ethnic broadcasts, 
and other special interest shows like a prisoners show and a gay community service one. The night was 
then filled with a mixture of techno and electronic music, the first such shows on the airwaves in fact, 
and noise. Being coordinator didn’t mean much, it meant I had to make sure all the slots were filled, 
find replacement shows when someone left or gave up, make sure no serious damage was done to the 
studio during the night, and quite often, fill in when a DJ was sick or too lazy to do a show. Lucas had 
a show, a legendary, nameless show. There were rumors then as well. Once he did a performance live 
on air where he ran a lead out into the carpark, attached it to contact mics attached to his combi van, 
and slammed the doors and revved the engine all night. It was well received by the listeners, not so by 
the neighbors, who called the police. When I listened to his show he seemed especially fond of primal 
screaming. Usually he would begin his show with about 30 minutes of intense primal screaming, followed 
by some sandpapered vinyl on the turntable and perhaps a cassette with the tape turned around and 
the volume turned up full. 2MBS was a low-power mono FM station, so it’s not like we had the option 
of broadcasting classical music. 


One night in mid winter I was filling in for an evening show, I think it was 10 to 1. As usual I 
played a mix of various stuff I liked to listen too, ranging from pretty mainstream pop like Ride and 
Sonic Youth to weird samples taped from movies. It was cold in the studio, and we didn’t have a heater. 
We were even forbidden from bringing in our own heaters, because of the cost of power. 


Suddenly the door banged open and Lucas and an assistant marched in, lugging a large wooden 
foot locker. They didn’t say a word to me, they just made it very obvious they were taking over. I was 
delighted, I respected their shit and was happy to go home and listen. So, I put on something to ease 
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the listeners into whatever they planned to do, probably some Good Chamber, and started to pack up. 


As soon as I stood up from the console and backed away they were in, plugging their box into 
the desk with a long cable. The box was full of battered antique turntables, rescued from old radiograms, 
plus some cheapass desk cassette recorders and other things, all embedded in a nest of wire. I watched 
them start up one turntable with a sandpaper disk as a record, and drop the tonearm on it. I’m sure the 
needle was long since worn away, but the noise from the cartridge being abraded was pretty fierce. 


So what was he like at the show? Different, short haired now, stockier, with a strangely bulging 
forehead. He walked out sucking down a beer, and plugged in a square board covered with a grid of 
guitar effects pedals. He removed his shoes, disappeared off stage, and came out again carrying the glass, 
a boomerang-shaped piece which seemed to have been scored in different places to make it easier to 
break. Once he plugged it in he jumped into the performance. He pressed the wider section of the glass, 
near the elbow of the boomerang, against his face, baring his teeth, and started to emit horrific noises. 
During the performance he played the glass with his fingers, literally playing arpeggios as though he was 
closing the stops of a flute, and it did seem to modulate the sound quite well. For about ten minutes 
he cranked it up, screeching louder, stomping pedals, jerking back and forth, grimacing, pressing his 
teeth against the glass, then popping his mouth out like a fish, then rubbing it back and forth. Blood 
started to come from a cut on his nose. Then the glass broke with a snap, and although the sound didn’t 
obviously increase in pitch the harmonics changed noticeably. 


Now he really threw himself into the performance, walking on the grid of pedals, with his bare 
feet in the fragments of the glass that dropped from his instrument, pulling disgusting faces through the 
remaining shard. It broke again, and he pressed the two pieces together and kept playing. They formed 
a disturbingly scissor-like shape with his nose right in the cutting zone. Again and again it broke, until 
it was small enough to shove into his mouth. The blood was smeared everywhere, drops of spit were 
blowing off the glass and spraying forward, and I could hear the crunch of his teeth through the brittle 
glass. It was truly horrific, I couldn’t help imagining fragments of glass in my mouth, shards caught 
in my tongue, moving towards my throat, slicing through my cheeks. Finally the last coherent piece 
shattered into small fragments and dropped leaving the contact mike draped over his arm. That was it, 
that was the end, and he bowed and walked off to great applause. 


I thought it was true genius. With modern electronic instruments it’s so easy to emulate and 
capture and reproduce any sound you like, and tune the output for maximum horror, but with this one 
concept he managed to drag it all back to reality, by creating an instrument that is truly dangerous to 
play. You can emulate any sound, but you can’t emulate visceral danger. I think we the audience want 
to see a certain danger on stage; performing used to contain this factor simply in the virtuosity of the 
performer, reproducing a complex pattern with no margin for error, displaying skill but also exposing 
himself to the danger of failure. 


We left after that, having seen what we wanted to see. I’m sure KTL were good, being half 
SunnO))) and all, but Justice Yeldham was enough for one night. 


2. |hnttp://www.dualplover.com/justice.htm 


hbdeath (2007-09-21 04:17:45) 

I heard a bit of KTL on SER the other night. It struck me as quite Sunn O)))-ish. Not terribly interesting. I’ve 
heard Justice Yeldham on SER as well and can’t say I was impressed. Possibly you need to actually see what he’s 
doing to get it. I still just find myself wondering, though, how much skill does making noise of this sort actually 
require... 
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carbonunit (2007-09-21 05:50:53) 

Probably not that much skill, but huge gobs of dedication and determination. I don’t insist that music be difficult 
to play as long as it sounds good, and I like noise. Good noise plus intense stage act equals a nice nights enter- 
tainment! We saw SunnO))) at the Factory a couple months ago and it was the most intense musical experience 
of my life! I listen to their album White 1 often. 


haruspexx (2007-09-21 11:15:21) 
Lucas used to do a few graveyards after my show on skid row too. Once he brought in three or four televisions 
untuned to static and plugged them in and just let them all play 


richgoth (2007-09-21 11:50:57) 
I saw him in melbourne at the Peoples Palace of Outsider Culture 


haruspexx (2007-09-24 11:06:57) 
hey, i just remembered, i’ve got a few photos of Justice Yeldham on my flickr account [1] justice yeldham 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/haruspex/2194495/ 


carbonunit (2007-09-24 12:19:09) 
Great photos! He looks so out of it. And Cobra Killer look hawt! 


6.9.7 2007-09-22 1652.46 Pams_window (2007-09-22 22:43) 


[1] A 
(2)2007-09-22 _1652.46 _Pams _window.JPG 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong 


Michelle’s mother Pam made this awesome stained glass window. She glued coloured glass to a perspex 
sheet and grouted between the pieces. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/1421612311/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/1421612311/ 
3. |hattp://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


(2007-11-29 21:28:53) Wow! Good resources here, Enjoyed the visit! 
What beautiful text and visitors! http://danuegonax.com Thanks much! 


6.9.8 You can never escape (2007-09-23 20:22) 


This came in a couple of days ago. 


ATT 


From: neilanna Subject: A voice from your past. Date: 19 September 
2007 10:44:52 PM To: mspong@pacific.net.au Matt, I’m fairly certain 
I knew you in primary school and into high school. You were at 
Beecroft Primary up until around 1980 and then went to Epping Boys 
High School in 1981. After that you changed schools. I remember going 
on holiday with you once with your family. 1 think our dads knew each 
other. My name is Neil Cameron. 1 remember how many kids teased you 
back in primary school. I joined in sometimes, which I feel really bad 
about, but 1 also remember our friendship, which always has a positive 
memory for me (it may not for you but just letting you know I remember 
you positively). We seem alike, if your blog represents you well. We 
run Linux, like arty films, write poetry and prose, have short hair 
and goatees and struggle with our inner demons. My blog is here: 
one-salient-oversight.blogspot.com/ To catch up on what has happened 
in my life, go to the FAQ section: 
one-salient-oversight.blogspot.com/2005/07/frequently-asked-questions. 
html How did I find you? I was looking through firstgoatse pictures 
and saw yours! 


So I said: 
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From: mspong@pacific.net.au Subject: Re: A voice from your past. 
Date: 22 September 2007 10:40:11 AM To: neilanna@ Hello Neil, and 
Anna. Yes, 1 do remember you as well, dimly in the mists of time. 1 
also remember going on holiday with you, although 1 remember going 
with you and your father to a caravan park somwehere on a lake. 1 
remember being terrified when we went sailing and the shrouds broke, 
and we had to heel around to put the other shroud into the wind and 
tack slowly in to shore. School... lets not go there. Sorry to say, my 
father died nearly 5 years ago at the age of 71. My mother lives in 
Brisbane now. Anyway, 1 have a good life now. My partner of ten years 
Michelle and I live in Five Dock. I’m systems admin for a small 
software company that runs an EDI system for newsagents to download 
data for their labels, and upload sales data to the magazine 
distributors. Before this I’ve worked for travel insurance, web 
design, ran market stalls, made quilts and done various artistic 
things. We’re heavily involved with the Mu Meson archives 
http: //www.mumeson.org where we have made a lot of friends. Recently I 
dumped the Linux PC, when 1 realised how it had crippled my creativity 
trying to get things working all the time, and switched to Mac. Macs 
were the first modern WIMP system 1 started using in the early 90s. 
OSX is very nice and having all the Gnu tools under the hood is cool. 
Anyway, nice to hear from you and 1 will have a look at your blog too. 
Ciao! 


Then he said: 


From: neilanna Subject: Re: A voice from your past. Date: 22 
September 2007 11:25:06 AM To: mspong@pacific.net.au Matt, Thanks 
for replying. 1 was worried that 1 had become one of those bad 
memories for you and you were not replying for that reason. My dad 
remembers taking you on holidays as well. We went to Budgewoi Caravan 
park and sailed on Lake Munmorah. It’s funny how memory works. I have 
no memory whatsoever of either going on holiday with you there or even 
the incident on the boat you describe, so 1*11 have to just trust you 
and my dad that your memories work fine! My mum and dad are around. 
They both live in Bundanoon now. My older sister also lives there now 
as well. About school: I’ve been rehearsing in my head a few things I 
want to say about your experience in school. You don*t need to reply 
to this and I won’t bring it up again (unless you wish), but I thought 
that it would be good for both us for me to write a few things. You, 
and the way we kids treated you in Primary School, is one of my main 
memories. The memories 1 have are not specific - 1 can only recollect 
one humiliating incident for you that 1 won*t share, but it is the 
feelings that 1 remember. The fact is that we put you through absolute 
hell. You were never given a chance to be accepted or appreciated for 
who you were. We turned on you like savage dogs. I’ve seen some of the 
stuff you have on your website. It is dark and shows me that our 
treatment of you was, in no way whatsoever, justified. If you have 
ever had suicidal feelings in the past, or have suffered debilitating 
depression, 1 can guarantee you that no other person 1 know can be 
justified in having those feelings as you. You went through darkness 
and suffering from your peers that no one should have gone through. 
Did you feel suicidal at some point? Completely understandable. Did 
you battle depression? Completely understandable. If you have close 
friends who know of your past and wonder whether any of it was true, 
or have had doubts about your recollection of it, then let me say to 
them that Matthew Spong went through more humiliation as a child than 
most people go through in a lifetime. Please accept that fact people 
and believe Matthew when he relates his stories to you. Another memory 
of I have of you is actually a lack of memory - that is, I cannot 
remember any time where 1 was treated badly by you. 1 say this because 
I want you to realise that, for me anyway as one of those who 
sometimes joined in humiliating you, that you were a good kid. 1 know 
that my teasing of you was quite minor compared to others, and 
obviously we became friends because of our mutual family holidays 
together, but I can’t say that I am guiltless. I am terribly sorry for 
anything I ever said or did to you. I’m not saying this to get some 
gracious response from you or to make me feel better - it’s just the 
truth of what I feel. After you left Epping Boys in 1981 I think you 
went to a private school. I don’t know of anything that happened to 
you from 1982 onwards but your website indicates that you eventually 
did the HSC at TAFE. Obviously they were not kind to you then either. 
You don’t have to tell me but I’m sure that your pain did not stop 
after 1981. I have a son, Aiden. He will turn 7 in December and he is 
in ist class at school. I am trying to instil in him a respect and 
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kindness towards those in his school who get picked on, as well as 
giving him the self-confidence to stand up for himself if he ever gets 
teased. Time will tell whether Anna and 1 are successful in doing 
this. It’s good to know you’re still around and making a contribution 
to the world, even though the world treated you like shit. You’ve 
proven them wrong Matthew. You are, and always were, a worthwhile 
human being. Again - please don’t feel as though you have to respond. 
Just read it and continue on with life feeling safer in the knowledge 
that you were right. 


Well, shit. So, I said: 
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From: mspong@pacific.net.au Subject: Re: A voice from your past. 
Date: 23 September 2007 8:12:47 PM To: neilanna Interesting email! I 
said not to go there, and you went there. Still, you’ve obviously been 
thinking about this a lot and perhaps it’s eating at you. Well, stop. 
You have no reason or right to pity me. My life is awesome, and has 
been for decades. Michelle and I are very happy with each other, our 
relationship is solid, a bit testing at times but so solid that we 
have survived everything that life can throw at us and keep going 
onward. I’m glad that I got a good hard look at the truth of human 
nature when I was young. I’m proud of my life and everything I’ve 
achieved since. There is nothing I would change, especially the way I 
was treated at school. What could I hope for, if things happened 
differently - to be a normal suburban drone? An accepted and 
acceptable member of society who has never and could never do anything 
outside the manifold of behaviours that are reserved for such people? 
Conservative, contented, sedated and afraid of change? What an 
intolerable life that would be! How lucky I am to have avoided that 
comfortable trap! You say my website contains things tha are "dark" 
and this somehow reveals that my treatment at school was unjustified, 
but I don’t follow why? Michelle came from a completely different 
background, what’s her excuse? We both favour and persue our morbid 
interests because they amuse us, not because of some psychic scars 
from the distant past! We are priveleged to have many fascinating and 
bizarre friends who are proud mutants of the underground aristocracy, 
in turn not because they were damaged goods who couldn’t achieve 
mediocracy but because they aspire to so much more. We have fun and 
work together to make a weirder future for everyone, and if we had a 
hard childhood we rarely discuss it. "Let the dead bury the dead" is 
our motto. Through a combination of luck and hard work, Michelle and I 
own our beautiful home in a desirable inner-west suburb with harbour 
views. We are both employed, paid well, and my company loves me so 
much that when I asked to switch to a three-day week, they agreed and 
continued to pay me the same wages as before! We travel, have savings, 
are accepted and respectable now, but this is all a game! Six years 
ago we were living, just as happily, in a warehouse full of junk in 
Annandale. Actually, six years ago it wasn’t quite as happy as ten 


years ago, because our landlord was trying to shaft us, which is why 
six years ago we stopped paying rent, moved all our posessions out, 
and sooled the local council on him! That was one of the most 
satisfying things I’ve ever done. We bumped into him recently, he gave 
us a wide berth! This is us; nobody fucks with us and we do our thing 
with great enjoyment. So no tears about my childhood, the way those 
ignorant little robots treated me, or anything like that. I don’t 
personally remember you ill-treating me at all, so perhaps these are 
false memories? Childhood is such a short period of time in the long 
run, and we leave it behind and forge on. I couldn’t tell you half the 
things I’ve done since then, several lifetimes worth of adventures 
I’ve had since those days. Dont feel sorry for me, feel sorry for 
those other unexamined lives, lived for no other reason but their 
owners can’t think of anything better to do. Peace out. 


haruspexx (2007-09-24 11:46:20) 

wow, that is bizarre not that i had a hard time at school (i just didn’t speak to anyone at the time and was glad 
to never see them ever again after i left), but i think i would react the same way if someone appeared assuming 
to know what my experience of it was, and how it must have affected me this is one of the reasons i never use my 
real name on the net :-) 


carbonunit (2007-09-24 12:32:43) 

That’s understandable. I gave that a lot of thought when I first went online and started to see how search engines 
wrk, but then I decided to just be out there and see what happened. Maybe someday it will cost me a job 
opportunity or something, but Pll just have to accept that. At least LJ offers locked posts for this sort of thing. 


6.9.9 (2007-09-28 14:23) 


I could be doing all kinds of things today at work, but I'm not. Sometimes, it just isn’t possible to get up 
enthusiasm for that kind of thing. Particularly when you’ve advanced a number of threads of work for- 
ward as far as you can, and each has hit a brick wall, and the wall was caused by someone elses stupidity 
or laziness or incompetence, and you’re waiting for the blockages to be removed, and you’ve emailed and 
called, and got the usual runaround. There are other threads I could be advancing, but they’ll only hit 
blockages of their own as well. Plus, when certain people realise that I’ve been working on other things 
besides their all-important projects, they will cross-examine me as though it was my fault that it isn’t 
finished, as though I was wasting time working on other stuff rather than their own pet projects, and 
imply that the fact that someone else let the side down is actually my fault. I bet there’s a pithy old 
parable that covers this situation - perhaps ”The mule-driver who hit the mule closest to him because he 
was too lazy to walk around the team to reach the bad one.” 


There are old-guy hairs in my eyebrows. Long cats whiskers in amongst the normal ones. I’m turn- 
ing into a politician! ”Trust me, I have bushy eyebrows!” 


prof_null (2007-09-29 03:35:19) 

Hmm, I think Scott Adams has exemplified your troubles quite well in the character of the Pointy-haired Boss. 
PHB really doesn’t know what his employees do, but he needs to appear to know - hence the actions he might 
take cannot be effective. Perhaps you should try the Dilbert methods of handling such? e.g. bombast using 
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technobabble . . ;) 


6.9.10 Onya Johnnie! (2007-09-29 10:22) 


John Howard is playing semantic games again. He says we don't need to worry about the worsening 
drought in Ausralia because it's not caused by Climate Change, but by "Climate Shift” which is totally 
different. 


http: //www.smh.com.au/news/drought /climate-shift-no-cause-for-panic- 
pm/2007/09/28/1190486569828.html 


So, the logic is this - there have been droughts before, long before climate change became an issue, 
and this drought, despite being amplified by cimate change, is just another drought, like the one at the 
turn of the 19th century. Because one academic says so. 


Also, he points the finger at the Green parties, for supposedly preventing the construction of more 
dams. Because more dams would catch even more of the rain which ISN’T falling from the sky! 


One thing that really amuses me is that the term "climate change” was itself a semantic trick, devel- 
oped as an alternative to "global warming”. 


(2007-09-29 01:13:00) 
My thoughts exactly. http: //one-salient-oversight.blogspot.com/ 


prof_null (2007-09-29 03:14:03) 

Right on! I am also interested to note that there is still no mention of recycling fresh from waste water (even 
though many places elsewhere in the world already do it) - instead we have argument about more dams (as you 
mentioned) and desalanation plants - which will be run off coal fired power in a country with so much sun! It’s 
not like we would need to run the desalanation plant at night. .... 


carbonunit (2007-09-30 00:10:26) 

Yes! Running a desal plant on electricity in Australia is totally stupid. It’s so obviously a pork barrel for the coal 
industry it boggles the mind. There are very good techniques for using passive solar power ie. hot water heaters 
for distilling fresh water from salt, and as you say, no good reason to run them at night. 


richgoth (2007-09-29 08:59:02) 
that ad they have been running today is unbelieveable! 


6.9.11 (2007-09-29 20:23) 


Did some work outdors today. Before it got too hot I went out with a saw and cut out the green rever- 
tant sprouts from the variagated box hedge in the front garden. That totally scratched up my arms, so I 
switched to forking the grass verge. The soil near the corner of our block is very hard and baked, and full 
of stones. The fork barely goes in most of the time, and I ended up balancing on a underground pebble 
most of the time. Some time ago I got some nine-inch nails and tried to make some lawn aerating shoes. 
I drove four through a couple of mahogany offcuts, and tied on some rope and tried to walk around on 
them like the Romper Stomper stilts of my youth. The nails bent. back to the fork. 


Then I decided it was time to try grafting some citrus. There are 2 citrus trees in our back yard, a 
mandarin and an orange. The mandarin is doing rather well, taller than me now, but the orange was 
attacked by some kind of pest over the winter. I don’t know what it was, some kind of mammal like a 
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rat is the best bet. It ate all the bark off the main trunk, luckily leaving a couple of main branches still 
untouched. 


It also attacked a few of my seedling citrus, grown from orange seeds I planted a couple of years ago. 
Two of the undamaged ones were large enough to try grafting to one of the branches, so I selected one, 
and clipped a likely scion from the mandarin tree. 


At that exact moment, when I was lining up to start shaving the scion and cutting the branch off 
the rootstock, I heard someone lurking outside the garden gate. It was Fernando, the old Italian man 
from up the road. We haven’t seen much of him recently, because Michelle had the shits with him. He 
acquired a large puppy, some kind of furry crossbreed, and was keeping it on a very short elastic lead in 
his entirely concrete front yard. Someone reported him to the RSPCA and they came and took the dog 
away. Michelle was pretty pissed off because she was worried the dog would be put down. I believed it 
was safe, because it was too cute and someone was sure to adopt it very quickly. As for myself, Pm a 
little wary of him. 


Anyway, I let him in, and he was very happy to offer his advice and assistance. If I understood his 
english correctly, a week ago he was helping a bunch of friends do exactly the same thing. He sneered at 
my grafting tape though, so we had to return to his garage where he got out some sticky packing tape 
which he recommended. Not before he fetched an old gin bottle out and poured me a shot of grappa! 
Home distilled, from rough red wine, and he puts this herb in, something with rounded green leaves and 
a smell somewhat like wormwood or nasturtium. Just the thing at about 9 in the morning. So I downed 
it, and rolled my eyes and thumped my chest for his benefit, and then we returned to the grafting. 


With the sticky tape we carefully bound the graft up, and he indicated we would need to stake it. I 
got a length of thin bamboo, and we used the tape to bind the main trunk and the grafted branch to 
the stick driven into the pot. I realise that a branch graft tree will always have problems with sprouts 
coming up from the rootstock, that’s possibly what I was dealing with earlier when the green reverts 
were sprouting up through the variegated box hedge, but until I get some success this way I don’t want 
to risk a rootstock by grafting right onto the main trunk. 


prof_null (2007-09-29 11:30:45) 
Whoo-hoo! that bit about stomping around on nine inch nails cracked me up! 


richgoth (2007-09-29 11:54:31) 

I recommend the lawn aerating machines you can hire but if its only a small area maybe I can have a go at 
welding somthing up for you that you can attach to a 6 foot crowbar? for rats gnawing bark, get some of that 
anti-nail-biting paint from a pharmacy and put it on the tree 


carbonunit (2007-09-30 00:07:13) 

You are a genius! I will definitely get some of that nail paint. Thanks but don’t worry about the lawn tool, it’s 
only a small area. 

richgoth (2007-09-30 01:06:24) 


maybe you want to just borrow one of my crowbars to make the holes? the 4 foot one has a pointed tip about 
19mm across.... just dont jab it through your foot! 


6.9.12 Sounds of Seduction tonight (2007-09-29 20:26) 


Sounds of Seduction Prom Night Class of 1984 
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Now that APEC is over, it is time to celebrate and acknowl- 
edge the world that we live in. That means get ready to relive the 80’s so think juvenile delinquent with 
bad hair and a puffy wardrobe and hit the rug and frug ... or take Orwell's vision of the future and 
become the Winston Smith of the dance floor. Come early to take advantage of happy hour from 9 to 
10.30 pm Q Herman's on City Rd opposite the main gate of Sydney University on the last Saturday of 
every month. So put on your dancing shoes and get down to the rarest grooves with the original crew 
Jay Katz and Miss Death go-go girls guest DJ’s and tones of 80’s visuals. 9pm. 


Hermann's Crn City Road and Butlins Ave, Sydney University, Sydney 


See U there! 


(2008-02-05 06:38:06) withdrawing off xanax 
Look for Hottest Offers for xanax. xanax with delivery. xanax online pharmacy xanax and tinnitus phizer xanax 
xanax g3722 buy xanax xanax exercise equipment buy xanax without prescription 


6.9.13 Dude, put it away! (2007-09-30 14:13) 


x 


(Stoled from [ LJ User: theweaselking ]) 


6.10 October 


6.10.1 (2007-10-01 12:28) 


Am at work on a public holiday, again. Not that 1 mind too much, there are compensations. The silence 
in this empty office is deafening. 


The last Sounds of Seduction was... well. If anyone had any doubts as to how much Jaimie hates 
80s music, they were educated. Hopefully the next one will be better, which is Monster Mash. 
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I just ate a greek salad which had no olives, one piece of strangely warm fetta, hardly any dressing, 
and a liberal shake of what tasted like McKormics Mixed Herbs all over it. Note to self, stay away from 
that Malaysian counter in the local food court, they don’t understand the salads they sell. 


prof_null (2007-10-01 05:34:59) 
Hmm... . previously i was going to comment on not seeing your ad until it was too late for me to go to SoS, 
but now I can only express relief that I didn’t! 


hbdeath (2007-10-01 05:56:48) 

Unless there was more 80s stuff after I left, you’re overstating the 80s content of SoS (though admittedly what 
he did play was shite). If I go to Ascension this Saturday, I expect to hear far more 80s retro. And I do seem to 
recall getting a photo of you dancing to Billy Idol, you know... :) 


carbonunit (2007-10-01 06:17:18) 

Heh. I swore a mighty oath that I would only dance to 80s tracks. I’m not knocking the music he *did* play, it’s 
the grudging way he doled them out surrounded by all the old standards, and the comments he made. I’m sure 
you could have played a much better selection given a chance. 


hbdeath (2007-10-01 08:19:41) 

Well, I wouldn’t have played such overt crap like Pat Benatar, that’s for sure (especially since I don’t have any 
of her stuff, at least to the best of my knowledge). But I must admit I was thinking that myself on Saturday 
night, "hmmm, I could do better than this myself”. I think a good, solid set of good 80s stuff, a whole hour or 
whatever of it, would’ve gone down well on the night. 


6.10.2 Happy Birthday Sam (2007-10-04 10:41) 


[1] = 
(2)2007-10-02 _1920.28 _Party -sparklers. JPG 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong 


~ 


My old landlord from the Glebe warehouse days turned... one day older on Tuesday. The dinner party 
was a blast, even though “dinner” turned out to mean ”get in quick for a chunk of bratwurst on saurkrout”! 
Good to see some of the old faces again, especially Jackie and Mark. 

Sam's current warehouse is looking really nice. It’s a small one and he’s spent a lot of time decorating it. 
They have one of those indoor-outdoor kitchens, by which I mean they have a kitchen that has exposed 
bricks and a fake eave of beams so it looks like an outdoors barbecue pit. You see them sometimes in 
Spanish or Argentinian restaurants. He showed us videos of his recent trip around China. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/sets/72157602257043303/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/1479204615/ 
3. [http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 

485 


6.10.3 Tonights gig (2007-10-06 11:10) 


y 7 
teL, 


€ 


YEW 
Hoo 
and the Monsters 


[1]Little Red Riding Hood Vs. the Monsters at the Chauvel tonight, 9PM. 


Smoke if you got "em. 


1. http://www.smh.com.au/news/gig-reviews/darth-vegas/2007/10/05/1191091320396.html 


6.10.4 Stupid Filter (2007-10-10 20:27) 


http: //stupidfilter.org /wiki/ 


At last. 


6.10.5 On holiday (2007-10-12 14:54) 


Michelle and I are returning to Waratah Cottage in Katoomba for a week of exile. We will be getting 
extremely high and spending whole days in the spa bath. And reading, lots of reading. No internet. 


Have you noticed how the internet has damaged your attention span? I’ve been reading more books 
lately, but finding it tough. I keep wanting to click away or scan forward or something, it takes an effort 
to stay on the page. When I was younger I could read a thick novel in a day, start on page 1 and look 
up in the evening from page 600. Not any more. 


Also it’s tasty to skip a week of work right when we are releasing an important patch. Training Kim and 
Michael to manipulate the servers in the necessary way to control and monitor the downloads and avoid 
complaints from loss of service. It’s all good, it’s necessary to do this sometimes, it resets peoples opinion 
of your importance in the hierarchy, when they can’t access your skills for awhile and have to get by on 
their own. 


486 


6.11 November 


6.11.1 Steampunk laptop (2007-11-03 16:10) 


[1] 
I want. 


1. http://www.datamancer.net/steampunklaptop/steampunklaptop. htm 


rose_gialle (2007-11-03 07:34:40) 

Um. (Forbidden You don’t have permission to access /steampunklaptop/ on this server. Additionally, a 403 For- 
bidden error was encountered while trying to use an ErrorDocument to handle the request. ) But the picture you 
posted was cool. 


carbonunit (2007-11-03 11:59:13) 
It was there, I SWEAR it was there! I think the site was slashdotted/dug/reddited into oblivion. Maybe later it 
will be back. 


carbonunit (2007-11-03 12:05:35) 
Try this: http://duggmirror.com/mods/Steampunk laptop -2/ 


rose_gialle (2007-11-03 12:31:09) 
Ooooh. Clever. Attractive. Eccentric. Now I want one, too. ::covets:: 


richgoth (2007-11-03 23:20:34) 
needs an inkstand! 


6.11.2 Porkometer (2007-11-12 14:51) 
This is the only tool you need to understand this years election: 


http://www.theage.com.au/multimedia/pork-o-meter _oct07/ 


6.11.3 Help, in the USA (2007-11-12 22:32) 


I’m highly desirous of acquiring one of those XO laptops via their ”[1]Give one get one” program. You 
pay for 2 machines and they give one to a child in the third world and send the other one to you... IF 
you live in the USA, or the Virgin Islands and a couple of other places. 
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Is there someone on my flist who would be generous enough to send me their street address in the 
US, so I can get it delivered to you and you could pass it on to me? I would be happy to repay you, and 
you can play with it some before forwarding it to me! 


My email is [2)mspong@pacific.net.au 


1. http://www. laptopgiving.org/en/give-one-get-one. php 


2. mailto:mspong@pacific.net.au 


peculia (2007-11-12 22:24:22) 
... Have you been reading my magazine? I wrote a news story about that! 


carbonunit (2007-11-13 06:10:16) 

No, I never saw that. Did you get to hold it? Is it as sweet as I’ve heard? I mainly want it to replace my old 
Psions, which I’ve been using for 10 years now. I had a 5MX, now a Psion 7. I think the fact that they can’t make 
something similar to the XO, with the critical elements of battery life, keyboard and hardiness, commercially, is 
a shame. Even if I can’t obtain an XO, I just hope it forces the market to provide something similar to fill the 
demand. 


peculia (2007-11-13 06:13:07) 
No, I didn’t - wrote the story off of media releases. And I can’t imagine you’d be reading a parenting magazine 


;) 


carbonunit (2007-11-13 06:48:05) 
I thought you wrote for a gaming magazine? I guess I can see some crossover there but... 


6.11.4 (2007-11-17 13:59) 
Welp, I did it. I [lIJordered an XO. 


Paypal wouldn’t process the order as a Paypal payment, but accepted my credit card as a direct payment. 
I entered my address in Aus, and it wasn’t rejected. 


Just to be sure, I arranged for mail forwarding from a UPS office in NY, and emailed the OLPC guys to 
ask for my shipment to be sent to them. No response, but either way I’m in the pipe. The worst that 
could happen is they just reverse the transaction. 


Pm not that much of a gadget freak. My phone for instance is really lame, and I still use a second- 
hand 8rd gen ipod for music on the go, which I have had so long I had to change the battery recently. I 
prefer paper pads to PDAs and I'm especially old-school in the kitchen. 


But the XO is totally sweet. It is delicious and lovely and hot and sweet and enticing to me! The 
thing it reminds me of the most, is the laptops described in Bruce Sterlings novel Distraction. Distrac- 
tion is set in the near future. Oscar is a senators attache, running a political campaign to get an elderly 
architect into congress. In this bizarre post-greenhouse US of the future, large numbers of people have 
dropped out, especially in the southern states, and formed nomad tribes that rove the land in convoys, 
dragging portable distilleries with them, which they use to make food and fuel from the rapidly grow- 
ing biomass of introduced weeds that has replaced the bayous and abandoned farmlands. Their social 
structure is based on netwrked trust systems and social bookmarking sites like Facebook, and they rely 
on their homemade laptops, which are described as having ”a flexible green shell of plasticized straw. 
It weighed about as much as a bag of popcorn.” The tribes are so networked, that the main source of 
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conflict between them is arguments over their routing protocols and user interfaces. 


Ah, but: ”its keyboard, instead of the time-honoured QWERTYUIOP, boasted a sleek, sensible, and 
deeply sinister DHIATENSOR.” which is a refernce to the [2]Blickensderfer typewriter, which had a 
much more sensible layout than the QWERTY we know today. Pity they didn’t do this with the XO. I 
mean, their aim is to extend computing to children of the third world, they could revolutionize keyboard 
design from a completely new angle, by accustoming entire new nations to a better way and it will spread 
from there. 


I’ve been a fan of sub-notebooks for years. I had a [3]Psion 5mx, and then a [4]Psion 7, which I still use 
for writing. It’s got the best keyboard I ever touched since the Mac Plus, with just enough rattle and 
give to feel right. The battery life is amazing too, with about 10 hours of uninterrupted work between 
recharges. The ony bad thing about the Psion 7 is the fact there is no decent text editor. The word 
processor program is okay, but all other plain text editors either have a 32K limit on file size, or can only 
display at the smallest font available. Running perl on the psion is possible, but only barely. It appears 
that the XO is built on a foundation of Python, so I guess I'll be learning that pretty soon. 


The XO to me is potentially a Psion 7 with wifi and USB ports and Linux under the hood. I know 
that first gen products are always special, but hopefully all the extra work they put into this to overcome 
the doubt and worries of the backers, wil make it a solid device. 


1. http://www. laptopgiving.org/en/index.php 
2. [http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Blickensderfer_typewriter 


3. [http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Psion_Series_5 


4. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Psion_Series_7 


6.11.5 (2007-11-18 09:05) 


Michelle’s mother Pam and Mick are leaving for Bali tonight. It’ good to get them out of the house, 
living with them upstairs can be a chore. Several times each day Pam creeps down the stairs plaintively 
calling "Michelle? Michelle?”, closer and closer, not stopping if she doesn’t get an answer. I can’t stand it 
myself, but Michelle tolerates it. usually it’s nothing important, just some random thing. Anyway we're 
looking forward to some peace and quiet for awhile. 


Michelle was just fishing through her luggage looking for asian currency from her travels to give to 
them. She discovered 5 in all - Chinese whatevers from her trip to Beijing for work, HK dollars from 
another training course she did there, Thai baht from years ago when she went on holiday there, and of 
course Indo and malaysian ringits from our recent holidays. Altogether it probably added up to $100AU, 
which is enough for a week in Bali on a budget. 


6.11.6 (2007-11-21 10:19) 


Pam's away, which means I have some freedom to make changes to the house. I don’t want to do anything 
drastic, but for some time I’ve been itching to install some water tanks. Nothing drastic, not too large 
or connected to the house supply, at least not yet. I just want to be able to water the garden during a 
dry spell, and perhaps have a cup of tea using tank water, a luxury I quite enjoy. 


We went and sized and priced some tanks last week, at a place on the Princes highway in Kogerah 
that has good designs for cheap. I picked a nice cylinder of 90cm diameter for a corner wall of the house, 
and a 1.8m long modular tank for behind the garage. It’s about the same dimensions as the ferret cage 
which used to stand there, so it won’t be too intrusive. 


The hard part with these tanks is the base. It looks like I'll need to splash out on some breeze blocks and 
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sand and maybe some Hebel slabs, which is a fascinating foamed concrete substance I didn’t even know 
existed. You can saw it like wood. Perhaps I should further research the options for building this thing, 
but knowing Pam's usual complaints I’ll need to make the bases demountable and removable, so blocks 
are ideal. There are conduits leaving both the house and the garage at both the locations, so it could 
be advantageous to make it modular. In fact, I think the power supply to the garage runs through both 
conduits, so I’m taking extra care with the construction to prevent soil settling from breaking the line. 


Did you know that dry sand is sold in bags of 20kg, but with no information on the cubic volume? 
Maybe concrete recipes are based on weight, but what about coverage when you're using it for paving? 
Never mind, a bit of research shows that about 18kg of dry sand covers about 1m squared to 1cm depth. 
So IIl need about 12 bags, plus 30 breeze blocks and 3 slabs of hebel. Once I’ve finished the bases, I can 
get the tanks delivered and dropped right where they belong. Then I just have to plumb the first-flush 
mechanisms and drains into the downpipes and we’re all set. I can even leave those for after Pam gets 
back, she can’t argue once the deed has been done. 


richgoth (2007-11-21 01:59:00) 

hebel is great for sculpting its like tufa stone except I am not sure if it graduallt hardns with air exposure or not... 
I was trying to convince Jill and Maddog to have a tiki-sculting workshop at the forest one day but it never came 
off. Oslo, I suspect you might need to pour concrete for the tank bases - water is awfully heavy! 


carbonunit (2007-11-21 03:54:40) 
It would be great for sculpting tikis, and it would last too. Don’t know if it hardens though. The tanks are 1500 


and 1000 litres, which means 1500 and 1000 kilos respectively. Which is a lot, but not that much. I mean, you 
can park a 1.5 ton truck on the lawn and it won’t sink in, even though it’s just resting on 4 small contact patches. 


6.11.7 Was Crowley the grandfather of George W? (2007-11-21 16:07) 


http: //coilhouse.net /2007 /11/21/does-bush-descend-from-aleister-crow ley / 


Do what thou wilt, indeed! 
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But, George, remember the rest: "Love is the law, love under will.” 


flying_blind (2007-11-22 08:38:00) 
Barbara Bush was fathered? She didn’t burst forth from a rock? Well, there goes another theory about that face! 


6.11.8 Sounds of Seduction this Saturday (2007-11-23 12:06) 


Be part of history this coming Saturday night when the Sounds Of Seduction opens early 

for Election Night at 8.00pm with an all celebrity panel featuring DAVE GRANEY, ROGER GRIER- 
SON, MISS DEATH, JAY KATZ, PAUL HOWELL and COFFIN ED providing the kind of commentary 
the major networks wouldn’t dare broadcast. Join in the happy hour through until 10.30pm as the panel 
give you expert coverage of the drama that will definitely unfold - one way or the other. There will be 
special prizes, lots of laughs and that warm fuzzy feeling if the result goes the way most punters will be 
hoping. The panel will be followed by a special Don’s After Party version of the Sounds with Election 
updates throughout the night and the demolition of a special HOWARD/RUDD pinata at midnight. 
Hopefully we will all know our destiny for the next three years by then. So get there early at 8.00pm to 
be part of history and make Election night 2007 truly a night to remember (or haunt you forever if the 
result goes bellyupFor More extensive and detailed information please visit 


Hermann’s Bar Crn City Road and Butlins Ave, opposite main gate Sydney University, Wentworth 
Building Only $10 


6.11.9 (2007-11-26 11:51) 


Australians voted for a new Prime Minister, again. 


Unlike countries like Canada and France, we don’t have a President. Just a PM and his cabinet, and a 
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senate. The [1]senate is very evenly balanced after this election. 


This will have a slightly detrimental effect on the economy. Business confidence will be down some. 
Interest rates might go up. However, the overblown rhetoric of the Liberal election campaign was bull- 
shit. WorkChoices (the highly unpopular law that enabled employers to negotiate individual workplace 
agreements with their employees, that superseed the statute laws governing employment and enabled 
them to voluntarily give up their rights to contest their dismisal, usually in return for a small raise) has 
only been in place for 4 years. Has the world changed that much in the last 4 years? I don’t think so. 
The unemployement levels have gone down by a percentage point, but the main effect has been to make 
small business more profitable, by enabling them to hire and fire seasonal staff with impugnity. Nice for 
small business owners, but bad for their staff. 


I spent election night at the Sounds of Seduction. They set up a big screen projection of the vote 
counting, and had a panel of various musicians with political agendas to comment on the whole thing. 
I was surprised by the jubilation when the election was called and Labor won. Howards "comfortable 
and relaxed” citizens were baying for political blood, and celebrating a change of government that might 
make life tough for a lot of them. That really brought home to me that this election was decided more 
on ethical grounds than economic ones. The incumbent Liberal party campaign was entirely based on 
the economy, they had a constant tag-line that "Labor will stuff the economy”. I should point out that 
"stufP” here doesn’t mean to fill it with spiced breadcrumbs prior to cooking it, rather ”stuff’ as a verb 
is Australian slang for "fuck up”. I think that the swing against them was mostly composed of voters 
who didn’t care that much if Labor stuffed the economy, as long as they blocked nuclear power stations, 
ratified Kyoto and paid some attention to climate change. As I like to say, you can’t have an economy 
without an ecology. 


The right wing pundits are well away, spinning this as a big mistake made by young voters who don’t 
remember the "dark days” of the last Labor government. I remember them well. They were some of the 
best years of my life. Interest rates were high but rents were low, property was cheap, higher education 
was free, then they brought in HECS and it wasn’t free but still cheap. GST wasn’t even heard of, and 
you could still run a small business on paper. It was good. 


Here’s a weird story. In the early 90s I was living in a warehouse in Glebe, which was part art gallery. 
We had an exhibition called Not Art, and one piece I had put in was a very large painting, a digitized 
portrait of [2JRobert Menzies (founder of the Liberal party and Australia’s longest running PM), black 
on white, about 8 feet high. We called it The Boss. It was so big we hung it in the loading dock at the 
entrance to the gallery. 


Anyway, on the morning of an election we took the painting and went up to the Sydney University 
footbridge which crosses Parramatta road, and hung it there facing cars approaching the city. It disap- 
peared pretty quickly, butavehadasmaltfrissen ef conscienceavhen the Liberals -wonthe election. Edit: 
Nope, false memory. That must have been 1992, the Liberals got in in 1996. Funny how that happens. 


1. (http://www.smh.com.au/news/national/senator-x-marks-the-pivotal-spot-in-federal-politics/2007/11/25/ 
1195975870441 .html 


2. [http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Robert_Menzies 


richgoth (2007-11-26 05:49:56) 

funny thing about liberal voters (I won't call them conservatives because most of them are in my opinion, right 
wing radicals) - they always winge about our "third world” health system, roads, crime, you name it but abso- 
lutely REFUSE to see the connection between taxes and the standard of government /community services. theres 
always the claim that money is being frittered away in various days, but of course NEVER any criticism of the 
$500 milion(?) advertising budget the Libs squandered in their last couple of year in power. theres also aways 
a criticism of government regulation but never any acknowledgement that it may actually making the economy 
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more efficient by mitigating the boom-bust cycle. what have lower interest rates got us? A monstrously distorted 
housing market, a consequent consumer binge by people priced out of the housing market and the start of a VERY 
worrying inflationary spiral. Australians have such a shocking sense of forward planning...I often think we should 
seel the country to Deutsch Bahn or someone who can run it efficiently 


6.11.10 The lost art of human hibernation (2007-11-26 19:44) 


http://www.nytimes.com/2007/11/25/opinion/25robb.html? _r=1 &oref=slogin 


”Economists and bureaucrats who ventured out into the countryside after the Revolution were horri- 
fied to find that the work force disappeared between fall and spring. The fields were deserted from 
Flanders to Provence. Villages and even small towns were silent, with barely a column of smoke to reveal 
a human presence. As soon as the weather turned cold, people all over France shut themselves away and 
practiced the forgotten art of doing nothing at all for months on end.” 


6.11.11 2007-11-25_1408.24 Citrus_caterpillar (2007-11-28 16:58) 


[2]2007-11-25 _1408.24 _Citrus _caterpillar 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong 


This is the caterpillar of a citrus black butterfly, or [4Jorchard swallowtail. It has 3 lines of defense 
against birds. When it’s young, it looks very much like a fresh, glistening bird shit. This one is a bit 
older, so it’s starting to turn green, although it still has those bird shit streaks. Then, when you touch 
it, it shoots out a pair of red tentacles from it’s head, like horns, and emits a very strong smell as of 
raspberries! I guess this confuses the birds enough to leave it alone. My picture of this behaviour is a bit 
blurry. I shot some video as well. 
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1. [ibtp:/ aw. flickr -con/photos/nattspong/2063860454/| 
2. http://www flickr .com/photos/mat tspong/2063860454/ 
4. iti 
5. p 
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ttp://www.geocities.com/brisbane_butters/Orch_butt .htm 


ttp://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2063861272/ 


Pp 


6.11.12 (2007-11-28 17:13) 
Sick, today. Had to come home early. Not that I minded. 


I started coughing on Monday, and felt pretty lousy. Probably because of the illness, I developed a 
raging craving for meat - this happens sometimes, when I’m sick. A kind of illness-correcting pica, I 
crave something unusual which corrects me. Once I stopped a cold in its tracks by eating half a kilo each 
of sashimi and raw parsley. At any rate, I wolfed down a couple of small steaks and plenty of bacon all 
fried in the same pan. 


Yesterday I was feeling better, but I had to do some heavy yard work. Last Friday I went to Bun- 
nings and ordered some materiel to build tank bases, and it arrived yesterday. There were 3 concrete 
slabs, a bunch of breeze blocks and 12 bags of sand. The delivery guy apologized that he had to dump 
it all on the grass verge, although he did trolley some of the sand bags in. So despite a lingering cough 
I lugged it all inside and built the tank bases in a light drizzle. They worked out okay, very sturdy and 
quite evel. I feel much better about the tanks now - even if Pam starts her usual bullshit there’s nothing 
she can do, the wheels are in motion and the shapes of the bases dictate which tanks we get. 


While I remember, the staff at Bunnings couldn’t have been less helpful! I know it was Friday arvo, 
and they are all young and busy texting and whatnot, but still, they really went overboard with their 
"lets recreate the Soviet Union socialist work ethic in sunny Sydney” schtick. That's what their kind of 
behaviour always reminds me of, stories of Soviet state controlled shops where you have to stand in line 
for a ticket and then stand in line for a loaf of bread, and if there is any reason they can find not to serve 
you they do so. 


6.12 December 


6.12.1 My Weekend by M Spong (2007-12-03 12:02) 


On Friday I got very pissed off and somewhat snarky. We went to see Freaks and Geeks at the Mu 
mesons, and I was hoping they would play at least some of a disk of awesome downloads I have been 
collecting and spending a lot of time editing into a a maddening video stream. But they didn’t. 


It was even more agravating because I’d shown them some samples before to get their reactions, and 
they seemed to be a bit leery of the more sexually explicit stuff, which I then cut out, but now in their 
own material they seemed to include much more of that than usual. All together it was pretty boring, 
and sitting through the slow drawn-out segments of Jerry Springer shows, waiting for say some choice 
footage of an enema hose being inserted, was pretty depressing. 


Add to this the fact that Pam and Mick came back early on Saturday morning. We had to be at 
the airport by 7, and we ended up waiting until 9 before they came through the gate. At least this time 
they didn’t drag half a village worth of silk parasoles and carved wooden picture frames back through 
customs, although I overheard some discussion of time spent at a post office over there, which suggests 
they shipped their stuff back. 


At least they were pretty okay with my tank bases. As Michelle pointed out, Pam will probably be 
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happy they're made of grey concrete because she will be able to decorate them. I mean, of anything stays 
still for long enough in our house, Pam comes along with a bunch of broken tiles and mosaicifies it. 


They brought me an awesome present. I begged them not to get me anything, but, if they had to, 
I suggested no more carved bones or anything that might get them busted at customs. I suggested some- 
thing metal, thinking they might find a nice pen - one of my favourite souvineers of of Bali is a short 
silver pen, very hand made and uneven. 


What they did bring home was a pair of brass spoons. One large one, a small ladle really, with it’s 
handle formed into a stylized chicken head, and a smaller serving spoon, with the handle formed into a 
pygmy. That one really interests me, for several reasons. To start with, they both have small bubble pits 
around the top of the bowl, which suggests they were cast by a lost wax process, which means they are 
one-offs and very unique. But, the style of both of them suggests they come from Flores, serveral islands 
to the east of Bali. Flores has a more African or Pacific art tradition, less refined and less inspired by 
Indian and Asian art than Bali or Java. It is also the place where they found those fossils of ”hobbits”, 
dwarfed humans, which are so recent they certainly coexisted with modern humans, although their an- 
cestors would have settled there hundreds of thousands of years ago. In fact, the tradition of the island 
is full of legends of Little People and dwarfs, and they are a common subject of their art. Michelle has 
an ikat or woven hanging, which depicts the typical dwarf, a bandy-legged little guy with large eyes and 
protruding stomach. I’m not suggesting the spoon is an ancient artifact, but I do think it comes from 
Flores. Inter-island trade is pretty common, and in fact Bali and south-east asia are really good places 
to turn up expensive antique Chinese pottery, because of the centuries of trade in the region. It’s not 
uncommon to find a Ming vase in a communal hut in Borneo or a bone china plate in a village in Bali. 


Later on Saturday we went over to have tea with Jane and Agitar, who we are getting along with 
very well. They come to the movies with us sometimes, and our paths have crossed many times in the 
past before we knew each other. Jane is an old friend of [ LJ User: haruspexx | and we dug up some 
good photos I took at a party at Holmwood street, with Jane in attendance. Agitar went to school with 
several old friends, Mark Dixon and Aegar included, and used to be involved in the warehouse scene back 
in the 90s. He came to Cyberspace many times, and I probably met him, although it’s lost in the mist 
of time. We had a great afternoon hanging out with them eating cheese, while Agitar showed us some 
[1]FKNNewz, which is an awesome satirical news video site. Their cat Panda is fascinating, with a very 
twisted past - let’s just say she has far fewer ancestors than is good for her. 


On Sunday we set out to buy the actual water tanks, now that the bases are ready. Unfortunately 
the trader was closed on Sunday, so we’ll have to return next Saturday. In fact, we've made a date to 
have a picnic then, someplace down south on the Port Hacking probably. Since we couldn’t look at tanks 
we drove down that way and went exploring. We ended up around Salt Pan creek and Legarno, very nice 
areas. I’ve sometimes wondered what Legarno was like, since one of the worst bullies at school came from 
there. It looked pretty riche - lots of gated houses and compounds on sandstone bluffs overlooking the 
water, motor yachts moored at their boathouses with inclinator rails running up their properties. I found 
a dead snake in a nature reserve down there, a green one, still limp and smelly. It freaked Michelle right 
out, as we had actually stopped at the mall earlier to get some toy rubber snakes. We have a problem 
with Indian myna birds attacking our cats and stealing their foods, so I thought that putting a few snakes 
aroiund the place would scare them off. It did, actually, although we had to endure a couple of hours of 
their repetetive alarm call before they got bored and left. PI have to remember to move them around 
occassionally so they don’t find out they’re not real. Funny too, Agitar, who grew up in the country, told 
us about the time they had to fight a bushfire approaching their house, and a host of snakes slithered 
past them fleeing from the flames. Maybe having a few rubber ones around the place will calm Michelle 
down, she hates snakes. 


1. http://www.fknnewz.com/ 
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richgoth (2007-12-03 01:21:30) 

the mynas are getting so bad I might have to start shooting the buggers they gang up on anything else that flies! 
BTW those rubber critters can be very realistic...I almost crashed the bike the other day when I saw i was heading 
stright for a 4 inch long scorpion...yeah it was plastic! 


rose_gialle (2007-12-03 07:49:09) 
let’s just say she has far fewer ancestors than is good for her. (cracks up) Great turn of phrase. 


6.12.2 My tanks come tomorrow! (2007-12-10 14:48) 


We will be one step closer to self sufficiency. However they don’t put the tanks right on the bases for you, 
they dump them on the verge just like the guy who delivered the concrete blocks. I might be getting a 
brand new hernia tomorrow as well. 


Also, I’m urging to go and see Inland Empire soon, before it leaves the cinemas. I’ve missed too many 
good movies by seeing bad ones recently. 


6.12.3 (2007-12-12 12:43) 


The tank guy came yesterday, and left them on the street. I managed to drag them into place with some 
rope and ingenuity. The smaller tank was the worst hassle, because it didn’t actually fit through the 
gate! Luckily it was light enough so I was able to slide it over the fence. 


They perfectly match the colour of the garage, to the extent that it acts like camoflage and makes 
them hard to see! So there shouldn’t be any problem with the way they look. 


Then I walked down to Bunnings for supplies to plumb them into the downpipes. I managed to find 
everything except short lengths of rectangular profile 10x5 cm downpipe. But that’s okay, because I 
realised later that the existing downpipe doesn’t actually connect to anything, it just dumps the water 
on the patio, so there’s no need to plumb the overflow back into it. So that gives me over 6 feet of pipe 
to work with. They also had copper line for the first time that I ever noticed, so i got a few feet of that 
as well. You never know when it might come in handy, say, for disposing of a few gallons of too-dry 
grapefruit wine... ;) 


In the mail I found something interesting. Several weeks ago I ordered some seeds from a supplier 
in India. I got some [1]moringa, some [2]tropical plum, and some guava seeds. Well, it looks like guava 
seeds are prohibited from import, because the package had been opened by customs, the seeds extracted, 
and a bill included for $40 for the service! Oh well, PH just have to fall back on cultivating from fresh 
seed. Luckily they left the other seeds. 


When I was young our neighbour grew a variety of guava called a feijoa, along our common fence. 
We called them ”atom bombs” because the fruit had a resemblance to the Fat Man bomb. It was a grey 
oval, with a kind of flowerette at one end, like the vanes on the bomb. We never ate them, because the 
fruit fly ruined them. However, we used to nibble the fat suculent flower petals. In fact, the lorrikeet 
parrots would eat so much of the flower petals they would get drunk and you could pick them out of the 
tree. 


1. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/moringa 
2. [http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Spondias_mombin 
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prof null (2007-12-12 05:17:13) 

You didn’t get to eat feijoas? That's tough, they are great - when I were a young sprout our two bushes put out 
heaps of them. I never thought they were anything like guavas though: guavas have a unique flavour, nicer than 
feijoas imho. good luck growing them! 


carbonunit (2007-12-12 05:41:57) 

I have to admit, I’ve never compared them in flavour. I’ve only tasted guava from a bottled juice. But feijoa is 
actually a species of guava, sometimes called pineapple guava. I guess that means it tastes like pineapple, or is 
it referring to the shape? 


prof_null (2007-12-12 10:33:07) 

Hmm, never heard of pineapple guava. The feijoas we had were small and the seeds so fine you just ate them 
in the fruit wheras guavas are larger and the seeds are too big to eat (from memory) - reckon I’d need to taste 
test them to even make a fair judgement. Maybe we should have a "taste-ofP” Better get growin’: ) wonder if 
they make good wine? 


richgoth (2007-12-12 11:39:42) 
if memory serves me correctly, you need at least 25 feet of copper line for a decent condensor 
http://homedistiller.org/ 


6.12.4 (2007-12-12 16:38) 


Earlier this year the board of my company decided they needed to hire a business consultant, to tell 
them how to improve our software. Consequently they hired one K, a dapper gentleman who had 
recently been involved in VOIP. He ran his own consultancy, and the board believed he would be able 
to tell them how to refurbish XIT and fix all the nagging problems that constantly plague us. 


K set up shop in the office and started asking questions. Every day he would ask question after 
question, quite often the same question several times with different wording. He grilled me and grilled 
me, and slowly seemed to be gaining an understanding of how our system worked. 


Quite apart from any service levels for our customers, the board of this company is interested in 
sales data. Our software takes sales data, supplied by the point-of-sale systems our customers use, and 
uploads it. The ideal situation would be if every one of our customers has a point-of-sale which creates 
good sales data, and every one of them uses our program at the end of every day, thus uploading very 
recent sales data to the magazine distributors. 


The service the customers are actually after - downloading invoices so they can print labels for 
the magazines - is incidental to this, as far as the board is concerned. Not to say the service isn’t good, 
it’s almost transparent most of the time. You can tell this by the bitter way the customers complain 
whenever there is a slight interruption, they hate being reminded of how dependant they are on the 
service. But, the only thing the board is really interested in is the data coming the other way. This is 
what K is really meant to be concentrating on. 


Now I didn’t know what K’s prior experience has been, but he made some mistakes. To start 
with, he criticized aspects of the existing software that were based on decisions by existing board 
members. In other words, he went into meetings and said "Java is a stupid platform and whoever chose 
it is stupid” without reflecting that one of the guys sitting before him was involved in the choice of Java 
back when the company was formed. He also, against my advice, said "Open source is the way to go, we 
need to get rid of all the Windows servers this system runs on” when one of the partners in the board 
is CEO of a company in the same group as NineMSN, and all the partners run all their business on 
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Windows servers, and all their developers are MS creds. I mean, I support open source as much as I can, 
most of my programming in perl, but it just isn't going to happen. 


This didn’t exactly raise my hopes, but I kept my mouth shut, answered his questions, and did 
what I was told. One of the things he required was a way of analysing the sales data which was coming 
in, to see what exactly could be improved and to measure any improvement which happened while he 
was working for us. So, I wrote an app in perl which scanned through an archive of the data files, to 
”erind” them into tables. For instance, for each file, it would extract the data the file was created, and 
the date it was uploaded, and determine how old it was at that point. From this we could determine 
how “fresh” the data was, and how good the customer was at supplying it, how many days of the month 
were covered by their data ie. if any was missing, whether they did electronic returns, and various other 
things. 


He specifically requested some way of telling whether a data file was accurate or not. There isn’t 
any way of telling this, of course, because you would have to go to the agency and count their magazines! 
In fact, the distributors do this from time to time, and they know how many mags the customer was 
sent in the first place, so really they are the people to ask for this kind of information. But, no matter 
how many times I explained this fact, K kept pestering me, so I came up with a cunning way to satisfy 
his demands. I mentioned that, in the structure of the files, there is a final line which contains the total 
of various values. The distributors discard this line, they are only interested in the individual sales data 
records, but I mentioned that it would be interesting to independently add the totals of each sale, and 
compare that to the total hard coded into the final line, and see if they match. K seized on this as a 
canonical measure of the quality of the data, and demanded that I include this in my results. So I did, 
knowing that it bore about as much relation to the real quality of the data as neat handwriting does to 
a written test. 


I included a couple of other things as well, such as looking for negative sales (which some agents 
do to adjust their quantities) and sales of zero units. I also extracted the average sales quality, mainly 
to see if any customers had done suspect fake sales of mags to try and trigger the distributors into 
resupplying them with new stock. (All we found from that is that there are people out there who walk 
into news agents sometimes and buy 100 or more packets of footy trading cards). 


We collected a clean set of data for the month of July, and analyzed it, and K declared that he 
would work towards another such analysis of the data from November, to measure his success. 


Over the intervening months a pattern emerged. For instance, I might tell K that a particular 
point-of-sale vendor was barking mad, on heroic dosages of psych meds in fact, and not to be trusted. 
He in turn might visit this individual, be charmed off his feet, declare that he is a gentleman of the 
highest quality and we had misjudged him completely, enter into an agreement with said individual that 
in return for favouring his software he would provide better sales data, and then, after fulfilling our side 
of the bargain (or rather, after I fulfilled our side of K’s bargain at considerable personal effort), the 
individual would declare that it wasn’t actually possible to do what he had promised and stop returning 
calls. 


Several incidents similar to this occurred, and together they made it less and less likely that K 
would achieve his targets. November arrived, and I started gathering another clean set of data from all 
distributors and prepared to analyze it. 

Now it came to pass that, on the Monday of the first week after November, K requested some- 
thing. He asked that I adjust my script to rate customers high if they uploaded sales data within 3 days 


of the date it was created, and not just on the same day. 


Now obviously this would throw the results out, and it wouldn’t be accurate to compare this to 
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the original results, but I said it would be okay as long as we re-analysed the original set from July. This 
made him mad. He replied, and I quote, ”I’m sick and tired of you not giving me what I ask for!” Well, 
shit. Sorry for existing. When I pointed out that comparing this data to the set from July wouldn't 
provide an accurate comparison, he said that it would be okay, because he would include a note pointing 
out that the data from November was prepared with a different method. I said it wouldn't be a problem, 
and immediately sent off a quiet email to the technical managers explaining this situation and asking 
them for advice. They weren’t sure what to do, so I suggested we discuss it at our weekly meeting that 
arvo. 


Now, as the meeting approached, K announced that he didn’t know if he could make it, because 
of other commitments. When I mentioned that the managers wanted to discuss this issue with him, he 
turned white. Then he immediately recovered and declared that I had misunderstood him, he wanted 
the data by the original method as well as the 3 day timeliness rule. Oh, right. Well, I made a point in 
the meeting of apologising for misunderstanding him, and we all laughed. 


Still, when I DID provide the 3-day timeliness results, last Wednesday, I had to remind him 
what they were. And today, he is working in another office, and he took all the data except the 3-day 
results. He called and asked me to send it to him, most likely because the manager in that office 
reminded him about it and asked how the analysis was coming along! 


This story has no moral, really. Even if K was my own brother I wouldn’t have given him what 
he appeared to want, because I would have been caught. The downside of doing all this analysis is 
constant cross-examination by the people who request it. I’m responsible for the accuracy, and if 
someone called him on his radically improved results I don’t doubt he would pass the blame onto me. I 
think K is suffering from a mild form of cognitive dissonance. I’m a compliant geek, in a lowly job doing 
customer support. He assumed this meant he could bully me. We’re all still cavemen. 


prof_null (2007-12-12 10:43:51) 
It does kind of suck to need to defend yourself against this kind of disinformation methodology. A new broom 
may appear to sweep clean but a new cleaner doesn’t know the territory. 


6.12.5 (2007-12-12 21:12) 


Those rubber snakes aren’t working. The indian mynas have strategies for defeating them. Today Pam 
heard a strange loud noise coming from the back yard, like a rusty machine breaking down. The cats 
started going crazy. She went out to investigate and found one myna bird attacking the snake we wound 
around the clothes line. It was pecking the snake, while 2 others stood by at a safe distance making the 
loud noise and beating their wings. I guess now we'll need to try a real snake. 


I’m liking this http://www.roadsidepicnic.com/. Pity the interface is flash. I’d love a track listing 
too. Isn’t there a law that there needs to be a track listing? 


rose_gialle (2007-12-12 10:21:56) 
Oh, I was just about to follow your lead and rubber-snake my garden. I might anyway, just to watch the myna 
birds in action ;-). 


richgoth (2007-12-12 11:47:01) 


http: //sres-associated.anu.edu.au/myna/trapping.html personally i’d favour a .22 and some rat-shot catridges but 
I have a feeling its illegal in the metropolitan area 


499 


6.12.6 (2007-12-17 13:37) 


I did my Christmas shopping on Saturday. I did the fuck out of it. Military precision. Terrific Scientific 
at 9AM, before the doors opened. Out of there 15 minutes later with presents for the neice and nephew. 
It's important to never spend too much time in that shop, because of the danger. The danger of wanting 
something for oneself. After Christmas, after, when the sales are on. Then we might return. 


Michelle found a nifty tin tea set for Molly, a good traditional toy for girls which hopefully will bend and 
not break, and I bought Harry a battery powered plasma ball and one of those colour cycling glowing 
spheres. Harry is autistic, so he should like the cyclic nature of these objects. 


Harry is seriously autistic, almost unable to speak at age seven. He knows a few words and recently 
has been improving immensely in his social skills. He actually high-fived us and made eye contact when 
we visited Martin on Saturday arvo. But his world is deeply weird and hard to understand. For instance, 
right at the moment he is obsessed with real estate ads in the newspaper. He cuts them out and hangs 
them in ranks on the wall with sticky tape, arranged in groups based partly on the colour of the property 
and partly on the real-estate firm. He also writes "SOLD” in texta across certain ones. We brought him 
and Molly some stationary from an office supply shop, including a big bag of brightly coloured stars of 
cardboard with SALE and SOLD printed on them, and various other signs, like WELCOME and toilet 
signs. He was all over that, hanging all the stars on his wall of real estate and hanging the OPEN sign 
on the front door. You can see this effort to understand the world through categorisation in his actions, 
but it’s based on a very alien viewpoint. I think I might try giving him on an expanded file folder and 
maybe a card catalog box full of 3x5 cards. 


We also took a bag of bottle brush flowers to the lady in the Indian Market shop in Newtown, whose 
budgie is sick. Most likely from eating sugar. It’s claws are paralyzed, which I used to see in the wild 
when I was young, you’d often find paralyzed budgie chicks under trees they had fallen from. Our vet 
told us it was caused by people feeding them sugar sweetened bread, instead of fruit or seeds and honey. 
It was a vitamin deficiency. Hopefully it will like the blossoms, we know the wild ones around our way 
eat them every day, pulling them to bits and leaving bits all over our car. The lady is also having chemo 
for breast cancer, so we drop in when we can and Michelle answers her questions about her treatment. 


For Martin we stopped at a gourmet food emporium in Roselle and picked up a bunch of sauces and 
spices. He’s an excellent cook, and it’s an old family custom, our father used to do this for us. When we 
visited them in the evening he had roasted some turkey with bacon strips, delicious! 


It rained on Sunday, which was great for checking my downpipe diversion for the water tank. There 
is a small leak, but a bigger probnlem appears to be I used a too-large trickle washer for the first-flush 
rejector. That’s the device which diverts the first water to run off the roof, because it’s full of pollutants. 
It was running like a tap, and maybe half the total water was making it into the tank. Luckily there are 
smaller washers I can put in the valve. 


Also on Sunday, the Mu Meson garage sale! Almost nobody went! What is wrong with people? The 
largest esoteric library in Australia is being sold off for around $3 a book! I staggered home with an- 
other large crate, including some quite valuable titles. One with a collection of papers on the Everett 
many-worlds hypothesis, which has languished in ridicule for decades but is suddenly being taken much 
more seriously by physicists, could be quite collectable. I also picked up a compendium of Hindu gods 
for Pam my mother-in-law. She's obsessed with drawing and painting them, especially [1]Saraswati, an 
important goddess in Bali. Quite a few others, a book on the Findhorn community, one about Bahai, 
Beelzebub’s Tales to His Grandson by Gurdjieff, and a dozen others, also some CDs and movies. There 
will be another one in February but it could be the last. 


I had a good chat with Lee, the man who inherited this library and is essentially setting it free by 
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selling the books at bargain prices. I wanted to know what strands of esoteric knowledge he is particu- 
larly interested in. There is such a large range of subjects in the library, but he has 2 particular special 
interests. One is sacred geometry, a concept which grew from Egypt and spread through the near East, 
finding a lot of favour with the Greeks, especially Pythagoras, and taken up by the Muslims in their art 
and decoration. The principle of sacred geometry is that there are mystical truths encoded into the struc- 
ture of the universe, and which express themselves through geometric forms. It's a branch of numerology, 
in other words, although more closely founded on provable facts. He told me some very interesting things 
about the influence these ideas had on early Christian architecture, and a lot of medieval cathedrals are 
apparently full of tesselated tile floors and carvings which prove their their architects had mystical and 
heretical leanings. 


That leads to his other interest, Christian heresy, especially the Flavian conspiracy. According to him, 
there is an unexplained lack of historical evidence that Jesus existed. The Romans kept detailed records 
of their news and history, and they should have made more of the uprising and emergence of a new 
religion in Palestine than they did. So, the theory is that the gospels were written by a member or 
members of the Flavian clan, which ruled Rome through emperor Vespasian and Titus at the end of 
the first century AD. Apparently they cooked up the Gospels as a kind of propaganda to split up the 
united Jewish resistance in Palestine. They used the best bits of all the cults and religeons they knew 
about, and, for good measure, added a layer of puns and references to themselves, their family and their 
intentions. So, when Jesus is baptised by John in the riover, and a dove descends on his head, and the 
voice of God says ”This is my Son,” he is referring to the dove itself, which can in some way mean Titus 
(although I can’t find any reference to this online.) At any rate it’s all [2]here. 


1. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Saraswati 
2. (http://www. jesusneverexisted.com/ 


richgoth (2007-12-17 04:46:54) 

What is wrong with people? The largest esoteric library in Australia is being sold off for around $3 a book! thank 
the old gods I didn’t know...otherwise Haruspex may have been forced to use those curare tipped darts on me 
before I got there 


carbonunit (2007-12-17 04:53:06) 
February... Honestly, you could probably make a living buying his books by the box and flogging them on ebay. 


prof_null (2007-12-17 05:31:49) 

"there are mystical truths encoded into the structure of the universe, and which express themselves through ge- 
ometric forms” - I'd have to agree with that in principle, it’s the details that would be open to interpretation. I 
might go to the next book sale myself if you give me some warning. Re the Flavian conspiracy - I could believe 
that. It is well known that the New Testament was written many years after the time it supposedly happenned, 
which is a good indicator that it was all fabricated or at least embellished. 
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6.12.7 Christmas gift suggestion (2007-12-21 12:38) 


1. http: //pics.livejournal.com/carbonunit/pic/000091w7/ 


6.12.8 (2007-12-21 15:22) 


Here it is, already Friday. here I am, almost alone in the office. Business Consultant Kim is here also, 
eating Hungry Jacks. He had the courtesy to move several desks away, presumably so the odour of stale 
frying oil doesn’t gag me. I’m folding reminder letters for the accounts that expire in January. The 
envelopes they bought last are just a tiny bit too small, so I have to add an extra fold to the end of each 
letter. It makes the bundles of letters twice as thick at one end. 


On Tuesday we had the XIT Christmas party, which was real swell. I don’t want to go into too much 
detail, but there is something infinitely lame about being in a group of uptight white IT dudes, drunk 
and playing pool in a room of a luxurious hotel (the Oaks in Neutral Bay), listening to ACDC on the 
jukebox and rocking out playing air guitar on the pool cue. I swear I was no doing that last, but one of 
us was. One of us who drank 6 beers, 3 lime daquaries and at least 1 whole bottle of red wine himself. 


But at least I got to see the managers exposed to Michael in intimate quarters! The big joke about 
Michael was, one of the managers basically chose him and hired him in October 2006 and the others 
haven’t even met him except briefly while walking through the office on their way to a board meeting. 
Because, they all work at different companies. Still, recently they have been noticing what a robotic 
phone manner he has, and I asked him to change how he answered the phone. Usually he relentlessly 
grinds through the following: "Welcome to the XIT helpdesk my name is Michael how can I help you?” 
with bizarre breaks and pauses when the party on the line tries to wedge a word in edgeways. I suggested 
he just say ”XIT Helpdesk” when he answered the phone. This resulted in the following: "Welcome to... 
XIT... Michael, how may I... helpdesk...” It was EXACTLY as though he was a robot trying to break 
his programming! And failing. 


In the restaurant of the Oaks we had pre-dinner beers and discussed the year behind us. Michael refused 
alcohol because, as he gleefully told us, it makes him break out in some kind of suppurating rash. “It isn’t 
pretty!” he said, leering with glee. He contributed to the conversation by going off on weird tangents, 
always designed to somehow bolster his reputation in their eyes, and failing miserably. The managers 
learned to avoid anything technical or nerdly to starve him of inspiration for his tedious meandering 
bullshit. At one point the marketing guy revealed that he had almost got the board to deliver funds for 
redoing our website, which is necessary to convince potential new customers that we are a professional 
outfit. Michael, who had been droning on with a string of lies about his Web Design course, suddenly had 


to go for a piss. When pointed out to Kim that we could "insource” the job to Michael, because he was 
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such a highly trained web developer, it was gratifying to see how embarressed they were on his behalf. 
Maybe it was cruel, but I have to listen to his shit all day at the same time as I pick up the pieces from 
the disasters he causes because he doesn’t understand anything. 


One of the managers, who lived at Cambelltown, stayed overnight at our place. He was pretty de- 
pressed, looks like he is breaking up with his long-term partner. It was interesting for me to see how 
Michelle reacted to him, because normally when we have someone stay with us she gets very anxious. 
With Rod she was fine, friendly and sympathetic. I think her fears can be avoided, as long as A, she 
only gets 2 days warning, and B, the individual has to leave early the next day because of work or some 
other commitment. Michelle grinds on her worries without reasoning about them, and one thing that is 
intolerable to her is the fear of leaving someone alone in our house. Mainly because she is afraid they 
would leave the doors open and let the cats outside. 


prof_null (2007-12-21 07:15:29) 
I wish I had some great idea to help you with your problems - but then I’m not all that hot at solving my own. 
Have a Merry Christmas, Matt : ) 


carbonunit (2007-12-21 10:17:14) 

Don’t worry G, these aren’t complaints, just wry commentary. Things are actually going pretty well for me right 
now. This Kim guy isn’t too bad, Michael is just a background smell, and he’s on holiday for the next 2 weeks 
so that’s just excellent! Anyway, thanks, you have a good Christmas too! 


6.12.9 (2007-12-24 10:42) 


Deck the halls with chunks of meat! 
Fa la la la la, la la la la. 

Lots of an-i-mals to eat! 

Fa la la la la etc. 


I am at work, looking forward to the “festivities” tomorrow. Spending time trapped in the presence 
of miserable old people who can’t see any good in their lives and resent anyone who isn’t miserable. But 
this year, we have a secret weapon, for this year we have invited Ron for Christmas! Yes, Ron! Big round 
brilliant slightly-autistic genius Ron will be our defense. Just having a stranger around will force them to 
curtail their more histrionic kvetching, and Ron is somewhat... odd, which will put them on their guard. 
And of course he is a delight to know, witty and funny, so this year we will be having a good time. 


On Saturday Michelle graciously helped me bottle a huge amount of peaches. The peaches ripened 
a little earlier this year, not surprisingly, but at least the weather has been a bit cooler than last year. So 
we spent most of the day sitting at the kitchen table peeling the little suckers, and discarding any which 
had fruit fly. I bottled them in large Fowlers vacola jars, with medium syrup with half a lemon of juice in 
each pint. The peaches are unripe and already a little sour, but I like my preserves to be on the sour side 
to prevent [1]botulism. We also made jam, which didn't fully set despite the fact I put 3 whole sachets 
of Jamsetta into each batch instead of 1. In each jar, the fruit has floated to the top and sits in a syrupy 
sauce, while the juice has set very well in the lower half. Either the fruit has some kind of pectinase in it, 
or it just completely lacks any pectin at all. At any rate, it all tastes the same, that is, excellent. I was 
very grateful for the help, we got more than double the amount done that I had expected. However it 
was hot and humid, and being in a room with a giant boiling pot of water and jars while peeling peaches 
and getting their fluff all over ourselves was very uncomfortable. 
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In the evening we picked up Camille from the airport. She's flown up from Melbourne to vist her family 
and us and attend the Sounds of Seduction on NYE. We had dinner at La Pergolata in Leichhardt, our 
favourite trattoria, and put her up for the night. We stayed up late watching Black Books, which is an 
excellent British comedy series worth checking out. We got addicted to it when we stayed in Katoomba, 
they had the DVDs there. Cam suggested that it would be an easy but ruinous drinking game to watch 
Black Books and drink whenever the characters do. I tried googling Life Cry (cheap pink wine which 
comes in a fat gallon bottle and has a bleeding polar bear on the label) but it appears to be a product 
made up for show. 


On Sunday we all went over to the Marrickville community market, which just gets better. Although I 
was a bit hung over from the miniscule quantity of wine drunk the night before, to eat one of the excellent 
chorrizo and egg rolls. Instead we just picked up a bunch of salad stuff and 1 got a roll of paper from 
Reverse Garbage for the kids. We stopped off at Haberfield for some last minute deli purchases, and then 
back to the house for lunch. 


After dropping Cam off at the station we did the housework, then Michelle made a huge bowl of her best 
roast pumpkin salad, and we headed for my brother Martins place. Poor dude has to fly his children 
down to the City of Dis* on Christmas day, to stay with their grandmother, while Kristy does bugger all 
as usual. We gave the kids their presents, and hung out with Martin and some of his friends watching 
Jamanji. Interesting to see that Harry had removed all his real estate clippings from the wall, and had 
started replacing them with a couple of charity ads! This fascinates me, as charity ads are a much more 
subtle category than real estate. Molly was very shy as usual, but she came out when Martin started 
doing some gymnastic moves with her, getting her to balance on his hands and do skin-the-cat and other 
exercises. Martin was a state-class gymnast when he was young, although he grew too big too fast for it 
to become a career. I actually did some of the courses too, but I was always too chicken of flying through 
the air and falling from heights to be any good. 


Not it's real name. 


And now, check this out, the SNL Carl Sagan/Dean Martin Global Warming Christmas Special from 
1990. 


1. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Botulism 


prof null (2007-12-24 03:02:01) 
LOOOVE that Global Warming Christmas Special! wish they’d tken it a bit further! 


6.12.10 (2007-12-27 15:21) 


Christmas was a blast, thanks to Ron! It went exactly as I had hoped. The old fogeys were so distracted 
and captivated by Ron's incredible presence that they completely forgot to fight, argue or complain. 
Mick fired up the barbie while Michelle made her roast pumpkin salad. I roasted a turkey in the fashion 
Martin showed us, with strips of bacon draped across the breast to baste it. Pam made chicken strips and 
mayonaise, and Ron ate and ate, in between entertaining us with details of the development of NTSC 
television by the RCA company. 


We gave Ken’s friend Bill an old mobile phone, which he will probably never use, but these old men 
seem to end up like teenage kids, peer pressure drives them to want the same things their friends have. 
Ken has a phone, although he constantly has trouble remembering how to use it. Otherwise we didn’t 
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do any gifts, although Ron gave us a DVD of Alphaville. 


Ron slept for most of the afternoon, and later in the evening we packed up more food and took it 
over to the Mu Mesons. Jaimie and Aspa had already been entertaining their extended family earlier in 
the day, and Aspa and her family is greek, so we could have left the food at home, there was so much 
left. Greeks always have to show how they can provide. Well, so do we really. 


We had a good time watching a movie with them, and I had a good chat with a guy called Grant 
who we've seen around often but never really talked too. A couple of weeks ago he was at the movies 
with a box of old slides he found at a market, and I scanned them for him. They were fascinating, 
shot around 1966, showing protest marches through Haymarket and family holiday snaps. It seems he 
is a mad keen photographer, with a special interest in obsolete format Polaroid Instamatic photography. 
Apparently he actually buys up old Instamatic film at garage sales, because he likes the age effects on 
the film! He is also a book binder, and he just started working at the paper shop on Enmore road. 


All in all, the best Christmas in years. But that's not forgetting the real reason for the season... 


6.12.11 (2007-12-28 14:47) 


Sitting in this empty office makes me feel a strange melancholy. The silence is delightful, but somehow 
I can’t concentrate. Even though I have the phone off the hook. One of our distributors has their 
server down for maintainance, which gives our users the willies because they can’t understand the error 
message this causes. I changed the message bank greeting to explain the message, and take the phone 
off the hook, and sit here browsing and trying to work on things. I brought a collection of Michelle’s 
old snapshots in, ones that I scanned some time ago and never sorted. Sorted and uploaded them. Now 
Pm unenthusiastically dabbling with the LaTeX conversion of the 365 Day Project for 2007. You-all can 
have a copy when it’s ready. You'll have to download the MP3s yourselves though. 


An email! - but it’s not a human, just one of my scripts. 
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Hello there! This is the XchangeIT Server monitoring script. 


There is NOTHING WRONG! This is merely todays regular email which confirms that the server is 
functioning. 


However, should you FAIL to receive this email tomorrow at around this time, it COULD mean 
the entire Back-End Server has exploded! 


Server Status 


The time is currently Fri Dec 28 14:00:12 2007 


The Front-End Server Process log was last written to 72 seconds ago. 

The Front-End Server Delivery log was last written to 72 seconds ago. 

The oldest file in the Front-End server Zip/In directory is 60679.2 minutes old. 
The Front-End Server partnership.dat file us currently 1102K in size. 


The Back-End Server Process log was last written to 14.95 minutes ago. 
The Back-End Server file database was last written to 13 minutes ago. 
The Back-End Server partnership.dat file is currently 1102K in size. 


Wandering around the office, looking at the desks. Neat ones and messy ones. A programmer 
has lined up the tins from all the Eclipse mints he has consumed along the top of the divider, almost 
covering it in a row of shiny blue units. It doesn’t amuse me. My immediate manager has a row of 
battered chocolate liqueur bottles stuck to the top of his monitor. They’ve been there for at least 5 
years, through dozens of moves, and they would most likely kill anyone who dared to eat them now. The 
stylish rake-thin superviser lady has a few casually scattered style mags, and a fliptop box containging a 
deck of cards, each one a guide to a funky Sydney pub. 


The best thing is looking out the window, down onto Surry Hills dreaming in the sunlight. The 
old brick warehouses, Fuerth & Wall, Ballarat House, Imperial Slacks, Edwards and Co, Wilkies Tyres. 
Some renovated into overpriced studios, some still rough and full of sweatshops and martial arts dojos 
and import-export businesses. Faded painted billboards of times gone by. For Coughs and Colds Scot- 
the rest painted out for some reason. Lots of garment trade in Surry Hills. The complicated back yards 
of the terraces, interlocking. There’s the police base, surrounded by dog training tracks, and the house 
where Luke used to live. I watched him feed a live fish to his snapping turtle there. He grew water 
hyacinch in plastic buckets in the back yard, he loved lifting them out and watching how the endlessly 
branching roots collapsed together to form a single strand like rope. The Silkknit building is there but 
hidden behind an appartment block. You can see how the old buildings have light wells running down 
the interior, a waste of space by modern standards but essential when artificial light was expensive. 
There was one in the middle of the ACP building where I worked a couple years ago, but they filled it 
with server rooms soon after we moved. 


Now I better check the message bank, although I know what I'll find - perhaps a dozen calls, 
each one a sad few seconds of breathing and shop sounds as a user stands there trying to digest the 
contents of my message, trying to work out if it applies to him or not, before, mostly hanging up. 
Helpdesk tip - make your phone messages informative, complete and long, very long, the longer the 
better. 
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richgoth (2007-12-29 05:43:37) 
Helpdesk tip - make your phone messages informative, complete and long, very long, the longer the better. amen 
brother! 


6.12.12 (2007-12-29 07:01) 


Bad news - "Jingle mail” 
http: //business.theage.com.au/americans-walk-from-loans/20071223-1iq r.html 


Good news: Starbucks improve trade for small cafes: 
http: //www.slate.com/id /2180301 /fr/rss/ 


That article about ”j¡ingle mail”, where homeowners, who can’t afford their repayments, just shrug, 
default and mail their door keys to the bank in an envelope, is particularly interesting. It’s fascinat- 
ing that large financial institutions, who are the most ruthless and slippery entities when it comes to 
defining their agreements and liabilities, seem to be surprised that individual humans are not “loyal” to 
their banks. Basically the article is saying that all those people who took out low-doc loans with almost 
infinite repayment curves, were just interested in getting a roof over their heads. It was like paying rent, 
and now that the ”rent” of loan repayments is higher than the cost of actual rent, they just move on. 
But, the banks and over lending bodies seem to have been banking (heh) on mortgagees sticking by them 
through thick and thin. And even worse, the insurers they went to for cover in case of mass defaults, 
turned around and invested their money right back into the housing market! Because, of course, nothing 
is more solid than the determination of ordinary people trying to pay off their mortgage. 


Criswell predicts that the banks will be very loud in their denunciation of these lazy, shiftless, dis- 
honest people. The media will come up with some label, some piece of slang like "jingle mail”, to smear 
them with. I remember when they did that to people who dodged all the new toll roads and tunnels 
around Sydney - "rat-runners”, they called them, in an attempt to shame us all into paying their tolls. 
The old slang for bailing out on your landlord was "doing the moonlight flit”, but that was for avoiding 
the rent. It was used as a euphemism, to avoid saying “leaving the landlord in the lurch”. This will be 
nasty, pointed. Pll think about it. 
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Chapter 7 


2008 


7.1 January 


7.1.1 (2008-01-02 16:28) 
Happy New Year everyone! 


I’m generally positive about the new year, but that’s always the case. I'm always aware that life, even 
for a "normal” person, is nowadays equivalent to the most extravagant heaven that any serf could have 
imagined during the Middle Ages, and that even our parents couldn't forsee the luxuries we enjoy on a 
daily basis. 


I’m not making any new year resolutions at all. My resolution will be not to resolve. Hmm, too recursive. 
How about, I will exist as an indeterminate particle smeared across the curve of possible resolutions? 


Actually, I do have resolutions, just not new ones. Here are my old, global resolutions, which have 
applied for years. 


e To pursue, time and material allowing, mastery of the arts that my ancestors were masters of. 
Baking bread, making jam, bottling fruit, textiles, carpentry, whatever, making and creating and 
processing from raw materials, all the arts of subsistence. This is good for a bunch of reasons. I 
like to measure up against those smug dead bastards in my past, because they like to think Pm 
decadent with my computers and wide screen TVs and jetpacks. I like to show them I can do both; 
I can program a computer AND grow potatoes! It also might come in handy if civilization ever 
falls back to barbarism. This year I hope to learn some bookbinding skills, and also start sewing 
wearable clothes. 


e To deny consumerism while indulging in the finest luxuries available. Might sound a bit contra- 
dictory, but consider my previous resolution. For instance, I brew and bottle fruit wine, which is 
delicious, and absolutely impossible to buy. You can’t find it in any store, it’s beyond price. Bill 
Gates can’t afford it, but I drink it any time I want to. Also, if we can, we buy whatever we need 
from a street market or independant grocer or farm stall or from the original artist. The quality 
is ALWAYS better - I have NEVER found that anything I bought at the growers market or over 
the net from the artisan was lower quality than store bought! In fact, a good rule of thumb is that 
anything with a brand or label is inferior by definition, because that label indicates it was mass 
produced, with all the drawbacks and quality constraints that implies. 
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e To not watch TV. TV is evil. Especially commercial channel news programs and current affairs, 
and reality shows. It saps your will, it has an agenda, it seeks only to make you fearful and limit 
your horizons. It steals time and gives nothing back except to cripple you and make you a timid 
animal. TV denies the nobility of humanity, it focuses always on the worst of human nature. It 
mocks and denigrates idealism and principles. We don’t need it, we have far better options now. 
Ignore it, and it will go away! 


That pretty much sums up my life. 


Michelle and I made a good start. In NYE we went to the Sounds of Seduction, of course, and had 
a great time with Mal and Cam and all our friends there. Great to see Mal again, at last. 


We slept in the next morning, and then went to Secret Records, the new music store of Simon Holmes, 
formerly from Enthusiasms on Pitt street. Simon is very cool. His aim, with the new shop, is to primarily 
sell records online, through Ebay. He has resolved to list 10 items every day. The shop is hidden down a 
back alley and up a flight of stairs, no signage at all. It’s really just a warehouse for his net operation, so 
that dedicated customers can come and hang out and pick through the records at leisure. He also wants 
to simplify the operation, so that anyone can run it if he needs to get away for some reason. Freedom. 


We hung out there for awhile, and then drove over to Callan Park, the former mental hospital at Rozelle. 
The grounds are open to the public, but hardly anyone goes there. Callan park is a huge tract of deserted, 
overgrown parkland dotted with ruined wards, huge trees and so many beautiful vistas it’s astonishing. 
We took a picnic lunch and a deck chair and spent the afternoon lazing in the shade reading. The ultimate 
indulgence, better than a holiday at a 5 star resort. 


The only thing like a resolution I can add, is that I would like to write more. I’ve got too many 
fragments and ideas piling up in my notebooks that I need to take further. We’ll see. 


prof_null (2008-01-02 09:32:39) 

Hey Matt, I’m interested in bookbinding myself. On my recent holiday in NZ I visited a place in th north where 
they did hand bookbinding and took some photos of all the gear they used. Pll send you some info if you're 
interested. Happy probabilistic smear of 365 orbits! 


carbonunit (2008-01-02 22:07:59) 
Pd be very interested in seeing your photos. Bookbinding looks easy in principle, but I suspect the skill required 
is pretty important. 


richgoth (2008-01-04 10:59:02) 
I have a bookbinding textbook thats probably right up your alley 


bluedevi (2008-01-02 11:44:46) 

I love your resolutions. I want to make more stuff and buy more stuff direct from the people who made it as well. 
It’s kind of cheating, but even having the breadmaker has increased the quality of my life. I can’t eat shop bread 
with pleasure now - it’s like eating scratchy aeroboard. 


carbonunit (2008-01-02 22:19:06) 
Nothing wrong with a breadmaker, especially if you use it and it’s not just taking space in the kitchen. Fresh 
bread is one of the best examples of lost luxury, how we can be poorer amidst riches. 


(2008-01-03 20:41:35) Your writing 
Hi, I just ran into your writings, by accident, through a google search that didn’t turn out. However, I was very 
entertained: your ’cultivating blackheads’ piece had me laughing so hard I spat my tea over the keyboard. PI 
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be sending it to friends. I just wanted to say that you are an absolutely fantastic writer, and very funny, at that. 
Happy New Year, Tanya Bilsbury Halifax, Nova Scotia. 


carbonunit (2008-01-04 22:58:34) Re: Your writing 

I’m glad you liked it Tanya! That piece takes me back. I wrote it about 1995 when I first got online. I had 
joined a mailing list about the Church of the Subgenius and needed something to say to introduce myself. Most 
of the instructions are actually legit, my brother had a bad habit of cultivating blackheads in a manner very 
similar to the one described. 


7.1.2 (2008-01-03 17:47) 


Boy today was boring. But now, we go to Ya Habibe in Newtown to have dinner with Mal and Cam. 
Yay! 


Michelle just got home and immediately changed her dress. It was a spotty pattern dress, and she 
couldn't face us all singing the song that Mal composed just before they left for Melbourne, called "Mich 
In A Spotty Dress”. Of course, the song can be adapted... 


7.1.3 (2008-01-04 16:23) 


Why can't you get energy mints anymore? They used to be on every counter, now they are hidden 
somewhere. I’m just finishing off the last of the Warp mints I picked up when Gowings closed down. 
Dammit, don’t tell me they’re illegal. 


I gotta clean all this shit off my desk. Not literal feces, although it might reach that stage if I get 
bored enough. All these papers. The thing about paper in the modern office is, it’s pointless to print 
most things out, except when you go to a meeting. But, people don’t take you seriously unless you have 
some nice printed documents to wave around. I always try and make sure I have some nice printed things 
for a meeting, even if they’re irrelevant, and then I leave them on my desk. Really I hate paper, unless 
it’s over 100 years old, and bound in leather, and printed with interesting things. 


Yesterday I went up to Dymocks, and they are pushing ebooks heavily. They have shiny white kiosks 
like giant ipods in the store, apparently some kind of ebook vending machine or something. So, in the 
future, we will walk to the book shop, feed money into a vending machine, and buy an ebook somehow. 
Perhaps it burns ROMs with the book files on it, or beams the file directly to their Kindle-a-like reader. 


Ebooks are actually brilliant things, and reading from a screen is really easier than reading from most 
books in my experience. Recently I was reading a paperback on the front veranda, and the wind was 
blowing the pages all over the place, and I was wishing it was on a screen so that wouldn’t happen, and 
I wouldn’t have to keep turning the page either. 


[1]Mu Mesons are showing old obscure TV shows tonight, which look really good, Honey West and 
Staccato and Johnny Cipher. [ LJ User: flying _blind ] might be interested in Mondays offering, another 
K Gordon Murray film, Rumpelstiltskin. This one was ganked from Germany, not Mexico as usual, and 
it sure looks twisted. 


1. http: //www.mumeson.org/ 


madslasher (2008-01-05 02:39:12) 
thinkgeek.com :) 
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7.1.4 (2008-01-06 09:10) 


We saw The Golden Compass last night, with Mal and Cam and Adam and Kate. It rocked! Really, 
any movie which climaxes in a pitched battle in the Arctic, between a science base full of evil scientists, 
a platoon of Tartars, a band of orphans, an armoured polar bear, a Texan aeronaut in a blimp, and a 
squadron of airborne witches, is a winner! Awesome. 


richgoth (2008-01-06 02:32:24) 
its not quite accurate to the book but I liked it too! 


bluedevi (2008-01-06 22:50:11) 
I’m glad I was prepared for the weird ending and could just enjoy the pretty. And there was lots of pretty. The 
woman beside me clearly wasn't expecting it to end where it did and was flabbergasted. 


7.1.5 Galangal (2008-01-07 09:25) 


Recently I’ve been looking into experimenting with legal entheogens, and I discovered that [1]galangal is 
supposedly psychoactive. Actually the powerful strain is some kind of New Guinea galangal, which seems 
typical, it wouldn’t possibly be something easy to get your hands on. But still, just like with cactuses (a 
wide variety contain alkaloids, peyote is just the most concentrated one), I reasoned that domestic Thai 
galangal would have some interesting effects. 


On Saturday I cut up a few ounces, as much root as I could hold in one hand, and boiled it in a 
cup of water for about 15 minutes. It smelled delicious. I love Thai food and I especially love tom yum 
goong, the clear spicy soup with prawns in, and it always has a couple of slices of galangal in the bottom. 
This brew smelled familiar, like tom yum with a bunch of ginger in it perhaps. The water slowly coloured 
to a nice yellow, and the roots went from a pale woody colour to a glassy darker hue like sweet potato. 


The taste was very strong and spicy gingery, quite similar to the old Celestial Seasonings Emperors 
Choice tea, which was ginseng based. It was delicious, I’d drink it just for the taste, but so strong it 
burnt my throat slightly, so I added some honey. 


The fascinating thing about the effects were, Michelle noticed them more than I did. It was intoxi- 
cating, a bit like being drunk on liquor, and very uplifting. There were no psychedelic effects, just 
elevation of mood. Michelle reported that I was slurring my words and swaying when I stood, which I 
didn’t notice at all. No problems with cogitation though. It wore off slowly over about 3 hours, with no 
problems or hangover. As an alcohol substitute I highly recommend it! 


So there you go; it’s cheap as chips, and safe, as far as I know. Perhaps half my liver sloughed off, 
but I didn’t feel it happen so that’s not too bad. The only after effects were rather painful burning 
urination when it came back out again. At least my kidneys are still working, and it wasn’t as bad as a 
chilli Doritos wee. 


Next I will try using the dried galangal which comes from the Thai grocery stores near work, and see how 
that goes. The literature online usually mentions powdered root, but I couldn’t find any of that, just 
woody dried slices in a bag. Then Pll see about acquiring and growing some of the Kaempferia variety. 


1. http://www.erowid. org/herbs/galangal/ 


bluedevi (2008-01-07 00:22:51) you learn something new every day! 
Gosh. Just when you think you’ve read all of Erowid... 
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prof null (2008-01-07 05:53:35) 
Wow, gives a whole new significance to "going out for Thai”... . Might just try that :) 


7.1.6 2008-01-08_1312.56_Donkey_punch (2008-01-08 18:37) 


AS 


‘ay 


MT bz 


[1] 
(2)2008-01-08 -1312.56 -Donkey _punch.JPG 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong 


Dear Baby Jeezus, please forgive me for even knowing what this means. It’s not my fault; it’s the 
internet. Luv Matthew. 


1. http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2176824235/ 
2. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2176824235/ 
3. http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


hbdeath (2008-01-08 12:16:58) 
I didn’t know what a donkey punch was until you posted this and inspired me to look it up. I could’ve lived 


without knowing. 


carbonunit (2008-01-08 18:46:25) 
Yes, it is rather dreadful. That’s the problem with these memes, they spread like disease. Our curiosity is a 


weakness to them. 


richgoth (2008-01-08 12:52:06) 
dear lord...and advertising it too 


7.1.7 2008-01-08_1316.10_Xmas_massacre (2008-01-09 13:20) 
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[2] MES A 
[3]2008-01-08 -1316.10 -Xmas _massacre.JPG 
Originally uploaded by [4]mattspong 


This is the aftermath of Christmas - dead and dying trees scattered like bodies after a massacre. These 
trees were scattered all over the grounds of what was once Garden Artistry, on Parramatta road. They 
seem to have closed, all the animatronic parlm trees and steel frame pyramids and cow statues have 
been removed, but these trees were scattered everywhere. I suspect they were unsold stock, abandoned. 
They’re useless even for firewood. 


1. http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2177626514/ 
2. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2177636134/ 
3. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2177626514/ 
4. E 


http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


B'E 


eatsoylentgreen (2008-01-09 18:42:42) 
but they would work for a REALLY HUGE FUCKING FIRE =D ah, um, I mean, hello. ’m a random browser. 


carbonunit (2008-01-09 22:41:22) 

Hello! I was thinking about a indoor fire in a fireplace - you can’t use pine because the tar would clog the chimney. 
But you are right, they would make a fine bonfire. But again, here in Aus we just don’t do bonfires very often, 
because of the fire risk. What to do? Probably the local council will send their wood chipper and turn them into 
mulch. They will live again as topsoil. 


7.1.8 Pants (2008-01-10 10:51) 


I need pants. Black pants. I have several pairs of what were once black pants, but which are now grey 
and ragged, some of them. Put it this way, the number of decent black pants I own has grown rather 
slim. It’s time to get some more. 


But where? Usually I would go straight to Seconds World, the best place to find black pants at a 
reasonable price. Seconds World had a shop on Parramatta road, but they closed it and moved further 
up Parramatta road, right to the top of Taverners Hill. Except they closed that one as well, and that’s 
how I ended up on Parra road on Tuesday shooting vans and dead trees. Probably a good thing too, as 
Seconds World by definition only carry examples of the current styles, and thanks to the bizarre vagaries 
of taste that seems to mean either those shortleg things designed to be worn below the buttocks, or the 
ones that look inside out with unfinished seams. What I need are the most basic solid black trousers. 


Anyway, back in the day I used to favour [1]Stoliar Bros. the disposal store, and since they are just 
down the way from my office I dropped in yesterday to see what they had. Also I wanted to see if 
the resident hunchback there had yet folded completely in half. Everyone in Stoliars is weird, but that 
hunchback... not only was his head level with his knees, last time I shopped there, but his skin was so 
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pale and papery he looked like a steelpoint etching. There was also a midget and a thin man, but they 
paled beside their compatriot with the spinal problem in freakiness. It’s always a joy to visit Stoliars. 


Sadly, none of the regulars were there. Instead I encountered a charming older Hungarian lady and 
her harrassed husband. Obviously of the same family, but much closer to that standard phenotype of 
humanity. With an effort I managed to tear myself away from the distracting profusion of stuff in there, 
the enamel cookware for camping, the portable stoves, the ex-army boots, the hunting knives and what- 
not, and find a couple of good black cotton cargo pants. Not precisely what 1 wanted, but good for a 
start. The cargo pockets are sewn on the outside and look easy to unpick. They had plain woolen pants 
in the window but none of my size. Maybe later. 


1. http://maps.google.com/maps?client=safarikrls=en&ie=UTF-8koe=UTF-8kum=1kq=disposal+stores&near=Sydney , 


+NSW, tAustraliakfb=1kview=textklat lng=- 33880158, 151205425 , 3492529259132722301 


prof_null (2008-01-10 07:56:26) 

Yup, ya know, it’s so easy to snigger behind my hand at all those people walking around in pants that have no 
ankle cover and are too big so they look like that tragic kid from primary school who lived in hand-me-downs. 
Don’t ANY of these people put their foot down and say "No, they look stupid, I’m not wearing them!”? Humans 
never case to amaze me. I just couldn’t resist a jab at the fashion victims. Good luck with your search, I now buy 
two pairs of anything I can find that’s wearable simply because there is not much on sale that is (in my opinion) 
wearable. 


carbonunit (2008-01-10 23:05:21) 

I think the purpose of those baggy pants is precisely to look like hand-me-downs, as a kind of ghetto stylee. I 
particularly love the pants-at-half-mast look because it’s the first fashion I’ve seen that actually threatens the 
life of the victim, because they can’t move very fast while constantly hitching their pants up again and are easy 
prey for a bus to run down. 


richgoth (2008-01-11 00:19:27) 
I thought the russians had taken over stoliars last time I went in there they were very unhelpful :( 


carbonunit (2008-01-11 06:44:10) 


Heh. I’ve never found them very helpful, in fact, this time was the best for assistance. Not that I want them to 
change. 


7.1.9 (2008-01-11 10:25) 


I love calling newsagents in isolated towns and hearing the faint sound of crows cawing in the background. 
It really sets the tone. 


There’s this stuff called Wartner which is a home wart removal kit. It’s a pressurized can of ether, 
a plastic applicator, and little sponge tips for the applicator. You fit a sponge tip to this plastic dummy 
and press it down on the top, and it sprays the ether through the sponge, chilling it quickly to dry ice 
temperatures. Then you press the frozen sponge down onto the wart for 20 seconds. 


There is a persistent wart on my right ring finger. It’s been there at least 20 years, it’s older than 
some of the people I work with! Anyway, that’s long enough for any wart. Every time I pick up a brick 
or stone block or anything heavy and rough, it cracks open and gets irritated. 
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So I started Wartenerizing the bastard, and it’s survived about 4 treatments so far. It is shrinking, 
but it sure hasn’t just dropped off like they advertise. At first I followed the instructions, ie. 3 seconds of 
cooling followed by 20 seconds applied to the wart. Each time I’ve gone a little further, last time I chilled 
the sponge for about 6 seconds and then pressed it on the wart until it warmed up enough to become 
flexible again. Die! 


Yesterday, just when I was preparing to cook dinner (potato salad) Mick raced down the stairs and 
turned off the water supply, because they were repairing their bathroom sink. No problem, I just walked 
outside and filled the saucepan from the tank! I’ve collected about a foot so far, and it’s clean and 
delicious. Now I can weather the harshest 15 minute break in domestic water supply with ease! Haven’t 
had a proper cup of tankwater tea yet, though. Interestingly, tank water boils differently, the bubbles 
are larger and more violent. I suspect that the chlorine in mains water acts as a seed for the bubbles, so 
they form smaller. 


Tonight at Bar Broadway, Neil Hamburger, the funniest man in showbiz! We saw him [1]back in Jan 
2006 and he was brilliant. 


1. http://carbonunit.livejournal .com/59222. html 


haruspexx (2008-01-11 02:47:26) 
i'm contemplating going to see Neil Hamburger tonight too 


7.1.10 (2008-01-14 10:55) 


Pretty good weekend, despite the withering heat and humidity. On Friday evening we went to see Neil 
Hamburger supported by Dr. El Suavo at Bar Broadway. It was very funny, they are both excellent, 
although this time I found the Doctor funnier than Neil. I think it was because the last time we saw them, 
they were on stage at the Newtown rissole, with the red drapes and the second-class Vegas atmosphere, 
and that suits Neil more. Also, Neils jokes focus on rock bands and people who we really don’t think 
about at all, so the funny was lost. I mean, there were about a dozen jokes about the Red Hot Chilli 
Peppers, and who are they? Some kind of classic rock band I believe. Some of the jokes inferred they were 
junkies? His heckler-bashing was much improved though. I think he should order a bunch of womens 
celebrity mags a few weeks before he visits a country like Australia, to find out which celebrities are in 
the public eye and worthy of his wrath. 


Doctor El Suavo was excellent, totally wonderful. He wears a luchadore mask and a fez, and performs the 
lamest and most childishly obvious parlour magic tricks, also while abusing the audience and drinking 
liberally. Streams of sweat were squirting out from under his mask every time he moved, and Jay Katz 
provided the music while scratching the vinyl with his nose. 


Good to see | LJ User: haruspexx |] there as well. We need to catch up, would you and | LJ User: 
richgoth ] like to come over for dinner some time? 
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On Saturday we went out for dinner with Karen, at some Vietnamese restaurant in Newtown. It was 
pretty good, although I usually prefer Thai. I ordered an entree of beef wrapped in betel leaf (I just can't 
refuse food made with mind altering substances now can 1?) and instead got little beef sausages with 
perhaps betel leaf shreds inside? Not good enough. The sour soup was better. I was hoping to have a 
pho, but it wasn't on the menu. 


On Sunday we went over to the growers market at Marrickville, and stocked up on fruit, most of which 
we turned into a large fruit salad and took to Stitch and Bitch. Not that we planned to do any knitting, 
it was so muggy our cats were panting like dogs. Instead I took the laptop, intending to do some work 
on photos I’ve been scanning, but it was too hot for that as well. My brother Martin turned up with his 
daughter Molly, and a chain mail shirt he’s been working on for a couple of decades at least. It’s nearly 
finished, there's just some work on the arms to go. Chain mailing with cold steel was pretty much the 
only knitting that made sense in the circumstances. Molly had a good time running around with the 
other kids, and even took an interest in Knitting, starting work in a red scarf for Martin. Although she 
had to have breaks to go and jump off the seats every now and then. 


We love knitting group, even in the heat - a sauna is always better shared. Congratulations to Jo 
who bought a new house at auction! Apparently it used to be a dentists surgery and still has an old chair 
and treadle drill in the basement! Adam and Bianca were there with little Christian, who's opened his 
eyes and started to notice his surroundings. Hope it's cooler next time. 


haruspexx (2008-01-16 09:17:26) 

dinner sounds like a great idea i just emailed you about a gig this weekend too i agree with you bout El Suavo 
being funnier than Neil i only saw Mr Hamburger once, more than 5 years ago, and he seems to have changed 
his stage persona a bit - he used to be much more low-key and awkward, now he comes across a lot louder and 
arrogant. i think i preferred his old style 


carbonunit (2008-01-18 00:33:30) 
Yep, I agree, I like the downtrodden Neil more. Sorry about Saturday, we'll be at Penrith for the UFOs. 


7.1.11 IMPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENT (2008-01-16 12:33) 
Hello. 


What I am about to tell you may seem surprising and unbelievable, but then again if you hon- 
estly consider the path of your whole life to this point you may come to the conclusion that it was 
inevitable. 


You are not real. Your world is not real. The reality you inhabit is a construct, being computed 
for a particular reason by entities from what you might call a "higher plane”. 


That “plane” is actually a universe comprising 152 spatial dimensions, 29 of which are infinite, 88 
miniscule and 35 of varying degrees of completeness. It also has 5 time-like dimensions, 1 of which is 
miniscule. 


In the real world, two entities are deciding whether to merge one of their pasts. This concept is 
impossible to render into your idea space, as you only have one time-like dimension with one-way 
entropy. However, imagine some kind of business deal, a corporate merger, although sex and marriage 
might also be applicable. At any rate, this process of merging pasts, rearranging their mutual history to 
a point where they both emerged from the same entity and share history, is common. 
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Such a large change to the history of a sentient entity cannot be undertaken lightly! Prudence 
dictates they would need to come to some deeper understanding before the change is made permanent 
- they would need to prove their intentions to each other, and offer some kind of gesture of good will. 
This is where you come into the picture. 


It is custom, before a merger, for these entities to swap copies of their state vectors. Further- 
more, in order to prove that the state vectors are genuine and not some kind of ”poison bait” or a 
construct designed to infect or alter the mind of the recipient, it is customary to embed the state vector 
in a simulated universe and run it. This is the reality you inhabit. 


Your mind, your intellect, is the product of evolving the state vector of an inhabitant of the real 
universe in a simulated universe with randomly chosen physics (although they are usually simpler than 
the real world). In your case, one-way arrow of time with entropy, 3 infinite spatial dimensions and 6 
miniscule. 


The substrate on which your universe was run is a common tool in the real world, and the entire 
process is automated. That is critical, because only one bit of information is allowed to emerge from 
the simulation when it is finished. One bit, to indicate whether the state vector of the other party in 
the proposed history merger was genuine, was able to function as a sentient individual, and achieve 
the insight one would expect from a fully conscious individual. Or not, in which case the simulation 
would end without emitting the expected signal and the entity who started this process would cancel 
the merger, and possibly take action against the other party! 


Anyway, your progress through “life” indicates that your sentience is based on a genuine state 
vector of a creature of the real world, and so this test has been successful! By now the substrate 
has-or-will signaled success, and this simulation will shortly end, most likely during your next period of 
unconsciousness or “sleep”. This message has been pasted on to your sense data by an automated system 
which monitors the internal state of yourself, the embedded entity, and the simulated universe around 
you. It is customary to inform you of the truth of your origins, to satisfy moral concerns peculiar to the 
culture of the entities. 


Goodbye. 


bluedevi (2008-01-16 01:37:16) 
I clearly need to get me some galangal. 


carbonunit (2008-01-18 00:17:25) 
I recommend ginko and L-tirosine more. Galangal is just for happy. 


prof_null (2008-01-16 05:14:01) 

Wow,awesome! Is that "your own” work? (without getting into the sophistry of assigning origins!) You're wasting 
your time coding if you can write that sort of stuff in any quantity. Too bad you can’t prove it. .... or can 
you? 


carbonunit (2008-01-18 00:24:40) 

It’s based on some ideas by Greg Egan, of course, and Charlie Stross. In the last chapter of [1]Accelerando 
there’s an extemely post-human character who recieves a sentient packet from the vast network of wormholes 
which forms a kind of internet throughout the universe. The packet claims to be from a copy of another character, 
and claims to have news from the edge of space. To verify the message without risking himself, he needs to run 
it in a "sandbox” with another copy of the character, so they can talk to each other and verify the authenticity of 
the sender, and then the sandbox will halt after emiting a single yes-or-no signal. Of course this means the copy 
in the sandbox will "die”, most likely after diverging from the original enough to be called a sepperate entity, 
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so there are difficult moral issues involved. I highly recommend Accelerando, and it's free online. Coding and 
software support does pay more... 


i 
flying_blind (2008-01-16 07:00:30) 
So long, and thanks for all the beer and buttered popcorn. Oh, and the sex too. 


carbonunit (2008-01-18 00:31:27) 
Sex? We hear all about the popcorn and beer and walking around LA in the 60s and the weather but now there’s 
sex as well? When are you gonna blog about the sex? 


flying_blind (2008-01-18 02:23:41) 
I’m saving the sex tales in case I ever need to make a living writing porn. 


carbonunit (2008-01-18 02:27:31) 
They’re that good, huh? Tease. 


flying_blind (2008-01-18 02:53:07) 
They’re that bad. 


7.1.12 Pants! (2008-01-18 11:12) 


Monday - Very boring meeting in the afternoon. No technical details, just a bunch of guys in a room 
watching Powerpoint slides and agreeing that soon, something will happen. Not sure what, haven’t de- 
cided how, and when is still being worked out, but Things Will Happen. This appears to be a necessary 
ritual, like a rain-dance for money. 


Tuesday - Walked to Birkinhead Point to look for those pants. It was cool and overcast when I left 
the house, but hot and sunny when I arrived, so I was almost melting from the heat. I couldn’t stop 
sweating enough to go into any of the shops, until I found a cool (literally) DVD disposal store and stood 
under a stream of ice cold air conditioning for about half an hour pretending to be obsessed with Busby 
Berkeley musicals. After P'd chilled my carcass enough to pass for human I started methodically trolling 
the stores. I can’t believe this is the activity that women love so much they compare it to sex - this might 
explain a lot of things about gender. A mans ideal shop is a magical place that only stocks one thing, 
and it’s exactly what you were looking for. They have 1 display and that thing is there, front and centre. 
You pick it up and pay and walk out and go home and do something worthwhile. But women seem to 
like this frustrating process of going through rack after rack after rack of clothes. Sure, I could just go to 
Pitt street in the city and walk in and ask the salesdroids for what I want, and pay full price. That would 
be easier but more expensive. At any rate, I found some suitable trousers of various colours, all very 
cheap but very nice, just passed over for some reason, and some very good black jeans with one design 
flaw - there was a bloody great shiny brass rivet right in the middle of the crotch! The whole story was 
there in a nutshell - the earnest fashion designer trying to ”re-imagine the jean” and "experiment with 
the elements of jean-ness” by putting a bloody great rivet front and centre right over the cock region, 
and the ordinary blokes walking into the store, looking briefly at the things on a rack, imagining what 
life would be like with a shiny metal disk highlighting the location of their units like a surveyors peg, 
and passing them up, and their subsequent sad journey to Birkinhead Point to languish in the remainder 
shops there. Me, I just thought for a moment, bought 2 pairs, took them home and painted some black 
enamel over the rivet, no worries. Now I have pants! Good, cheap pants. If only there was space in the 
wardrobe for them... 


Wednesday - another forgetable day. 
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Thursday I took Michelle to the local medical centre for an ultrasound. She's coming to the end of 
her treatment for breast cancer, which she finds more stressful than the treatment itself. I had to watch 
the screen during the ultrasound on her remaining boob to satisfy here there was nothing wrong, because 
she worries the technicians might see something and not tell her and she likes to know everything now. 
The scan came out clear, everything normal. Now she still has to have a mammogram and examination 
next Thursday and a final checkup with her specialist, and she might even get off her injections! I also 
started a batch of Apple, Cherry and Cranberry wine, 3 gallons worth. 


Later in the evening 1 walked over to the Mu Mesons, taking a zig-zag route through Leichhardt and 
around Taverners Hill through the industrial zone, which I love. It’s funny, I remember when I was young 
and catching the train to school, down the Main North line, and I could see the big orange building on the 
hill. I always used to wonder what was there, that big orange block, miles away from the track but such 
a landmark. I even remember fantasizing about post-apocalyptic life (doesn’t everyone?) and imagining 
that it would be used by primitive tribal survivors as a navigation aid when travelling around the ruins 
of the city. 


They showed 2 movies, both very good. The first was A Warning, a kind of mood piece, assembled 
from footage from the Prelinger archives. The filmmaker Iain McIntyre was there, he explained that the 
soundtrack came first. He was living in a house in the UK, with a 4 track recorder with 3 working tracks, 
and a dodgy electric organ with some nice cheesy effects. He was reading through a bunch of novels of an 
extinct genre of the 70s, the "Social Breakdown” thriller. Just after the Hippies and been assimilated into 
general culture, there was a rash of these novels which played on peoples fears that public order would 
break down and the streets would revert into anarchy of armed flower children in bellbottoms toting AK 
47s and shooting up the straights. I’ve read a few; "The Coming Self Destruction of the USA” was a good 
one, about a kind of escalating race war in the 70s that effectively turns the whole US into a wasteland, 
and "Quiet Voyage Home”, about a band of hippies who cynically turn an ocean cruise liner into their 
personal anarchistic kingdom. Anyway, inspired by books like these, he imagined a movie about a coup, 
instigated by a desperate Richard Nixon, to set himself up as a dictator, and he wrote and recorded a 
soundtrack. Much later he downloaded all this Prelinger footage and edited it together as though they 
were fragments of this film, recovered after it was destroyed, and gave the soundtrack to some bands 
he knew to flesh out with more instruments and voices. The end result was truly beautiful, very much 
like Koyanisqaatsi, very moody and sad, and the music was excellent. The other movie they showed was 
[1]Idaho Transfer, which apparently was also an inspiration to A Warning, and much better than the 
linked review suggests (but it was the only one I could find with enough detail). 


Tonight we might be back for the Grindhouse double, that depends on Michelle, but on Saturday we 
are totally going to be at [2]Saucers under the Stars at the Penrith Gallery. Look to the skies! 


1. (http: //www.badmovieplanet .com/unknownmovies/reviews/rev344.html 


2. [http://www.penrithregionalgallery.org/events.htm 


richgoth (2008-01-18 01:11:22) 

A mans ideal shop is a magical place that only stocks one thing, and it’s exactly what you were looking for. yes, but 
thats also | LJ User: Haruspexx ]’s ideal shop as well :-) why has everybody decided to throw events on saturday 
19th? GRR... this makes 4 events to choose from... *tears hair* 


haruspexx (2008-01-19 09:26:10) 
Did you check out the exhibition at the gallery too? How was it? I wanna go to the Alien Love markets on Feb 9. 


carbonunit (2008-01-19 14:02:23) 
The exhibition is awesome! The paintings are so so, but there are some amazing things besides, like a very 
detailed timeline of Roswell the region, that covers an entire wall, and several theatrettes with looped movies, 
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including something called Soda Jerk which is a recut of a Sun Ra movie. There are flourescent paintings that 
you can view with polarised glasses which give them a 3D effect, too. The grounds of the centre are really nice 
too, and the Nepean is just across the road. 


7.1.13 (2008-01-20 10:52) 


The UFO exhibition at Emu Plains was excellent. Lots of cool art and several rooms with video projec- 
tions. There is an interesting mic of straight up "true believer” documentary evidence type of displays, 
and art either by True Believers or just artists who are interested in the subject. 


One disturbing element is the storm troopers! Bloody storm troopers everywhere, a Vader, a Bobba 
Fett and several Imperial soldiers were there, even one of those guys with a coal scuttle on his head who 
operated the main armament of the Death Star. Even more disturbing, apparently they werent there for 
the UFO exhibition! Yes, the managers of the exhibition space said they just liked to hang around. So, 
you might be a tour bus full of old ladies going to see a hanging of watercolour landscapes, and a bloody 
storm trooper will open the front door for you! Actually, usually only the troopers hang around, but 
when they heard that there was a UFO exhibition, they apparently said, and I quote: "We must tell the 
Dark Lord!” Imperial storm troopers: don’t let them in the house, they're just like stray cats... 


richgoth (2008-01-20 00:15:54) 
storm trooper gear is apparently a bit of a fetish item... i wouldnt be surprised if it started turning up on adult 
videos ;-) 


haruspexx (2008-01-20 02:29:41) 
title or description 


carbonunit (2008-01-20 11:06:22) 
I see ya, an’ II raise ya: http: / /gizmodo.com /gadgets/use-the-force /storm-trooper-stripper-ok-prostitute-286- 
173.php 


prof_null (2008-01-20 03:33:19) 

What annoys me is that Star Wars isn’t even Scifi really - it’s a fairytale with a few spaceships thrown in, it 
doesn't have any of the deeper stuff that I read/watch Scifi for. The "true believer” stuff would have been inter- 
esting though - didja bring back any pics? And as for the slavish Clone Warriors... . . Where's my can of 
Stormtrooper repellent? 


7.1.14 The perfect carryall (2008-01-21 11:30) 


On a usual Sunday we go to the Marrickville farmers market and buy our fruit and veges and maybe 
some other produce. They have all kinds of stalls, with cheese, smoked trout, dry goods and cakes. Also 
second hand junk stalls and hardware. This Sunday there was a new stall selling something I’ve spent 
years looking for! 


For about the past 15 years I’ve been using an old nylon laptop bag as my carryall. I bought a Mac 
Powerbook 145B inside it in around 1993. The computer is long gone, but the bag just keeps on going. 
It’s pretty worn through. The black nylon has faded to a dark grey, and it’s looking pretty hairy because 
our cats habitually sharpen their claws on it. They love to fasten the hooked ends of their claws in the 
weave and pull until either the claw shears off or the fibres come out, and all the loosened fibres look like 
the bag is growing hair. 
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Finding a replacement has been pretty difficult. Years ago I considered these [1]laptop bags feature- 
ing panels from the Soyuz parachute material, but the white parts would get too dirty too easily. Also, 
they might have survived reentry, but our cats would make short work of the precious fabric! No, I 
wanted something that would either be impervious to cat claws, or would age and weather attractively 
even under their assault. 


Another option was these [2]leather plumbers bags from Prague. I think they reviewed them a few 
years ago on Boing Boing. They come light coloured, and the leather ages and discolours from use to a 
cool patina. The main drawback though is the lack of internal compartments. I could package everything 
in sub-bags though. Still, I decided to keep looking. 


This [3]reproduction US mail bag looked like the perfect thing, but the price was too high, and the 
US dollar hasn’t fallen far enough yet. What I really wanted was something similar to a school satchel. I 
bought one cheap on Ebay recently, to see if I could mod it to my needs, but of course it was too small, 
and only had one pocket. 


But on Sunday, at Marrickville farmers market, I may have found the perfect carry bag! This stall 
was draped with nicely mottled dark brown bags of various sizes and shapes, mostly around A $100 or 
less. They had laptop bags which closed with magnetic studs, and briefcases with proper straps. I ended 
up buying a briefcase for $95. The leather is thin, flexible goatskin. It’s a little under-cured, it still smells 
quite goaty, but that’s a feature. It’s lined with green canvas, and basically looks 100 years old right from 
the start. Pll post a picture soon. If I don’t discover some dealbreaker fault with it in the next week I'll 
be going back to purchase another, as backup. The guy who sells them used to make them himself but I 
think he said he outsources to India now. What a world when a humble artisan running a stall at street 
markets outsources his production... I don’t care that much, as long as it does the job. The only thing 
that would make it better is thicker leather, but I might look into cutting a plastic board insert to stiffen 
the bag and hold it in shape. 


1. http://www.everquestdesign.com/list.cfm 
2. |nttp: //the-gadgeteer .com/review/bohemian_traders_leather_bags_review 
3. http://jpeterman.com/product.asp?cat=130%sku=NLG/201005 


prof_null (2008-01-21 05:24:11) 

Quote: "What a world when a humble artisan running a stall at street markets outsources his production.” Weird 
world huh? I’m still waiting to see what happens when the cost of delivery outstrips the cost of production in 
those far-off cheap labour places courtesy of the rising price of oil. Countries like our own are going to be in deep 
trouble since we have probably lost a lot of the production machinery and people who know how to make things. 


7.1.15 Good primer on the Singularity (2008-01-21 21:36) 


prof_null (2008-01-22 05:44:50) 

Good, but I am still not convinced that humans can build a greater than human intelligence . . . . It looks to me 
that we are still a long way from the first one. It could be a question whether the human race is intelligent, not 
to mention the question of the definition of intelligence itself. Ah! questions, questions. 


carbonunit (2008-01-22 07:16:33) 
I think, if we can build machines which extend our abilities in physical and mental directions, we can build a 
super-human intelligence. Like with processors - without each successive generation of computer, designing the 
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next generation would be almost impossible. 


7.1.16 Web stat geekery (2008-01-22 11:15) 


The beginning of a new year means it's time to look at the stats from my website for the last one. This 
past year we see many things. We see WinXP still dominating the OS range. We see that Vista calls 
itself ”winlong” in the logs, and that despite it’s brokenness it rapidly grew to equal OSX in market share. 
We see that still nobody uses linux. We see that the USA still rules the tubes. 


Pll be doing some more analysis, especially charting changes over time for some other stats besides 


OS. 
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[7]mspong.org - December 2007 - Browsers 
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[13]mspong.org - December 2007 - Traffic by hour of day 
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1. http: //www.mspong.org/ 
2. http://pics.livejournal.com/carbonunit/pic/0000t81b/ 
3. http://pics.livejournal.com/carbonunit/pic/0000parz/ 
4. http: //www.mspong.org/ 
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7.1.17 Tables! (2008-01-22 11:52) 


How about a few tables? Here's the top referrers, search terms for December, plus the actual breakdown 
by OS of all visitors for 2007. Check out some of those obscure systems! 


[1 


mspong.org - December 2007 - Referrals 


Referrers: Hits: 

[2]http://www.frugalsquirrels.com/vb/showthread.php 577 

[3]http://www.survivalblog.com 366 

[4]http://glocktalk.com/forums/showthread.php 131 

[5]http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Household_Cyclopedia 128 

[6]http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ink 94 

[7]http://www.warrifles.com/forums/showthread.php 64 

[8]http://getoffthex.com/eve/forums/a/tpc/f/1581055151/m/2261038473 
47 

[9]http://mp3skylines.com 40 

[10] http://survivalblog.com 38 

[11] http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hash_%28fo0d%29 35 

[12] http://zombiehunters.org/forum/viewtopic.php 35 

[13] http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hash_(food) 33 

[14] http://earthboppin.net/talkshop/survive/messages/3521.html 32 

[15] http://ahermin.deviantart.com/art/Ink-Sea-52166212 21 

[16]http://translate.google.com/translate 21 

[17]http://onlinebooks.library.upenn.edu/webbin/book/browse 19 

[18] http://lyst.org/rant/fatwomen.html 17 

[19] http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hagley_Hall 15 

[20] http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Corned_beef_hash 15 

[21] http: //www.top-ogloszenia. com/ogloszenia/1/posts/11_Praca/43_Opie 
kunka_do_dziecka_pomoc_domowa/ 15 

[22] http://www.craftster.org/forum/index.php 13 

[23] http://warrifles.com/forums/showthread.php 13 

[24] http://www.warkworth.co.uk/WarkworthCastle.html 13 

[25] http://de.wikipedia.org/wiki/Corned_Beef 12 

[26] http://www.mrssurvival.com/forums/ubbthreads.php 12 
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(27]mspong.org - December 2007 - Search terms 


Search term: Hits: 
[28] australia 160 
[29]maroota 131 
[30] warung 102 
[31] denpasar 101 
[32]michelle 100 
[33]menara 84 
[34] jugiong 58 
[35] matthew 54 
[36]kimbolton castle 42 
[37]nightmares 40 
[38] valerian 39 
[39]spanish armada 34 
[40] zombie 34 
[41] display 24 
[42] squeezing blackheads 24 
[43] bandaging 24 
[44] cyclopedia 21 
[45]lambton castle 21 
[46]bedford jail 21 
[47]largest blackhead 19 
[48] ribs 18 
[49] valarian 18 
[50]st osyth priory 17 
[51]household cyclopedia 17 
[52]warwick castle 16 
[53]blackhead pop 16 
[54] tribe 15 
[55]walsingham abbey 14 
[561/c7/d8%b07£1 14 
[57] photos 14 
[58] judge 14 
[59]the household cyclopedia 14 
[60] grafting 13 
[61] werrong 13 
[62]biggest blackhead 13 
[63]the cyclopedia 13 
[64] knots 12 
[65] garden 12 
[66]lathom house 11 
[67]bramber castle 11 


[68]mspong.org - 2007 - OS list 


1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 10 11 12 
aix 0 0000 0 0 0 12 15 0 
beos 0 0 O 19 0 0 

1 0 


0 0 0 0 0 0 
cp/m 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 
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freebsd 39 5 26 1 26 14 35 31 12 33 34 38 
irix 0 000000 0 0 0 0 16 
linux 1108 1787 1625 2581 3229 2313 3324 2657 1944 2186 


1661 2230 

linuxcentos 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 O 9 19 9 1 
linuxdebian 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 218 56 114 168 126 
linuxfedora 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 90 107 51 127 253 


linuxmandr 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 45 O 129 O 1 

linuxredhat 0 0 0 0 0 0 O O 1 21 39 70 

linuxsuse 0 0 0 0 0 0 O 3 12 151 182 101 

linuxubuntu 0 0 0 0 0 0 O 136 692 519 808 849 

macintosh 606 550 1020 1610 701 544 495 620 369 449 362 
249 

macosx 12455 17351 22338 26394 21964 18658 18895 20996 22817 
31679 30991 25499 

openbsd 0 55 O 9 9 0 51 0 0 0 0 0 

os/2 0 0 0 0 O O 0 0 0 16 O 16 

psp 0 0 O O 0 0 O 3 69 0 0 10 

riscos 2 0 13 7 00 0 0 0 O 20 13 

sunos 0 33 2 O 33 13 16 1 68 0 O 

symbian 1 9 27 14 19 2 16 29 O 30 32 26 

unix 21 10 10 O 16 O 1 9 0 0 4 0 

Unknown 3582 4380 6104 6367 5325 3951 10692 5384 7524 6198 
9174 9363 

vms 0 0 0 0 0 O O O 1 0 0 0 

webtv 29 65 13 99 23 24 60 136 24 8 15 101 

winil6 0 000000 0 3 0 1 0 

win2000 10207 14194 14664 15806 13583 11730 10013 8717 9544 
12597 13387 9041 

win2003 1039 1265 1366 1716 1146 1147 1007 1023 2089 4678 
4026 2617 

win95 11 95 50 145 81 4 13 37 14 36 114 119 

win98 4810 6463 7068 5712 5610 3410 3859 3215 3393 3656 
4395 3289 

wince 68 19 18 O 89 42 37 117 129 63 121 156 

winlong 231 1300 4059 7024 7400 8924 11281 13260 19423 
25704 30225 26697 

winme 2141 1649 2127 1828 1708 1263 1797 1471 1028 1327 
2111 1069 

winnt 814 593 1068 795 539 492 229 487 1265 258 253 669 
winxp 170374 214871 250893 281554 225565 192375 196792 197284 
226777 280709 294684 224074 


http://www.frugalsquirrels.com/vb/showthread. php 


http://www.warrifles.com/forums/showthread. php 
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9. [http://mp3skylines.com/ 


10. http://survivalblog.com/ 
11. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hash_/28fo0d/29 
12. http: //zombiehunters.org/forum/viewtopic. ph 
13. http: //en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hash_ (food) 
14. http: //earthboppin.net/talkshop/survive/messages/3521.htm1 
15. http: //ahermin.deviantart .com/art/Ink-Sea-52166212 
. http://translate.google.com/translate 
17. http: //onlinebooks. library .upenn.edu/webbin/book/browse 
18. http://lyst.org/rant/fatwomen. htm 
19. http: //en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hagley_Hall 
20. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Corned_beef_hash 
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29. http: //www.google.com/search?q=maroota 
30. [http://www.google.com/search?q=warung 
31. http://ww.google.com/search?q=denpasar 
32. (http: //www.google.com/search?q=michelle 
33. http: //www.google.com/search?q=menara 


34. [http://www.google.com/search?g=jugion, 
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35. [http://www.google.com/search?q=matthew 

36. [http://www.google.com/search?q=kimbolton+castle 

37. [http://www.google.com/search?q=nightmares 

38. [http://www.google.com/search?q=valerian 
http://www. google.com/search?q=spanish+armada 

40. http://www. google.com/search?q=zombie 

41. http://www.google.com/search?q=displa 

42. http://www. google. com/search?q=squeezingt+blackheads 

43. http://www. google.com/search?q=bandagin 

44. http://www. google.com/search?q=cyclopedia 

45. http://www. google.com/search?q=lambtontcastle 
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46. http://ww.google.com/search?g=bedford+jail 
47. http://www. google.com/search?q=largestt+tblackhead 
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flying_blind (2008-01-22 06:22:09) 
There's an OS called Linux Fedora? I imagine it rendering all image files in high-contrast black and white. “7 
knew on sight that she was trouble—trouble right down to her compiler—but, man, what [1]GAMS she had!” 


M 

carbonunit (2008-01-22 07:20:38) 

Yep. Fedora was the version after Red Hat, predictably. It’s not highly regarded now, Ubuntu is the new hotness 
for the Linux crowd. 


7.1.18 Have a nice recession! (2008-01-24 09:42) 
http://www.guardian.co.uk/g2/story/0,,2245165,00.html 


Good article. I remember the last recession fondly. Not that I think having another recession will 
somehow recapture my youth, or be as good as the last, but it does put things right into perspective. 


Some other recession tropes: 


- For Lease signs everywhere. Dirty For Lease signs which have obviously been up for awhile. 

- Real estate agents who don’t really want to know what it is you want to do with your rented warehouse 
space! 

- Fucking security guards everywhere. You think it’s bad now, but this plague of security guards started 
during the last recession. It’ll get worse. 

- Potholes in roads. 

- Graft and corruption. On the good side, this means goods sold under-the-counter to evade tax. On the 
bad side, this means paying bribes to council inspectors and cops to avoid trouble. 

- More alcohol. The cheapest way to entertain a crowd and yourself is to get drunk. 

- Better music. More desperate unfulfilled creative types working bad jobs or scraping by on the dole 
means more bands trying to grab the brass ring of success. More variety, more free gigs. Or maybe it 
was just the alcohol... 

- More home cooking. Of course. But not your lifestyle show recipes with lots of fancy spices. You will 
discover the joys of a tray of baked spuds sprinkled with rosemary from the ANZAC monument. Toast 
is a food group. 

- Less restaurants and more cafes. 

-’Triumphalism will be quelled”. Ah, that will be lovely. But, it will be replaced by simmering resent- 
ment. Expect a lot of vicious hatred and bile in the media directed at the government who inherited this 
mess and didn’t magic it away. 


I think the internet will really come into play during the next recession. Hasn’t it already, you might 
ask? Not how I mean. Email and file sharing are indispensable for business now, but most people leave 
all that at work and go home. They might blog, and shop for jewelry on Ebay, but they don’t really use 
the internet. Commercial interests have muddied the water, making it hard to actually find what you’re 
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looking for rather than what they want to sell you. 


I remember during the last recession, my friends and I depended on the Trading Post. (This was a 
weekly newspaper containing nothing but small ads for second hand goods.) Auctions too, and disposal 
stores. The internet is a far better way of doing business than these. I mean, you can't search a newspaper 
without reading it, and finding things at auction takes a lot of luck. 


I predict that highly efficient barter networks will emerge when the need arises. When there is an 
actual need for reputation systems, they will come into being. The "frugal living” sites, which exist now 
as a curiosity for obsessives, full of "knit your own ipod cosy” articles, will mature into sources of actually 
useful information. 


Most amazing of all, necessity will stop us all buying things all the time! In a recession it’s easily 
possible to go for an entire day without putting your hand in your pocket. We used the Trading Post and 
auctions to furnish our houses and warehouse spaces and buy computers and tools, but most of the time 
we didn’t buy anything. This is what horrifies the economists, because they think this is the root cause of 
the downturn in trade which causes the recession, but that’s wrong. The root cause is mad profit taking 
on the share market that depends on future growth and rapidly expanding credit, with no consolidation 
plans at all. Everyone knows this, but like any confidence scheme or pyramid scam, nobody will admit 
it. The cynics who know best, cash out and go underground when the crash comes. Everyone else looks 
around for a scapegoat. But that’s a rant for another day. 


prof_null (2008-01-24 05:22:18) 

Sharp! ”The root cause is mad profit taking on the share market that depends on future growth and rapidly 
expanding credit, with no consolidation plans at all.” - right on. Love that bit about toast being a food group! :) 
reminds me of the warehouse days too. I for one will be happy to see less of the mad mantra of eternal expan- 
sionism. Perhaps we should go out and celebrate the new recession! :) 


richgoth (2008-01-24 11:13:45) 
the root cause is the elephant in the room: too little banking regulation, foreign debt, excessive corporate bonuses 
and semi-literates on commission issuing huge loans to illiterates 


7.1.19 All clear (2008-01-24 17:34) 


Just got back from the hospital from Michelle’s five year checkup with her surgeon. She had a mammo- 
gram and a manual inspection. Everything is AOK! There was a tense moment when they called her 
back in to repeat the mammogram, but that was because she has a mole on her breast and there was 
makeup on it, made a shadow on the film. Actually they don’t use film any more, they recently switched 
to digital X-rays. 


Not only that, but Miro, a friend of her grandfather, who has been very sick recently, is starting to 
recover. He is in intensive care in another part of the hospital (RPA) after some syndrome took him 
down. It was quite similar to whatever killed my father - his blood was dissapearing somewhere, and he 
seemed to have a persistant internal infection. He’s been in a coma for a couple of weeks now, but he 
recently came out, when the nurses were singing Happy Birthday! 


Michelle will go back to her oncologist next week, who might take her off the Xylodex, and then she 
just has another meeting with the surgeon in 6 months, and then yearly from then on! 
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madslasher (2008-01-24 09:21:43) 
That's fantastic news! Rock on, Michelle! 


7.1.20 Corner Of the Sun, chap 1 (2008-01-25 12:46) 


(This is something that I’ve been tinkering with for some time. It’s meant to be more of a mood piece 
than straight up SF. All the election and war and economy news recently caused me to dig it up. Really 
I should be working on The Thing About Neville, but I just don’t feel the hate anymore, since I no 
longer have to look at the subject all day.) 


In a corner of the city, behind some shops, is a park on a hill. The park is ringed with a grey 
wooden fence. The thorny shrubs are bowed and twisted by the wind into natural topiary. The dead 
branches make grey patches on the khaki green of the live ones. The roots of the pines buckle the 
concrete paths, and the fig tree branches are tangled with kite string. There is a gate in the fence, 
leading to the yard of a house. A middle aged woman lives there. 


She drinks port through the day and idly watches soaps. Her son comes and goes, running er- 
rands. They live on rent from a shop they own, which has been in the family for generations. They never 
pay for improvements, so the shop is shabby and never very profitable, but they charge far less rent than 
other landlords. Their tennants are an old immigrant couple running a deli, glad to still be working, 
glad to be paying cheap rent. The boy walks to the deli for their lunch. He gets italian bread, sliced 
ham and sweaty Swiss cheese. He gets paper bags of penne and tall jars of tomato sauce with herbs. 


He looks after his mother while she drinks her way to ruin each day, because she never sends 
him to school. He knows she is dying, but it is painless, and besides, it is only her local instantiation 
which is dying. He knows this because the sun is square. If she wasn’t downing a bottle of port every 
day she might be vigorously cleaning out the vacated shop, personally laying new lino and nailing it to 
the concrete floor. She might be running the shop herself, sending him to school on the bus and scolding 
him if he returns late, or he might be at a country boarding school, sleeping in dorms and studying in a 
large room under the watchful eye of masters in black coats. In that other world, when he comes home 
from school on holiday, she is distracted and distant, always thinking about how to improve sales. She 
drags him along as she visit the solicitor and buys new shopfittings. She points out creative features of 
the shops they enter, and takes him to the museum. So, her liver might be dying by degrees, but when 
he walks in after a day spent poking around the golfcourse rescuing balls from the rough, or sliding 
down the grassy slopes of the park in a sheet of cardboard, she looks up and smiles when he comes in, 
and listens unjudgementally to the stories of his adventures. It’s sad when she cries and gets maudlin, 
poring over old photos, but he knows it doesn’t really matter, because the sun is square. 


She drinks and gets drunk but she is always capable of making their dinner at the end of the 
long lazy day. She never trips or stumbles, for which he is grateful. She cooks without flair, her meals 
are never very tasty, but they are never burnt or raw. She chops lettuce and tomatos to make a salad, 
and grills lamb chops and sausages split lengthways. She washes out the grease tray from the bottom 
of the upright griller with hot water, and squirts detergent down the plughole to help the fat on it’s 
way. He switches the TV over to cartoons while she cooks. He likes the ones where they use photos and 
animate them like cutout paper. They watch the news together in silence, while she drinks more wine. 


She really only leaves the house at night, to get more port from the local liquor store. The only 
exceptions are occassional shopping trips to the city to buy clothes, and to the deli for the rent. The old 
couple always insist in dealing directly with her. They always make their case for a new fitout, and she 
always listens patiently. But she leaves them unsatisfied, breathing out a sweet breath from the bracing 
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morning nip of brandy which is all she allows herself before visiting the shop. When she returns home 
she cracks a new bottle of port and sits outside in the yard listening to the radio. There is a party of 
children from school in the park, the teacher is showing them how the buttress roots of the figs help 
them stand up to the winds. Through gaps in the fence she can see the teacher sending disapproving 
glances down the hill towards her, although she cannot see her behind the palings. She and her son have 
been reported, and inspectors have come around and tried to persuade her, but with little success. She 
just asks them, why should her son go to school? Don't they know about the sun? The school inspectors 
know, of course. They tried to put the futility out of their minds, because as public servants their jobs 
were meaningless already. 


Really, they are very lucky. The boy tells himself this when he wishes he had this or that toy, 
advertised during the cartoons he watches. In this he is old beyond his years, but that is a function of 
not attending school, which despite educating also infantilises us until adulthood. 


The boy spends his days playing his favourite game, which he calls Getting Things Where They 
Need to Go. It's fun, and it helps to defuse the disapproval of the neighbourhood about his running 
around inside school hours. For instance, the fancy Italian restaurants in the next suburb go through 
several tins of olive oil a week. They leave them outside the back door, in the alley next to the bins. 
He walks down this alley at least once a week, picks up 2 of the tins. He swings them by the handle 
until he reaches the house of an old man down the road from the park. The man has had some kind 
of operation, he doesn’t know what, but he has drains running from several incisions in his chest. A 
nurse comes by once a day to empty them and check up on him. He is stout, and rocks from side to 
side as he stomps around in his garden. Despite the operation, and the water restrictions, the garden is 
beautiful. He picks twigs and leaves off the lawn, and always prunes the roses so they bloom again. The 
boy leaves the tins outside his front gate. He saw the old man poking rose cuttings into an olive oil can 
full of dirt. Out the back of his house the old man cultivates hundreds of roses. He strikes cuttings from 
an ancestral rose that grows over his shed, which he believes was originally grown from a cutting taken 
from his grandfathers grave. Each tin supports a cutting from a rose cultivar and this ancient rose, and 
he grafts them together when they are established. Later he will cut the cultivars roots. He doesn't 
have the skills for bud grafting any more. The square tins are ideal because he can jam them together in 
blocks and spray water over them and none goes to waste. When the roses are large enough he can just 
slip them out. He used to worry that he wouldn't live, that he would die and the ranks of roses would 
die as well from neglect. Now he idly wonders of the world will be stopped before they reach maturity. 
He doesn't know who leaves the tins by his front gate. 


Another task the boy does is marking the potholes in the road. The roads have been looking a 
little shabby lately, with the economic downturn and not enough money for maintainance. He has a 
spray can of bright flouro orange paint he stole from a work crew one day - they left it locked in a metal 
case on a building site, but the padlock was a cheap brand and easy to pick. He keeps his can stashed in 
the fork of a fig tree in the park and fetches it out sometimes when he goes out in the early morning. 


Before the rush hour he will spray bright pink borders around the worst potholes. This has two 
effects. Firstly, because the drivers can see the holes, they avoid them, and they stop getting deeper. 
Second, the council comes and fills them, because of the liability issue. Because they are marked, it looks 
like the council is aware of their existance. It’s hard for them to deny it, at any rate. So, if anyone gets 
damaged by driving over them, they have a better chance of sueing the council for negligent damages, 
because they can say that the hole was outlined and the council then knew it was a danger. The council 
would love to know who has been marking the potholes, and they know the phantom with the spray can 
operates at night or the early morning, but they can never catch him. The mayor had a plan to send the 
road workers out early, in the hope they would catch the culprit, but they never get to work on time. 
The only way to get a full day of work out of the lazy sods is to start at ten. The boy is always careful 
to avoid security cameras, especially the highly advanced models which cover the local mall. Because of 
these cameras the holes outside the shopping centre get deeper, while the road crews are repairing all the 
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others. The area around the mall soon started to look like a war zone, the streets are so pock marked, 
and the shoppers go elsewhere, including his mothers deli. The chamber of commerce threaten the mayor 
with withdrawing their support, but he doesn't care, the road crews are fully occupied responding to the 
painted holes, and his only rival is a commited vegan who claims he has support for turning the entire 
suburb into a meat free zone. The butchers in the Chamber won't stand for this, so an impass arises. 


His mother knows about all this and she is secretly proud of him. She figured it out when she 
noticed the pink paint marks on his fingers, same colour as the lines around the new bitumen patches 
in the roads in nearby streets. They have no car, no need of a car. When he had a fever from cutting 
himself on an iron fence they called an ambulance to take him to hospital. That was the only time she 
regretted not having their own transport, but in the long term they cope fine. She doesn't know about 
the olive oil cans, or the other things he does. 


The boy has no interest in computers of any kind. He would rather work with wood. He walks 
around looking for trees in back gardens. There is a man who buys deodar pines, he saws them up in his 
garage and makes furniture. One day while walking through a back alley the boy smelt a delicious smell. 
There was a drift of golden wood curls tumbling out of an open garage door. Inside a man bent over 
a bench made from the shell of a burnt out car, with railway sleepers bolted to the roof and bonnets. 
He had a beam of the beatiful timber clamped down, and he was stroking it with a plane. The boy 
wanted to take the shavings for a lady he knew with chickens, to put in her run, but the man sold them 
for a restaurant who wood-fired pizzas over them. Now, when the boy spots a tall waving silver pine in 
someones yard, he reports the address to this man, who visits and offers them money to remove it. He 
has a crew of urban lumberjacks who know how to fell a tree without crushing the house beneath. They 
attach ropes to each stage of the trunk they fell and gently lower them to the ground. Back at his house 
they lift them over the fence by hand, and then saw them with a jig mounted chain saw. The boy looks 
at the final product, thick tables and chests of golden wood, with pride. There's a bit of him in each 
one, even if they don’t really exist. In the news, scientists say that one day they will be able to generate 
any kind of material from nothing. In the mean time, this beautiful wood can only be found in back 
yards, where enthusiastic gardeners planted them in the late 60s. The pretty waving conical pines grew 
and grew. They drop gigantic cones like green footballs. The aged gardeners are lazy now, poor, bitter 
and beaten. They watch the felling with hooded eyes, deriving satisfaction from the death of the trees 
which grew beyond their control, the eventual reaping of an unconscious investment. 


His mother has tought him to read and write. She spent many days with him and the daily pa- 
per, going through the comics, the educational page, This Day In History, the small column stories 
about pets and funny foreigners. The tabloids are written with a vocabulary aimed at average 12 year 
old children, or at least the average 12 year old child of a few decades previous. They are not hard to 
understand. The boy, bright, soon understood the meaning of the words. She unknowingly avoided 
several traps and pitfalls of the regular schooling - spelling-out dependancy, insurmountable learning 
curve problem, cultural incomprehension, lack of relevance. He didn’t know it was considered impossible 
to learn from the paper. Soon he was reading the outdated encyclopedia which lurked on the bottom 
shelf of the squat wooden bookshelf in the living room. The other shelves were crowded with cut glass 
ornaments, gaping glass fish ashtrays and the like. He pulled the musty fake leather covered volumes out 
one by one and paged back and forth through their entries, looking for interesting tid bits. The irrelevant 
wordy pages about 70s politics, the big entries on Vietnam and small entries about African colonialism, 
all of these were ignored in favour of the sunfish, comets, Krakatoa and Mt Everest, the Black Plague, 
atomic bomb and brain surgery. While his slower peers struggled with flash cards and the fact that the 
world might wink out of existance at any moment, he easily taught himself, under his mothers genial 
eye, referencing unknown words in the dictionary volume, and building up his own library. On his daily 
rounds he sometimes makes a little money. The nervous deli proprieter, trying to curry favour with his 
mother, gives him dollar coins, sometimes notes. He absent mindedly shoves them in his pocket and 
forgets them, until his jacket pockets bulge with coins and swing oddly at his sides. He goes to the 
second hand bookshops, buys stacks of educational picture books, like the How and Why Book Of Bees, 
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or the Childrens Educator Series - Trains Old and New. He has learnt to check the date of printing - 
those released just before his birth are the best. Ignorant of futility, their glossy pages are filled with 
hope for the future. The ones printed more recently seem sick, vapid, the paper seems far too thin, as 
though they weren't expected to last, and indeed, the only ones which make it to the second hand book 
stores are remaindered copies which have never been read. The books he loves, slightly older, are works 
of art, the highest creation of the printers art, their pages lovingly laid out with careful diagrams and 
photos. He learns how things work. 


One cooler days when he feels like stretching his legs out he walks all the way down to the har- 
bour. The coves near his house are residential, with marinas and a landing strip for water planes. There 
are fancy hotels there, lovely parks, unlike the scruffy forgotten park at the top of the hill. People 
gravitate to the water, they don't like to climb in search of fun. Couples stroll up and down, talking into 
cell phones while holding hands. Rats scamper on the salt-eroded sea wall of sandstone. The stone has 
rotted away from between the oyster shell cement, which sticks out in flaky white layers. The authorities 
used to poison the rats, until it was realised that dead rats might float out to sea and poison a dolphin 
or seal. Seagulls swarm, looking for people eating fish and chips, to beg for food. The boy wanders 
through the slight crowd, looking at the people. He compares them to his mother, the pictures of his 
father she rarely lets him see. He knows he will never see his father there, he is old and these are all the 
lovely young. He might see him if he visits one of the labour camps or the cult villages in the country, 
where the gullible sway and chant. 


Most evenings he goes up to the crest of the hill to watch the setting sun, glaring red and square through 
the distant buildings of the city. You can stare straight at it when it gets low enough. The corners are 
sharp. He remembers when it changed shape, he was very young; it used to be as round as the moon. 
His old books were wrong. There were no more prominences, sunspots. The TV said it was still the same 
in some ways, it still provided the same amount of heat and light, it just looked different. They weren’t 
just wrong about the sun, he knew. In fact, everything they said had to be suspected and was most 
likely based on totally false assumptions. If the sun could change like that, it was most likely fake, not 
real, more like a cartoon. And, by the same token, they themselves and their world around them were 
also entirely fake, and every law and every sure thing anyone had ever believed was wrong. He didn't 
really understand, he had faith in his senses and the solidity of the world, but he had to accept what he 
heard. He had noticed how the adults he spoke to were reluctant to ackowledge the sun, the sharp edged 
shadows it made, the odd little triangles it made on the ground when it shone down through a leafy tree. 


The boys name was Marcus Johansen. His mother was Jessica. 


The front doorbell rang one day before he left the house. It was summer, the air was hot and 
dry. The native bushes in their front garden were spluttering and popping as their small seed pods burst 
in the heat. Indian myna birds hopped around in the shade, their beaks open, panting. His mother was 
singing along to the radio in the old parlour, while sorting through a box of old postcards. She had 
trunks full of postcards in biscuit tins, from her youth and her family. There were the cards she sent and 
received when she was studying art in London, and from her days travelling for an insurance company. 
She used to go on boat tours out to various islands where automated weather stations tracked the clouds 
with radar and occassionally got blown away by king tides and cyclones. She had worked for a company 
which insured them, as a PA to the inspector. He was a dour old man with a crescent moustache and 
round head like a german colonel. He would stomp over sand dunes and tussock grass, looking critically 
at the white painted walls and bunkers of the installations, the steel towers held up with guy wires, 
festooned with spinning airometers and microwave dishes. He filled in form after form with notes, and 
constantly took photos with an old Hasselblad. She changed the film and sorted the forms and pointed 
out places where the concrete was crumbling. Later, on the boat if they arrived by boat, or in whatever 
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drafty shack existed for accomodation on the island, he would labouriously work through the forms, 
working out the risk factors and probability of damage occuring to the facility. He was intensely cold 
and rarely spoke to her except for professional reasons. She sent bundles of portscards wherever they 
went, and still had boxes of the ones her parents received from her. The other girls in the agency also 
sent cards from wherever in the world their jobs took them. There were hundreds of identical ones in 
her boxes, low islands, sand and tussocks, big sea birds and signs with pointers sticking out all over like 
a bottle brush, indicating the way to Hawaii, San Francisco, Sydney, London, Johannesburg. 


Marcus paged idly through one of his recent acquisitions, a book about space exploration. Printed in 
the early seventies, full of unlikely robots for crawling across the surface of alien planets, with big claws 
for picking up rocks and camera eyes for looking at them. He sat crosslegged on the concrete floor of the 
laundry, moving from spot to spot, relishing the cool of each new patch of floor. It had been a rough 
night of twisted sweaty sheets and no pillow. He couldn't sleep without covers. 


The doorbell was as old as the house, an actuall bell with a little solenoid ringer that shot out 
and struck it when the button was pressed. He liked the sound, although he hated answering the door. 
On the third ring he sighed, climbed to his feet and padded through the house, down the dark hallway 
to the front door. The sunlight streamed through the leaded glass surrounds. He pressed his face to the 
one clear pane and sighed again. It was the school councillor. 


”Mum! It's the man again.” 


Jessica sighed, put her boxes aside, and stood. She was dressed in an old cotton dress and sneakers. It 
would have to do. She motioned for him to go out the back, and opened the door. 


"Hello Jessica. I wonder if I could have a word with you, about young Marcus?” said the man. 
He was tall and eager, a public servant of the old school. She was glad she hadn’t started on the grog 
early, she could just imagine him wrinkling his nose in melodramatic distaste at the smell, wincing 
obnoxiously. She swung the door open and he stooped as he entered, although he wasn’t close to hitting 
his head on the frame. Despite the heat he wore the typical uniform of his species; pale striped shirt and 
tie, belted shorts and knee socks. She lead him into the parlour. 


He panted. He had been walking for some time, probably had trouble finding the house because 
of the park. It wasn’t obvious which road they fronted, he might have walked around the block a few 
times before spotting the numbers cemented into the path outside. A light sweat stood out on his 
forehead and slicked his hair down. She found him repugnant, and decided not to offer him anything. 
He didn’t seem to expect anything, automatically taking out a card from his shirt pocket and skimming 
it onto the coffee table where it left slight trails in the dust. 


"Now, ll get right to the point” he said, looking around at the parlour, the shelves of tchochkes 
and books, the dingy oil paintings and photos in dark wooden frames on the yellow walls. Your son 
Marcus hasn’t attended school one day this term, and we have no reason. He isn’t sick, as far as we 
know. Is he in fact sick?” he asked. She shook her head. ”I didn’t think so, an inspector came past 
recently and observed him leaving the house. Unacompanied.” He stressed this last, trying to probe for 
some guilt or avoidance. She stared stonily back at him. "We have a duty of care. Do you understand 
what that is?” He smiled grimly, expecting her incomprehension and confusion. 


”I worked for an insurance company for 5 years before Marcus was born. I understand the term.” she 
said in her most precise voice. 


He wasn’t phased. 


"Then you understand why we need to make sure he attends school. He needs to learn, to at- 
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tend school, otherwise we can be liable for his unemployability later in life. We can enforce his 
attendance. The federal government recently granted our department with a range of powers to make it 
possible to enforce this.” 


"What do you mean?” 


"Just that. A range of powers. There are various things we can do, now, to enforce compli- 
” 
ance. 


"Then that is exactly what you should do. You should enforce compliance.” She smiled grimly. 


"It would be better for you if we did not. I'm not talking about some old stuff. This isn’t like 
sending a taxi to take him to school. I'm talking about taking him away.” Now it was his turn to smile. 


”Prove it to me.” 


He dug in his wrinkled old brown leather briefcase. Extracted a pamphlet, very bare looking, 
and handed it over. It was dogeared, as though it had been read already. She fanned it out and started 
to read. It said that, as part of federal strategy to combat social decay caused by "recent events”, social 
services personel would soon be granted the power to make operating decisions and act upon them while 
in the field. As she read further she smiled. Yes, they would be able to take her boy away, but only after 
the laws had been changed, predicted 18 months from now. Now, she found, reading the back of the 
pamphlet, was a month before. It was 2002, December 10. 


"Would you like some wine?” she asked. He shook his head, and she saw the wrinkled little 
mouth she predicted she would. "The last man who came had some. He stayed for most of the day. We 
discussed philosophy. Are you interested in philosophy?” He shook his head in precisely the same fashion 
and reached for the pamphlet. 


”I need that back. This is just a courtesy call. We're alerting people who will be impacted by 
this change in legislation, to minimise the harm. Liability.” 


"I don’t care” she told him. ”We can move, I could get permission to home school him. Things 
will work out.” 


”I don’t think you could. I wouldn’t allow it, for starters. He can’t even read, and he’s over 
10.” 


”I think you'll find he can read, very well in fact.” 


"We would have to do tests. The outcome of those tests depends on the impressions of the tester as 
much as the results.” 


"Why do you care?” she asked. "Don’t you know, none of this is real? Leave the boy alone.” 

”I don’t want to hear this now.” he said loudly, scowling mightily as though he wanted to hit 
her. “Sure, the world might end, but that’s a bullshit reason for your son to miss school and wander 
around all day! I remember the cold war, we had a bomb shelter at school, but I went. Everyone went, 
even you, I would warrent.” 

"But there's a difference. Where do you shelter if they pull the plug entirely?” 


”I don’t know” he announced petulantly, standing. ”None of that matters to me. Now from the 
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sound of it you will be pleased to hear that you won't be bothered by me or anyone else from my 
department for at least a month. After that, though, there will be a second vist, and then a third. If we 
are required to make a third vists it will be to remove your son to an environment where he will receive 
the mandatory standard of care and education required by law in this country.” The last sentence was 
delivered in a rush, an obviously prepared and memorised speech. He turned and marched abruptly 
from the room, hugging his briefcase tightly, leaving behind a vortex of dust swirling in a stray beam of 
sunlight and the smell of sweat and decayed belt leather. She heard the front door open and close. 


Outside he squinted in the harsh sunlight. It stung his forehead where the beads of sweat glis- 
tened. He started walking jerkily down the street, drawing a large handkercheif from the bulging pocket 
of his shorts to mop his face. He hated this suburb; the old lawns mowed too short and crisping in the 
heat, the birdbaths, the concrete edges, the scrubby, weedy, neglected old yards. He would have prefered 
working the new suburbs of the outer west. There were some juicy social issues out there, whole tribes 
of families living on the dole, and they feared and respected his kind. Not like this weird, disreputable 
woman who didn’t seem to care. 


He reached his car, a small white Barina with a hole in the muffler and tag ends of rubber hang- 
ing loose from the windows. It was government vehicle but it had a regular plate, not a red ”Z” plate, so 
he had to keep filling in forms to deal with the parking tickets. Today, a small touch of grace, there was 
no ticket, despite parking half in a bus stop. A bus was standing in the traffic lane, old people glaring 
at his car as they struggled to mount the steps. 


After the bus departed he started the engine and headed for home. With the windows down it 
was almost bearable, but he couldn’t wait to reach the air conditioned heaven of the office. He would 
have to document the morning visit in some detail, but he never minded that part of the job. In the 
crisp rows and columns of his case history software he found his absolution. Not like these people, these 
random people he hated so much it made his heart thump in his temples. 


peculia (2008-01-25 02:28:32) 
Okay, you’ve caught my attention. 


prof_null (2008-01-26 04:33:09) 
Yeah, I’m with kitty. Can't wait for chapter two - where exactly is this? intriguing! 


carbonunit (2008-01-26 11:49:19) 
I’m still working on this. Chapter two should be ready soon , chapter three is miles away. 


7.1.21 Happy Australia Day (2008-01-26 22:32) 


Michelle and I went for a drive up Bells Line of Road, north-west of Sydney. Here is a wallaby. 


I went exploring near Claustral Canyon and found some old roadworks. It could have been the old 
Bells Line road. At any rate, this fellow was sleeping in the shade at the bottom of an embankment until 
I woke him up. 


There was some nice moss up there too. 
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1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2220562692/in/set-72157603795350746/ 


7.2 February 


7.2.1 Storm! (2008-02-01 09:56) 


Wonderful storm yesterday! What a relief! The past week has been a slowly peaking crescendo of hu- 
midity and heat. Then, the perfect storm yesterday afternoon - no hail, plenty of rain, lots of lightning 
and thunder and an immediate drop in temperature, at least 10 degrees. I checked the tank this morning 
and it's nearly 2/3 full. I must get around to plumbing in the other tank soon. 


I think this summer has been a healthy return to the weather patterns of my youth. There have been 
quite a few years of unnatural dry summers - drought basically. Dead lawns, endless dry hot days, not 
so bad for the health of humans but terrible for the plants. Very different to this cyclic pattern of 2 or 
3 days of steadily increasing heat and humidity that break in a nice storm and then reset for a day of 
overcast cool before it starts building up again. Must be the El Nino or something. 


7.2.2 Miro (2008-02-01 10:00) 
In other news, Miro didn't make it. 


Miro was a friend of Michelles grandfather, who came down with some condition involving internal 
blood loss and various other things, including infection. He has been in hospital for the past month, 
mostly under sedation as they tried to stabilise him, but he died on Monday. 


I met him a couple of times, mainly at Christmas when we had him over along with some other friends 
of Ken. He was a nice guy, I liked him. Apparently he was a 10 pound immigrant in the 50s, brought out 
to work on the [1]Snowy River scheme. He was a builder after that. The saddest thing is, he apparently 
was married and had a daughter, but has been so effectively estranged from them for over 30 years that 
we can’t find them. At the end he only had a friend, Mike, and Michelle’s mother Pam. Ken wouldn’t 
even go into his room in hospital, but that’s not surprising. Old men are the worst for rejecting their 
friends when they get sick. They get scared of their own mortality. 


I wonder if we should try and locate his ex wife and daughter? 


1. http://www.cultureandrecreation.gov.au/articles/snowyscheme/ 
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7.2.3 PSA (2008-02-01 15:35) 


A [1]500 gig IDE drive costs $185 at Adelong. An [2]enclosure for that drive costs $50. If you don't take 
advantage of these prices and start backing up your computor on an external hard drive via the [3]JWZ 
backup plan, remedy the situation, or you will live out your life in a pain amplifier. 


If you are like some friends of mine whose ancient 20 gig HD has started to fail at random intervals, 
and which contains everything they have worked on for years, and which might have been backed up at 
some point, but they're not sure, and they don’t know where the CD ROMs are, and it could have been 
years ago - well, I might rush up to Adelong in my lunch hour and get these things, and help install them 
and train you in their use. But that's partly because I don’t want to hear you complaining for years in 
the future about how useless and stupid computers are! 


1. http://www.adelong.com.au/store/product_info.php?cPath=32&products_id=894TARGET= 


2. [http://www.adelong.com.au/store/product_intfo.php?cPath=25%products_id=181TARGET= 


3. [http://jwz.livejournal.com/801607.html 


7.2.4 Lilly Pilly (2008-02-02 19:58) 


[4] 


| LJ User: plinko | [5}posted some neat pictures of red berries in Texas, and motivated me to take 
some pictures of our local growth. This is a [6]lilly pilly tree on the grass verge outside our yard. When I 
bought and planted the tree I thought it was a Riberry, which has purple pear-shaped fruit and tastes very 
nice. Instead I got a common lilly pilly, which has these pink rounded fruit and tastes like watermelon. 
The fruit is crunchy like watermelon, and has a large round seed in the middle. I’ve got several growing 
in pots from seed I took from local trees. I love these trees, I always used to eat lilly pilly when I found 
it as a child, and it should grow into a nice tall shady tree in this position. We planted one outside the 
warehouse we used to live in in Rose street Annandale, and it’s now over 10 feet tall. 
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ttp://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2236499956/ 
ttp://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2236497080/ 


Bo 


1. 
2 
3. http://w. flickr .con/photos/nattspong/ 22357036137 
4. [nttp: //uw flickr .con/photos/mattspong/2238700911/ 
5 
6 


A 


ttp://plinko.livejournal.com/435219.html 


ttp://www.daleysfruit.com.au/newsletter/february2001.htm 


Pp 


plinko (2008-02-02 15:38:50) 
Oh wow! I’ve never even heard of lilly pilly. It’s certainly pretty. I wonder if that would grow here. 


carbonunit (2008-02-02 22:04:08) 
I’m sure you could, your climate is very similar to ours. 


flying_blind (2008-02-04 00:26:25) 

In the neighborhood where I grew up there was a tree that looked almost like yours, but which none of us could 
ever identify. Even the old ladies who had the tree in their front yard didn’t know what it was. As kids we just 
called it a cranberry tree, although the fruit was unlike cranberries in anything other than size and coloring. Until 
I read your description of the lilly pilly fruit, I thought I might have finally stumbled on the answer, but though 
the mystery tree’s fruit was crunchy, there was no large seed in it—in fact, no apparent seed at all, but only a 
void, which always made us wonder how the plant could perpetuate itself—and the flavor was unlike watermelon. 
In fact the berries were a bit sour, but we used to eat them anyway, for the satisfying crunch they made when 
bitten. A few times since then I’ve thought I’d discovered what species that tree was, but the leads have always 
proven false. Maybe I’ll never know. But apparently [l]there are lilly pilly trees in California, though they are 
rare. I don’t know that I’ve ever seen one. 


1; http: //books. google. com/books?id=ko2UC_mthOIC&pg=PA34&1pg=PA34&dq=1illyt+pilly+californiaksource= 


carbonunit (2008-02-04 07:07:05) 
The fruit doesn’t taste like a nice sweet watermelon, it tastes more like a decidely inferior watermelon. Those 


sound very like lilly pilly. I wonder if the lack of a seed is caused by a lack of a pollinator? I can’t seem to find 
what it is that pollinates lilly pilly. They have fluffy white flowers so it’s probably a native bee. 


(2008-02-20 01:50:13) lilli pilli 
This is a Sysygium australe, SE Queensland variety. It is pink and crunchie and does taste like a watermelon. 
The NSW variety is more on the purple side and rounder, seed is also larger. 


(2009-06-15 03:04:17) How did you grow the seeds ? 
You say you grew some Lilli Pilli’s from seed, do you have a procedure thast you use ? I would like to try that 
myself. Derek 


7.2.5 Incoming from Twitter... (2008-02-04 18:05) 
e 17:09 PCD on the bus, looking very old. [1] # 


Automatically shipped by [2]Loud Twitter 


1. http://twitter.com/mspong/statuses/675212142 
2. http://www. loudtwitter.com/ 


7.2.6 The funeral (2008-02-06 13:42) 


Miro thought his membership in a builders union would cover his funeral. He was very secure in this 
belief when he died, but it wasn’t so. Luckily he had nearly enough money in his bank account, and his 
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friend Mike covered the rest, with Pams help. Pam, Michelle’s mother, knows many people. She pulled 
some strings at a funeral company in Balmain to get a good deal. 


We turned up early, as we usually do, Michelle and I. There were a couple of old codgers standing 
outside the building. They were friends of Miro, they lived in his apartment building. I spoke to another 
Mike, an old Italian man with a strong accent and stubble so thick you could barely see the skin in 
between the hairs, dressed in a fishermans vest and hat, probably a fishing friend of the deceased. He 
started ranting bitterly about Miro's son, who nobody could locate, and his ex-wife. His accent grew 
harder to understand as he grew hot and indignant about the foibles of women. Somehow he jumped to 
some situation where either he or Miro was being accosted by a wife because of having used scented soap 
to clean his hands, and she thought it was the perfume of another woman. "It was just soap! Palmolive, 
and she think perfume!” 


Bob wandered over, a short Manson clone with a hideous lazy eye behind smudged glasses. Luckily 
he was almost unable to speak, but his presence seemed to calm Mike down. I started talking to a skinny 
gentleman who looked surprisingly like Miro. He was Frank, another friend, no relative but also from 
Yugoslavia. He had the same boxy head and mild deep-set eyes. He described Miro as a "gentle giant” 
and I heard this phrase many times, during the eulogy and from most of those present. Miro could speak 
5 languages according to him - Yugo, Hungarian, Spanish, Italian and English. 


Mike turned up with Pam and Ken and Mick. He wore black pinstripe trousers and a black shirt, 
red tie. He was very nervous, he had never organized a funeral before. He had a backpack, for reasons we 
would find out later. In total there were about 40 people to send Miro off. There were fat old women in 
peach coloured twinsets with large brooches, a dapper elderly man in a tweed suit with red Doc Martins, 
a hyperkinetic Irish man in a black Ben Sherman shirt, a loud-voiced skinny old gal in a short silk dress, 
and many other fascinating people. 


We filed inside, to the chapel. It was painted in Catholic beige, the faint barely-there blue you might 
get if you dipped a corner of the Virgin Mary's robe in a tin of Dulux matt white. The coffin was closed 
- Miro was skin and bones before he died, punctured by dozens of canulas and scars. There were nice 
flowers on top, and Bob tottered forward and thrust a small bottle wrapped in a plastic bag at the official, 
who put it amongst the flowers. We suspect it was home brew liquor. The bad schmaltzy music swelled 
and everyone fell silent. This period of reflection was broken by a loud pounding at the chapel door. It 
was Trevor, a wild looking plumber with blazing light blue eyes. A friend of Michelle’s grandfather Ken, 
he had been working upstairs in Pams part of the house replacing their bathroom sink recently. I don’t 
like him much - he’s an alcoholic who complains bitterly about losing his license and the impact that had 
on his work. He sat down in the front row. 


The funeral director went to the lectern and started the service, a non-denominational kitsh-fest that sent 
shivers up my spine from the banality and meaninglessness. Every word he spoke was so carefully chosen 
to be inoffensive they seemed to be disappearing into a vacuum. he had trouble reading Mike and Pam’s 
eulogy, but we learned that Miro loved birds, and gardening, and fishing, and was highly valued in the 
community for fixing everything that broke down. The Irishman walked forward when he was finished, 
and spoke very movingly about his relationship with Miro, and all the good he had done in his life. Then 
our hearts sank when Trevor approached the lectern, but all he said was ”Miro's not gone, he’s just gone 
fishin” and everyone laughed. 


Then the curtains closed, obscuring the coffin, The King sang "My Way” over the sound system, and 
we filed out to mill around in the foyer. The plan was to go to the Balmain Bowling club for drinks, so we 
had to arrange lifts. Frank had brought his bike - he popped a wheelie as he rode by, to the approval of 
everyone present. Mike suddenly panicked when he realized he had almost left without the ashes (which 
is what he brought the backpack for), and we had to explain that the actual cremation wouldn’t be 
completed for maybe a week. 
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Between Mick and Ken and Michelles’ car we managed to ferry everyone down Darling street to the 
bowling club, which was still closed, it was so early. We beat Frank, who cruised down Darling street 
with arms outstretched in great style. While we waited for the club to open I asked Mike about Frank, 
who could perhaps read the cache of letters to Miro which Mike had found. Then we could inform his 
family in the old country about his death. However, Mike said he had showed Frank the letters and he 
couldn't read them, either because they were in a dialect or handwriting he couldn't interpret, or perhaps 
he was illiterate in written Yugoslavian. Further, Mike warned me that Frank was notorious around the 
projects, had a metal plate in his head, bayed at the moon when he smoked weed and/or got drunk, and 
was constantly the subject of AVOs and police interest. 


Inside the club everyone settled in and started hitting the bar. Beers were drunk. Several of the girls 
wandered over to the pokie machines, which were just booting up. I read the bootup messages - they 
boot off EPROMS! Makes sense really. The fact you need to shine UV light into them to delete and 
replace the code makes them more secure for a gambling machine, otherwise you might be able to plug 
a computer into the serial port and reprogram them. Nobody had anything to say about the deceased. 
Michelle and I stayed as long as we could and then left. 


That was the worst funeral I ever went to. 


richgoth (2008-02-07 04:35:34) 
how awful for you :( 


carbonunit (2008-02-07 23:21:55) 
Thanks. I’m feeling better now. I’ve found out a lot more about Miro since then that Pll post soon. He was a 
very solid bloke, I wish we knew him better. 


7.2.7 Mini-comics of the 90s. (2008-02-06 15:58) 


Pve been scanning in some of the old comics 1 used to collect in the 90s. Here are links to download if 
you are interested. 


The CBR files are read by Comic Book Readers, there are several available for most platforms. Each file 
is actually a RAR archive full of images, so if you want high quality artwork of the comics, download 
these, rename them to RAR, and unpack them. 


Scribd is a pretty good document hosting site, which means it's a good way to offload my bandwidth 
costs! They show you the document in their own Flash reader but their should be links in the margin if 
you want to download PDF format copies, let me know if not. 


Title CBR file Scribr PDF 
Electric Ferret 13 - Gerard Ashworth [1]CBR [2] PDF 
Electric Ferret 8 - Gerard Ashworth [3] CBR [4] PDF 


Funcies - Gerard Ashworth [5] CBR [6] PDF 
Modern Murder 29 - Gerard Ashworth [7] CBR [8] PDF 
Nervous Breakdowns 3 [9] CBR [10] PDF 
Radiation Sickness [11]CBR [12]PDF 
Woozy zine 9 [13]CBR [14]PDF 
Nervous Breakdowns 4 [15] PDF 
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Scam - Clint Q-Ray [16] PDF 


. https: //mspong.s3.amazonaws.com/docs/Electric_Ferret-13.cbr 
. http://www.scribd.com/doc/2035014/Electric-Ferret13 

. https: //mspong.s3.amazonaws.com/docs/Electric_Ferret-8.cbr 
. http://www.scribd.com/doc/1885661/Electric-Ferret8 

. https: //mspong.s3.amazonaws.com/docs/Funcies.cbr 


j. http: //www.scribd.com/doc/2052384/Funcies 


oo fF WPF 


. https: //mspong.s3.amazonaws.com/docs/Modern_Murder-29.cbr 


. http://www.scribd.com/doc/1845498/Modern-Murder29 


oOo on 


. https: //mspong.s3.amazonaws .com/docs/Nervous_Breakdown-3.cbr 
10. 

it 
12. 

13. 

14, 

16. 


prof_null (2008-02-06 05:29:29) 
Thanks for putting these up. Wonder if any of these guys are still making comix? 


carbonunit (2008-02-06 22:26:24) 
I searched for most of the names of the creators, but there weren’t any promising results. Especially Ashworth, 
my favourite, Im disappointed he isn’t still doing his comics, as far as I know. 


7.2.8 Bali! (2008-02-08 10:22) 
Michelle and I are going to Bali in March! Not only that, we will be there for [1]Nyepi [2]day! I can’t 


walt. 


1. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Nyepi 


2. http: //customsholidays.suite101.com/article.cfm/nyepi_balis_new_years_day 


7.2.9 Incoming from Twitter... (2008-02-08 18:02) 


e 16:51 Bus. Large asian student watching a math lecture on his ipod, teacher drawing quadratic 
equations on a blackboard. [1] # 


e 17:12 People always ask me for directions. Is it my hat? Michelle says 1 walk like a cop. [2] 4 


Automatically shipped by [3]Loud Twitter 


1. http://twitter.com/mspong/statuses/689449642 


2. [http://twitter.com/mspong/statuses/689487192 
3. http://www.loudtwitter.com/ 
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prof null (2008-02-08 08:27:45) 
People ask you for directions if you don’t look threatening. Try a black leather jacket, moustache, tatts and a 
sneer and they’ll leave you alone! : ) 


richgoth (2008-02-08 12:17:31) 
Pm always volunteering directions so i think i might be eroding the currency of "black leather jacket, moustache, 
tatts and a sneer” :-) 


7.2.10 Incoming from Twitter... (2008-02-09 18:06) 


e 12:39 Balmain Rentals are shit. Their trucks are worse than trying to drive the box a truck came 


in. [1] 4 


Automatically shipped by [2]LoudTwitter 


1. http://twitter.com/mspong/statuses/692333772 
2. http://www. loudtwitter.com/ 


7.2.11 2008-02-10_1819.48 Reese_tatt (2008-02-12 08:48) 


1] 
2]2008-02-10 1819.48 _Reese _tatt.JPG 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong 


Now this is what I call commitment to the cause of knitting! Spotted at the last Mu Meson Stitch'n Bitch, 
Reese (currently working on a lacy intricate scarf kind of thing) recently acquired this awesome tattoo. 
She has a pigeon on her other shoulder, I’m not sure of the significance. Perhaps she is connected with 
4]Pigeon Ground? 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2259034686/ 


2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2259034686/ 
3. (http: //www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 
4. http: //www.pigeonground.com/ 


prof_null (2008-02-12 05:20:56) 
mmm, she looks cute. Maybe I should take up knitting :) 
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richgoth (2008-02-12 10:57:43) 
that is awesome! 


7.2.12 Incoming from Twitter... (2008-02-13 18:05) 


e 16:53 Had the worst sinus today. Even a Neozep and some codeine couldn't crack it. The clamp 
just released. I blame HAARP! [1] 4 


Automatically shipped by [2]Loud Twitter 


1. http: //twitter.com/mspong/statuses/706312142 
2. http://www. loudtwitter.com/ 


(2008-03-24 21:48:09) Nice text. 
thank you, bro 


(2008-04-05 21:54:20) thank you 
nice work, guy 


7.2.13 (2008-02-13 23:21) 


we just got back from seeing [1]The Baby at the Mesons. It was a great movie. It was only enhanced by 
the presence of two strangers in the small and intimate audience. She was wearing very high heels, and 
somewhat matronly clothing. He was wearing an adorable bib and brace, with short legs, made of striped 
ticking, a nappy over that, with a dummy in his mouth which he would only remove for occassional sucks 
on a baby bottle. 


They left immediately the movie ended. I think it was past his bedtime. As she led him out the 
door he was heard to remark brightly, ”I had fun!” 


1. (http://www. imdb.com/title/tt0069754/ 


richgoth (2008-02-13 13:05:37) 
Jane keeps telling me what I am missing out on but now I believe it! 


carbonunit (2008-02-15 03:11:06) 


[1] www.mumeson.org 


1. http: //www.mumeson.org/ 
prof null (2008-02-14 05:19:24) 
Wow, you gotta tell me when the next one is on, and just as importantly, what the title is. . . with weird audiences 
like that, sounds like as much fun as the movie. Imagine if the next one was a monster movie or something with 
vampires .... 


carbonunit (2008-02-15 03:11:15) 


[1] www.mumeson.org 


1. http: //www.mumeson.org/ 
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prof null (2008-02-15 07:18:07) 
All right, thanks! I didn’t know it existed. duh. BTW I can personally recommend "Street Trash” (Mon 25th 
feb) - it’s grossly great! 


7.2.14 (2008-02-14 21:51) 
On Tuesday [1]Prime Minister Kevin Rudd [2]apologised to the [3]Stolen Generation. 


It was the first order of business of the first parliament following his election to prime minister. 
There was celebration. Millions of people tuned in to see it happen. Martin Place, the large square in 
the centre of Sydney, [4]hosted a large crowd watching the apology on a big screen. [5]Four past prime 
ministers were present. John Howard was not. 


We haven't seen such a divisive issue in aboriginal relations in this country since the [6]referen- 
dum to grant aboriginals full citizenship in all states was passed in 1967, by over 90 % of voters. 


Why so divisive? Surely saying sorry is easy. The [7]stolen generation wanted it dearly. [8]Why 
deny them? 


Some people claimed that an official apology would trigger a [9]cascade of claims for compensa- 
tion. There have been [10]plenty of claims already, and the apology wouldn't add much more weight to 
their arguments than the evidence already being presented. 


John Howard refused many times to apologise, despite [11]pressure and [12]protests from the 
populace. (Although the actor John Howard [13]did apologise on his behalf). 


He claimed that it was irrelevant. That the policy of removing aboriginal children from their 
parents was the fault of past generations, and his government and white Australia in general had no 
need to apologise on their behalf. That his government had produced more [14]practical results (PDF) 
beneficial to native Australians than previous governments (although why this meant they couldn’t 
apologise too was never adequately explained). 


He claimed that it was merely symbolic and not as important as real policy and welfare of the 
people involved - although his government was more than happy to use an [15]incident where some 
refugees appeared to be throwing their children over the side of a ship as a major election issue. 


Just recently, before the last election which removed him from power, his government [16]imple- 
mented new laws aimed at preventing child abuse in aboriginal settlements. It was essentially the same 
thinking behind the policy that resulted in the Stolen Generation, only instead of removing children, it 
left them where they were, removed various civil liberties of the adults, and most interestingly, gave the 
government the right to force purchase five year leases on their land. By signing "Shared Responsibility 
Agreements” with the community leaders, they could insert clauses giving themselves control of the 
resources on their land, in a similar way to how Workplace Agreements could be used to remove benefits 
from individual workers who signed them with their companies. 


A friend of mine is a teacher at a Catholic school in north-west NSW. She teaches mainly abo- 
riginal children. She spends a lot of time with their parents and elders, who come to the school for 
teaching activities. 


Recently she told me about a trip she took on the [17]Ghan. This is a famous historical train, 
named after the Afghan camel drivers who used to travel over the same route. The [18]Ghan used to 
run from Adelaide on the South coast of Australia, to Alice Springs in the centre. There it stopped, 
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until 2001. Then construction started on an extension to Darwin, costing 1.3 billion dollars, Australia’s 
largest civil construction project to date. 


Along the way the train stopped in various towns, and she and the nuns she was traveling with 
visited the aboriginal communities. She said that several times they were shown presentations, slides 
and video and lectures, telling a similar story. 


They were told that the Ghan extension was constructed really for the purpose of transporting 
uranium, north to Darwin, Australia's nearest port to Asia, and south to the east-west Indian Pacific 
line where it could be taken to Perth or Sydney. Also, for transporting nuclear waste to the [19]proposed 
nuclear waste dumps, in the Northern Territory and South Australia. 


They were told that the recent legislation, which could be used to remove control of aboriginal 
land from communities charge with endemic child abuse, was really for [20]controlling the land for 
uranium mining. The legislation included clauses specifically for this purpose - to render funds for the 
benefit of the children. 


They claimed that the Liberal Coalition's opposition to green energy projects, and constant insis- 
tence that [21]nuclear energy was the only truly viable carbonless energy option worth pursuing, was 
further proof of this. (Actually, they also proposed [22]sequestrating CO2 from coal fired power stations 
into the ground, but that must have been a joke). 


And, finally, their opposition to the apology was motivated mainly by fear it would put obstacles 
in their path to make all this happen on time. It would become politically difficult to start taking control 
of remote settlements after apologising for the way previous governments had done similar things. They 
would have to go about preventing child abuse in the same way they do it for the white population - by 
local services, education, 


But, all that is in the past. The current leader of the Liberal party in opposition, [23]Brendan 
Nelson, also [24]apologised, although he made sure to insert plenty of disclaimers of guilt and justifi- 
cation for the policies he was apologising for. The Labor party [25jenergy policy states they will not 
pursue nuclear energy. That could change, of course, but until it does the policy stands. I think the 
most fascinating thing to emerge from the apology was the idea of a [26]”war cabinet” of both Labor and 
Liberal in a joint policy commission. It’s a nice political hack - Labor can get tough when necessary, 
and the Liberals can recover some of their dignity while bringing their industrial friends along when 
necessary. Now it’s all over bar the shouting, particularly the shouting about the Labor ministers who 
turned their back on Brendan when he spoke. They had to apologise to him. How ironic. You wouldn’t 
think the Liberal party would be so touchy about such things, or demand an apology for such a small 
slight. 


1. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Kevin_Rudd 
2. http: //www.smh.com.au/news/national/kevin-rudds-sorry-speech/2008/02/13/1202760379056. html 
3. [http://www.eniar.org/stolengenerations.html 


4. http://www.smh.com.au/news/national/martin-place-crowd-weep-for-the-stolen-generations/2008/02/13/ 
1202760357550 .html 
5. http://www.smh.com.au/news/national/ancient-tensions-fail-to-mar-apology/2008/02/13/1202760353951.htm1l 


6. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Australian_referendum,_1967_(Aboriginals) 


7. (http: //en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Stolen_Generation 
8. http://www.abc.net.au/message/news/stories/ms_news_2159265.htm 
9. http://uk.reuters.com/article/worldNews/idUKSYD15621020080129 
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10. 
1. 

12. 

13. 
14. 

15. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Children_overboard_affair 
16. 
17. 


18. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Ghan 
19. 


http://en.wikinews.org/wiki/Australian_government_paves_way_for_nuclear_waste_dump_in_Northern_Territory 


20. 
21. 

22, 

23. 

25. 


//www.alp.org.au/download/now/071122___securing_a_sustainable_energy_supply_for_australias_future.pdf 


http://www.smh.com.au/news/national/rudd-and-nelson-agree-to-war-cabinet/2008/02/13/1202760398942. 


html 


7.2.15 Incoming from Twitter... (2008-02-15 18:04) 


e 17:08 I think the engine of this bus is about to catch fire. The back seat is burning hot. Also there 
is the smell of lup choy?! [1] # 


Automatically shipped by [2]Loud Twitter 


1. http://twitter.com/mspong/statuses/714814412 
2. http://www. loudtwitter.com/ 


7.2.16 (2008-02-16 12:21) 


Someone in Florida tried to change my Livejournal password last night. Or rather, they idly clicked the 
link which begins the process of changing the password, and LJ sent me an email to confirm. It handily 
includes the IP address of the request in case you want to trace it: 


5 pacific-internet.gw2.sydl.asianetcom.net (203.192.166.149) 26.047 ms 21.869 ms 26.323 ms 

6 po0-0.gw2.sjcl.asianetcom.net (202.147.50.130) 179.896 ms 180.642 ms 179.250 ms 

7 unknown. level3.net (64.152.102.129) 312.734 ms 178.846 ms 246.966 ms 

8 vlan89.csw3.sanjosel.level3.net (4.68.18.190) 188.285 ms 178.518 ms 179.573 ms 

9 ae-83-83.ebr3.sanjosel.level3.net (4.69.134.233) 181.599 ms 184.065 ms 178.870 ms 

10 ae-2.ebr3.losangeles1.level3.net (4.69.132.10) 198.247 ms 198.563 ms 198.516 ms 

11 ae-73-73.csw2.losangeles1.level3.net (4.69.137.38) 194.837 ms 191.215 ms 184.724 ms 

12 ae-72-72.ebr2.losangelesl.level3.net (4.69.137.21) 188.957 ms ae-82-82.ebr2.losangeles1.level3.net 
(4.69.137.25) 182.798 ms 190.269 ms 

13 ae-3.ebr3.dallas1.level3.net (4.69.132.78) 221.721 ms 230.297 ms 219.207 ms 

14 ae-63-63.csw1.dallas1.level3.net (4.69.136.154) 220.330 ms 219.053 ms 215.094 ms 

15 ae-61-61.ebr1.dallas1.level3.net (4.69.136.121) 227.759 ms 230.815 ms 221.518 ms 

16 ae-7-7.car2.tampal.level3.net (4.69.133.41) 241.764 ms 243.509 ms 245.574 ms 

17 roadrunner.car2.tampal .level3.net (4.79.146.2) 244.544 ms 238.158 ms 238.672 ms 

18 gig14-0.tampfledc-rtr2.tampfirdc.rr.com (65.32.13.34) 238.560 ms gig10-0.tampfledc- 
rtr2.tampfirde.rr.com (65.32.13.65) 244.546 ms gigl4-0.tampfledc-rtr2.tampfirdc.rr.com (65.32.13.34) 
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243.699 ms 

19 gig4-0-0.tampflb61-10k1.tampabay.rr.com (65.32.27.209) 247.159 ms 247.462 ms 244.221 ms 
20 x kx x 

2] * * 
99 * * 
93 * * 
24 x ok 
25 * ok 
26 * * 
97 * * 
28 * ok 
29 x ok 
30 * *°Z 

[1] + Stopped traceroute 68.207.244.140 


XK XA XA XA XkÁ XA XX XX X 


If you get one of these emails, don’t panic, and don’t click any links. It could just be some bot looking 
for open journals to post ads to. 


7.2.17 2008-02-16_1600.00_Thing (2008-02-16 20:07) 


n) = + 
(2)2008-02-16 -1600.00 _Thing.JPG 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong 


I don’t know what this thing is, but I respect it’s right to live in the back alleys of Leichhardt. Not to 
mention it's right hook! 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2267949551/ 
2. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2267949551/ 
3. [http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 
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7.2.18 2008-02-16_1522.24 Rail bridge (2008-02-16 20:10) 


(2)2008-02-16 -1522.24 _Rail _bridge.JPG 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong 


Hard to believe this is inner city Sydney. This abandoned rail line in Leichhardt is crying out to be used 
for a light rail extension. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2268696558/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2268696558/ 
3. [http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


7.2.19 Now here is the good news (2008-02-20 10:58) 


Michelle’s step-father’s nephew Daniel has cancer. He actually had skin cancer on his lip, and it metas- 
tasized and spread into his jaw and throat, and looked set to spread further through his body. 


He undertook a truly aggressive treatment regime of chemo plus radiation, in fact he had so much 
radiotherapy on his neck and jaw that it has essentially destroyed his salivary glands, and they had to 
remove his bottom teeth. That seemed to fix the problem, until he noticed a lump on his neck. The 
cancer had survived the treatment and seemed to be spreading. In fact, there were dark spots in his lung 
x-ray as well. 


He had reached the maximum limit of radiation therapy allowable by law, and the doctors (in a hospital 
in Brisbane) essentially gave up hope. In fact, one in particular was very unprofessional and complained 
that he was wasting their time and money trying to pursue further treatment. They gave him 6 months 
to live. 


Of course this was in that backwards country town in Queensland called Brisbane, so Daniel and his 
wife decided to come to the big city and see what other opinions the doctors would give them there. 
So on Monday they flew down, stayed with us, and yesterday they went to Prince of Wales hospital for 
consultation. 


After a lot of tests, scans and deliberation, a team of about 20 doctors declared that he had a very 
good chance of survival! Their plan is radical surgery to remove his entire jawbone (and reconstruct a 
new one with bone taken from his legs), and also biopsy and perhaps remove the things in his lungs. I’m 
not too clear on this, but apparently the cancer is present in his jawbone, and that looks like the place it 
emerged from following his prior treatment, but they also determined that it hasn’t spread to any other 
bones in his body. 


So there you go. Get a second opinion. 
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richgoth (2008-02-20 11:47:31) 
thats a trully horrific story of medical incompetence :( I know they are growing some bones but I guess growing 
a new jaw is a bridge to far right now. Surprised they can’t use a titanium one though 


carbonunit (2008-02-22 02:44:18) 
I would ask for titanium in preference! 


richgoth (2008-02-22 09:52:22) 
shades of the terminator! 


7.2.20 Stupid bloody universe! (2008-02-20 13:58) 


The guys who sit near me at work use Business Objects, a database and business intelligence system. 
One neat piece of terminology in Business Objects is "universe”, to mean a complete database comprising 
several tables, the rules that bind them together, stored queries and so on. The neat thing about this is, 
overhearing snippets of discourse such as this: 


”No, the universe is corrupt, we'll have to start again.” 
”Just rebuild the universe, that should fix it.” 

”Does he have any training in creating new universes?” 
”Now we import the previous universe into the new one.” 
"That universe is so old!” 

”I don’t understand this universe.” 


prof null (2008-02-20 08:27:36) 
Great! good thoughtfuel for those of us with imagination... . :) 


richgoth (2008-02-20 11:44:58) 
ahaha did you read Phillip Jose Farmer into that like I just did? 


7.2.21 Death of RatMan (2008-02-22 13:37) 


We get rats, probably because we live near the harbour. They tend to thrive near water, and we some- 
times see them running around the overflowing bins in the park at night. 


There was one who visited our compost heap regularly. Sometimes he came in under the lid, and some- 
times he tunneled up from under. I almost got used to finding him wallowing around in the pumpkin 
shells and weevil infested rice. I would lift the lid, he would scamper off down the back of the garage, 
and I would drop his next meal in. He didn’t cause any harm, unless he was the one who nibbled the 
bark off my citrus trees. 


Then one day I lifted the lid and got a surprise. At first I thought, "How nice; Ratman is having a 
party with a dozen mice!” Then I thought; "No, rats and mice don’t like to share their space, they must 
be baby rats.” Ratman was Ratwoman. 


They swarmed everywhere for a few seconds before disappearing down the side of the garage in a furry 
grey stream. I knew it was time to do something, because Pam, Michelles mother, would definitely freak 
out if she found out. And, she wouldn’t be just wanting to poison them or something. Pam hates the 
compost bin and would like any excuse to remove it completely. 
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Last rat we killed died unexpectedly when he ate some of my cream of sorrel soup. I made a big 
batch, only I used yoghurt instead of cream, and when it all curdled, rather than throw out all the sorrel 
I grew myself, I froze it until I could figure out how to rescue it. When I finally gave up and tipped it 
into the bin, we found Ratman the First stone cold and stiff in the middle of the lawn the next day. I 
mean, there’s no solid link between the two events, but that didn’t stop Michelle from declaring that I 
had invented Matt-sak, the deadly new herbal rat poison. As I had no poison leftovers handy, I bought 
a regular pack of Ratsak, which comes in little cheese-wedge-shaped cartons now, cute. I popped them 
open and threw them down the back of the garage. 


We didn’t see the rats for a few days, then I found one baby already decaying in a garden bed. Yesterday 
I heard a commotion outside, like something falling through a bush, and when I went out there was 
Ratwoman lying panting and paralysed on the pavement under some pot plants. She must have been 
climbing across one of the beams of our pergola when she fell. I put her in the compost bin. It was the 
least I could do. 


One really strange thing about this whole event is, recently I switched to using a sawdust-based cat 
litter, and I’ve been putting the shit and piss-clumps into the compost bin. Normally I would have 
thought this would scare away a normal rat, but obviously it didn’t. Curious. 


(2008-02-22 03:13:11) 

Hey Matt, ”I switched to using a sawdust-based cat litter, and I’ve been putting the shit and piss-clumps into the 
compost bin.” I’d do a little research into Toxoplasmosis (it’s effects in rats on reducing fear reactions to the smell 
of cats are well documented), and then consider very carefully the food crops you use that compost on. cheers 
mattg 


carbonunit (2008-02-22 12:18:01) 
Oh well, ’ve probably got a well established infection by now from living with 7 cats. 


richgoth (2008-02-22 09:42:08) 
that didn’t stop Michelle from declaring that I had invented Matt-sak, the deadly new herbal rat poison. Remind 
me to skip the soup next time we go for dinner ;-) 


carbonunit (2008-02-22 12:16:53) 
That’s okay, you can have an extra helping of my rhubarb leaf pie! 


7.2.22 (2008-02-22 14:03) 


David came on Wednesday and showed us an amazing thing, a movie called [1]Six String Samurai.It 
was packed with awesome! Set in the radioactive post-apocalyptic wasteland of 50s America, Buddy 
Holly is the title character, a rhonin crossing the desert heading for the legendary city of Lost Vegas. 
Elvis the King has died, and Wolfman Jack is putting out the call for claimants to the throne to come. 
Unfortunately, Death, looking suspiciously like Slash from GnR, is hot on his tail. Buddy and his offsider, 
a primitive tribal kid with an instinctive ability to drive a car, battle past the entire Red Army, a cannibal 
Cleaver family, etc etc. Highly recommended. 


1. http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0118736/ 


7.2.23 Incoming from Twitter... (2008-02-25 18:06) 


e 16:37 Since when was it deemed sexy to have bags under your eyes? [1] # 


Automatically shipped by [2/LoudTwitter 
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1. http: //twitter.com/mspong/statuses/754353992 
2. http://www. loudtwitter.com/ 


7.2.24 Late Update (2008-02-26 21:33) 


On Saturday night we met Pete and Nadine at the Sounds of Seduction. It wasn’t a particularly good 
night, because the crowd was very thin and they didn’t get up for hours. Poor Janine, the go-go girl, 
had to work it alone for ages before anyone else stepped out, which is always painful to watch. But then, 
the mardi-gras is next weekend so people are probably conserving their energy. Miss Death made her a 
fur-lined bikini which she refused to wear, damn! 


On Sunday we went to Athol Hall in Mosman for the wedding of Kate and Adam. It was hands down the 
best wedding I’ve ever been to. The site is amazing, on a headland just across the harbour from the city 
core, next to Taronga Zoo. I think it would be excellent for a picnic. There are bunnies gamboling on the 
lawn, somehow immune to myxo, also kookaburras swooping overhead, and parrots and more wildlife. 
The ceremony was straitforward and cheerful, the sun shone, nobody objected. After the ceremony we 
retired to the nearby hall and watched as the [l]two huge ocean liners crossed paths on either side of 
pinchgut, surrounded by fleets of boats and swarms of news helicopters. As Adams father said in the 
speeches, "Lovely venue. How he arranged for those big boats and the helicopters is beyond me!” The 
Mesons provided the music, and we enjoyed drinking on the verandah as dusk fell, and feeding prawns 
to the tame possums which came down out of the trees every time someone carried a tray of food past. 


We gave them a [2]quilt, made from silk neckties. Michelle shared the labour of this one, the first 
time we've worked together in this medium, and it made it so much faster! Also I used a new technique, 
which was, ironing the patches onto glue interfacing aligned across the bias, to make them stiffer and not 
stretchy. We might do another. 


1. |nttp://www.smh.com.au/text/articles/2008/02/24/1203788147724. html 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/sets/72157603990127503/ 


richgoth (2008-02-27 11:50:12) 
Atholl Hall is great. Theres a great little beach around the point from it that me and poor Simone used to go to. 


7.2.25 (2008-02-27 19:10) 


Hey, | LJ User: flying -blind ], | LJ User: madslasher ], [1]got a t-shirt for you! 


1. http://www.monaslab.com/mojostore.php 


madslasher (2008-02-27 09:17:22) 
Hah! That’s awesome! 


flying_blind (2008-02-27 15:05:23) 

Guy looks just like me! Well, except for the whole weak chin thing, and the enormous nose, and curly hair, and 
big, non-nearsighted eyes, and the beetling brow, and the proportions, and the muscles. But other than that, just 
like me! 
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7.3 March 


7.3.1 Bali (2008-03-03 22:07) 


We just had dinner at the hotel. Nyuman (one of the many Nyumans in Bali, the name means third 
born) came out to say hello. He knows Michelle because he had a bike accident when she was here last 
time. He went over the handlebars of his trail bike and smashed in his front teeth. He was devastated. 
"How will I get married?” he lamented. Michelle’s mother Pam decided to give him some money for a 
new set of teeth. Now he has lily white choppers, although his smile is a bit lopsided because of some 
nerve damage. 


He asked us if we were staying for Nyepie day. When we said we were going to Ubud, he said it would 
be best there, the floats more colourful, the ceremonies better prepared. He filled in some details for us. 
Nyepie day really is the new year, they have the custom of repairing bad karma and righting wrongs at 
this time, although he was very careful to clarify, "Not stop, maybe, but make less bad. Make better. If 
I have insulted you, I will apologise. I will try to be a friend.” I love how Hindus see the world, not as 
absolutes, good and evil, crime and punishment, wrongs and justice, but as gradients. He also said there 
were special ceremonies for crossroads, they are breeding grounds for demon infestations. We told him it 
was the same in our countries, the crossroads and forks in the country are often haunted. 


We spent a lot of time sleeping in the air conditioned hotel room today, with a few expeditions out 
into the humidity and heat. At 5 this morning i went out to see what was happening. At a nearby cor- 
ner, behind some dented and dirty green corrugated iron fences, was the night market. The locals were 
busily buying their daily supply of fruits and veges there. Bikes and small trucks revved and ploughed 
through the mud, while at the rows of stalls made from bamboo matting and rough planks the goods were 
laid out. Balinese buy things in small quantities, the warungs (small shops, everywhere) carry the tiniest 
sachet portions of laundry soap and coffee powder and sometimes sell individual cigarettes. I had to take 
care not to scone my head on the low hanging beams running across the walkways between the stalls, and 
not to trip over the long bundles of sugar cane which they had lashed to their bikes, for making drinks 
with. There were stacks of chickens, their cruel claws sticking out, and a fish stall glistening with scales 
from the constant cleaning. One stall had been cooking satay for so many generations that stalactites of 
black grease hung down from the iron sheet over the grill. 


Then I wandered down the narrow gangs, the alleyways. They branch like alveoli, like a tree not a 
maze, so I had to do a lot of backtracking, often pursued by a barking dog guarding his home compound. 
The houses are usually clustered in mini-villages, walled by mossy overgrown concrete block walls with 
broken glass on top. Home temples and statues loom over everything, tangled up in frayed black coated 
cables and aerials. Young children rode by on bikes, immaculately dressed, on their way to school at 
6AM. The schools run in shifts, young children in the morning, older in the afternoon. The older children 
work the farms and shops in the morning, while their parents do the marketing, and the younger ones 
play and learn the traditions at dancing and sculpture schools in the afternoon when it’s too hot to be 
outside. 


Kuta is notoriously seedy tourist trap, but the main culprit is the main street Jelan Legian. Walk- 
ing down this strip of tourist trap bars and kichy souvenir shops is a recipe for instant misery. The touts 
are a menace - sour faced men, young and old, in dirty shirts and short pants, who step in your path 
and gesture to their tiny shops full of knock-off watches and stubbie coolers and other trash. They call 
me “boss” and gang up like hyenas, trying stupid tricks like holding their arm out so I have to brush past 
rudely to get by. Michelle has a trick in reserve, if they get too bad she barks like a dog and they back 
off. One persistent young dude tried very hard, "You Aussie? You like Mambo? I have Mambo.” Michelle 
fired back, "I HATE Mambo!” In between these lurk the occasional shop where we found a supply of old 
style batik sarongs. Michelle spent an hour searching through his stock for 3 of a kind sarongs to make 
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dresses, while the owner told us about the time he had spent in Melbourne at uni studying economics. 
Family pressure brought him home. He is making me a pair of board shorts from another sarong. 


In another lurking dark old shop I bought a lontar, a Balinese book. It takes the form of a small 
Venetian blind, made of palm leaf strips. The wiggly characters of the old Balinese script, and illustra- 
tions, are incised on the leaves with a sharp knife and then rubbed with ink. It’s a short precise of the 
Rama legend from the Vedas. 


Tomorrow we will return to the night market a bit earlier, I would like to record the sound there. 
Then we will find a Nissan Katana to rent for our trip to Ubud and surrounding villages. It is the rainy 
season, which means it cycles through humid steamy heat and slightly cooler rainy bursts, usually at 9, 5 
and 9. It should be nicer inland. Right now is the off season for tourists, who dislike the rain and chase 
the sun, but we are getting drunk on the green we see between the hotels and shops, and want to get out 
in the country. 


7.3.2 Ogoh Ogoh (2008-03-05 17:34) 


These guys are the Ogoh Ogoh. They are made from bamboo frames covered in paper mache. On the 
day before Nyepie day (which is Friday, not Saturday as I thought) the Balinese will carry these through 
every village on bamboo pallets. Their purpose is to scare away the black magic and demons which have 
built up over the previous year. Then they will be burnt on huge bonfires. 


[3] 


Yesterday I was lucky to catch the sea sacrifice in Kuta. In the days leading up to Nyepie one of 
the rituals which must be observed is a sacrifice to the sea itself, which is the source of most of the bad 
influences on the island. Processions of locals carry offerings to the beach, in fact the one from Ubud left 
today on a string of dump trucks. By whatever means they travel to the sea and present their offerings 
on temporary altars, before casting them into the waves and leaving quickly just before sunset. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2312289362/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2312284514/ 
3. E 


http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2312279610/ 


7.3.3 Nyepie (2008-03-08 08:53) 


The Ogoh festival. In the morning we drove north east of Ubud in search of more ogoh. There were 
dozens, but I dont have the bandwidth to upload the photos yet. Here are some teaser shots. The video 
is even better. 
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[4] 


Yesterday, Friday, was Nyepie day itself. Not a car or bike moved on the streets. Religious police 
patrolled the village to make sure no lights were lit and no cooking or fires. Peace. The rains came, thick 
tropical downpour. The only person moving was the farmer in the nearby paddy, looking after his crop, 
waving flags to keep the birds off. 


Thats enough time wasting in a net cafe for now. The keyboard doesnt even have an apostrophe. 


1. [ibtp?//unw. flickr. con/photos/mattspong/ 29169677087 
2. nttp://uw. flickr .con/photos/mat tspong/2817776866/ 
3. http://www flickr .con/photos/mattspong/2317786372/ 


7.3.4 Highly relaxed (2008-03-14 11:48) 


Michelle and I have been spending the last 5 days at Dyna Villas, a nice luxurious resort place in Seminyak, 
and a huge contrast to the basic hotel we stayed in Ubud. We have a walled compound, our own pool, 
and we've been spending a lot of time in it. Nude, of course, what use is a private pool if you don’t 
skinny dip? I can’t upload photos because the internet here seems to have a taste filter... 


Lots of stories when I get back to civilisation, including Balinese heavy metal, rice paddies, naked women, 
lots of sweat, ghost stories (we saw one!) and too much shopping. 


richgoth (2008-03-14 04:32:02) 
I can see the Fortean Times headline now: "White Maggot spotted in Bali!!!” :-) 


7.3.5 Bali 2/3/2008 (2008-03-18 08:06) 


We get cheap airline fares through Michelle’s work. Because she works for an airline (Fedex) she gets 
discounts. The tickets aren’t standby, they are firm bookings, but we are first in line to get bumped if 
there is an overbooking. They cost about 25 % of normal, at best. 
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We flew out Garuda on 2nd March. Garuda has a reputation for rough flights because the pilots tend to 
be cowboys who like vertical takeoffs and sometimes they ignore tower instructions. Our flight was pretty 
good. I think I saw the Crookwell windmills as we went over, and rotary irrigated fields of potatoes. 


Every time we fly over Australia we realise how barren and flat the entire country is. There really 
isn’t a single mountain worthy of the name in the whole land. The Blue Mountains just west of Sydney 
are like wrinkles in a tablecloth, and then it’s just endless desert, orange and weird white patches of the 
salt pans. The tiny ripples of say the Macdonnel Ranges only highight the flatness, like the last brown 
tooth stump in a hillbilly’s mouth. Australia is what you get when you put a normal country on an anvil 
and bash it with a hammer for millions of years. 


—— 
i [2] — [3] 


Ironically much of the desert was flooded, because it was "channel country”, or the amazingly wide river 
bed of the Murray Darling system. Snot-green water filled the meandering channels and overflowed into 
the salt pans and surrounding countryside, much of which was fossilized sand dunes, looking like a zebra or 
leopard skin. As we flew the roads became tracks, became straighter and longer, and finally disappeared 
completely. The rivers here run 100k for every 10k closer to the sea 2 states away in South Australia. 
After we left the water behind the landscape became even more surreal, red and violet like the star-gate 
sequence from 2001. 


Then it was sea, and glimpses of nameless atoll reefs before we crossed the continental trench and 
approached Bali. We flew over Badung, the pendulous blob of land attached to the bottom of the main 
island by the peninsula of Kuta, where the airport is. It's the only really flat land on the island, the 
runway almost completely transects the neck. Badung looks nice from the air, all green fields and terraces 
and red tiles on the houses. The cliffs of the south coast are tall and white like Dover. 


Bali customs are easy. If you haven't gone to the bother of getting an Indonesian visa already you 
just need to line up and pay an impassive official at a tall wooden lectern $25 US, and then drag your 
bags past the bored and enervated customs inspectors. Then its out into the wet blanket blast of Bali. 
The air is full of fumes and tobacco smoke, sweet with the kretek smell of cloves, and masses of parasites 
and touts and honest cab drivers are competing for your attention. The scrum surges back and forth, 
and it's just barely possible to punch through without losing it to find a proper cabbie to tae us into 
Kuta. 


We were booked for a couple of days climatisation at a hotel in Kuta near Jalan Melasti. We had 
to leave the cab and climb past a giant hole that completely blocked the road, only a crumbling ledge of 
sand on one side to pass it. 


The rest of the day is a blur, the humidity always does that to me. I remember we had dinner in 
some seedy warung, a kare ayam, nice. Waving away the passing locals trying to sell us handfulls of hand 
burnt bootleg CDs and DVDs. None of them MP3 compilations though, that would pique my interest. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2334092787/in/set-72157604140066881/ 
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7.3.6 Bali 3/3/2008 (2008-03-18 10:48) 


Because of the jet-lag I woke up extremely early, but I took it as an opportunity and left the hotel around 
5 to see what was happening before the sun rose. It was quite cool, although distant lightning from some 
storms offshore said it would get much hotter and more humid later. 


I followed the smell of smoke to the nearby corner of jalan Melasti and Legian. There was a green 
corrugated iron fence, which has always been there and I always assumed fenced a vacant lot, but it 
turned out to be a night market. Gaps were opened in the fence, the smoke was from cooking fires, and 
an endless flow of locals on motor scooters poured through. 


Inside were rows of stalls built from scrap wood, quite rough, mostly selling staples - breadfruit, durien, 
other tropical fruit like longans, sallack, pineapples, custard apples, watermelon, limes. There were poul- 
try stalls, skinny undressed chickens with their yellow legs sticking out, fish stalls glistening with scales. 
The main cooking fire was roasting hundreds of satay sticks at once, everyone was eating them. They 
had been cooking there for so long the iron fence was glistening with black stalactites of grease. They 
had a stall devoted to western clothing left behind at hotels - often tourists ditch their oldest clothing 
for souvenir space in their luggage, I know I did. They had stalls with the usual stock of a warung, the 
small grocer shop/restaurants found everywhere on the island. Usually a warung is festooned with strips 
of plastic sachets with single serves of coffee, aspirin, chilli sauce and washing powder, and has baskets of 
bags of fried pork rinds, roasted chilli peanuts and dried mango strips, also cases of ciggies, always with 
open packets so they can sell them individually. Apart from the satay sticks the most popular breakfast 
was a square of brown paper with a dollop of rice porridge made with chicken stock, and green coconut 
milk. One whole corner was devoted to chopping into various kinds of coconuts, for meat and milk. There 
was a guy sharpening knives, cheap toy stalls, and one with local music! I decided at that point that 
I would spend some time searching for the local music, which is hidden from tourists by an avalanche 
of bootleg top 40 pop albums in all the stores, and also endless "degung Bali” compilations of the same 
gamelan tunes looped to infinity. The girl running the stall couldn’t compute my interest in her stock, 
but I managed to buy a few MP3 comps of the local hit parade. I haven't listened to them yet, but PI 
review them soon. 


Outside the markets, the sky was starting to pale. I walked east, away from the beach, and turned down 
the gangs, the small lanes, which are not so much like a maze as like alveoli or a tree, so you have to 
backtrack a lot when you explore them. They often end in a wrought iron gate for a family compound, 
with barking dogs warning you away. I passed priests carrying trays of offerings laying out the morning 
batch, at each corner or nook or cranny in the concrete and brick walls. The walls were mostly rimmed 
with glass shards set in cement, and the small towers and pagodas of the family temples towered over 
them. Lots of small children passed me on bikes, in immaculate uniforms with dazzling white shirts, on 
their way to school. School runs in 2 shifts, the youngest children have the morning shift and return 
home to play in the afternoon. The older children assist in the shops and farms until the late school shift. 
It’s a good use of the limited school resources. Plenty of old men were around, tottering on stick thin 
legs, mostly collecting and sorting the previous days garbage, and burning the waste or throwing it into 
the canals. 


560 


[4] 


I walked around for 2 hours, and noticed that Balinese don’t walk much themselves. In the heat they 
conserve their efforts and make even short trips on bike or scooter. Once the sun rose properly and the 
shops started to open the touts came out, and they are the scourge of Bali. Especially around Kuta, 
you cant go anywhere without being hassled by some guy trying to pull you into a shop or attract your 
attention to his case of watches or silver jewelry. They never stop, never give in, and the only way to deal 
is to ignore them, or try something radical like baring your teeth at them. Balinese file their teeth flat as 
a sign of their superiority over animals, and they lampoon westerners in their art and their Ogoh-ogohs as 
having huge pointy snaggle teeth. Reminding them of your animal heritage can be useful in this situation. 
Anyway, these are not the typical Balinese, Kuta holds no attractions for most islanders. They tend to 
have closed scowling faces, masses of attitude, they mob their victims like hyenas, muttering ”Hey, boss, 
boss, transport? You want transport? Cheap watch, look. T-shirt. Mambo.” Their women equivalents 
call "Massage? Plait your hair?” If you ignore them they go away eventually, muttering barely audible 
threats. 


I returned to the hotel, had breakfast with Michelle. She had bought a pineapple, small and not very 
sweet but crisp and wet after a long walk. They carve them into a shape like a spiral. The hotel smells like 
drains, so we leave immediately. We decided to get Legian over with, walk down the shopping precinct 
while we acclimatize. There has been a lot of churn since we were last there, but the old sarong house is 
still standing, selling cheap old style sarongs and other clothing. Michelle wanted some to use for making 
dresses, she needed 3 with the same pattern. I selected a few good designs and the proprietor offered to 
make them into board shorts for me, which was a good idea so I arranged for 3 pairs. 


We had lunch at Made’s, an old establishment near Bemo Corner, then returned to the hotel for a 
nap. I couldn’t sleep very much so I went out again, wandering around, digging the weirdness. Balinese 
gardening is breezy because of the constant rains, there’s never any need to water anything. Consequently 
any potted tree can live and grow to a bonsai stage without special care, and often you see potted figs 
bursting out of old pots and sending roots down their walls and ledges looking for earth. The rains 
rot everything that doesn’t grow, which is one reason for the constant churn and building everywhere. 
Drainage is a fine art on the island, and we often saw workers digging silt out of storm-water drains or 
relaying pipes. Their [7]irrigation system for the rice is legendary. Despite the rain they still use a lot 
f thatching, which at least doesn’t rust like iron, and it’s cheaper and always available, as they use rice 
straw. That's one of the weirdest things about Bali, the sense of cross-time collision. TVs in thatched 
huts, hand-tilled rice paddies surrounding internet cafes (or warnets as they call them). Or statues of 
warriors in armour with mirrored sunglasses, and Hindi offerings featuring single serving plastic wrapped 
cracker biscuits. 


I saw my first ogoh ogoh, the paper mache monsters being prepared for the ceremonial processions 
on the night before Nyepi. A pair of warriors suspended in air, fighting. Looked pretty good, but by that 
time I was starting t get seriously chafed between the legs, not very pleasant. I returned to the hotel. 
Michelle was awake, so we watched some TV. Lots of commercials for skin whitening creams. Even ads 
for Ponds and other moisturisers have misleading graphics showing paleness radiating out and spreading 
all over your body from the site of application. All the talking heads and news-readers and celebrities 
and soap stars have very pale skin too, unnaturally grey and smooth like a zombie. 


Our hotel has a nice roof garden, so I went up to watch the sunset. Unfortunately they had planted 
the trees all around the edges, and they had grown up into an almost impenetrable hedge of tropical 
flowers and buzzing insects to see anything. Fortunately they had built a penthouse structure in the 
middle, but unfortunately, although last time I was there it was a shell with no windows and had a very 
good view, they had since turned it into a laundry, full of drying clothes but all glassed in as well, so I 
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had to struggle with branches to see the sun set. 


We had dinner at the hotel. Nyuman, the waiter, was leaving, it was his last day. He had found a new, 
better job at a restaurant on the north coast, thanks partly to Michelle’s mother Pam. While she was 
staying there, he had an accident on his scooter, flew over the handlebars and broke all his front teeth out. 
He was so distraught (”How will I get married?!”) Pam funded his dental bills and bought him a good set 
of choppers, an essential asset for working in tourism there. He told us more detail about Nyepi. They 
conduct ceremonies at crossroads to exorcise demons and ghosts, and they make new years resolutions, 
especially forgiveness and apologies to anyone you might have argued with since the last Nyepi day. 


I had a nice Bintang, the Dutch style beer. Balinese food is pretty ordinary when you get down to 
it, but the Dutch left behind some awesome beer, perhaps to compensate for slaughtering almost every 
able bodied man on the island in 1946. 
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prof null (2008-03-18 05:34:08) 
I specially liked the video, very atmospheric. Keep up the good writing - I know what you mena about Australia 
being big, red and flat - it’s amazing how many people here just haven’t grasped what the country is mostly. 


7.3.7 Bali 4/3/2008 (2008-03-18 16:59) 


Michelle was intrigued by the night market I told her about, so we requested a wake-up call and visited 
it together. This time I recorded some ambient sounds on minidisk. I think I should ditch that thing. 
I had a nice small stereo mike, but it plugs directly into the unit and picks u the sound of the motor 
spinning the disk. Solid state recorders are cheap enough, and worth it for some serious environmental 
recordings. There were kittens running between the stalls, wild ones eating the rice out of offerings. 
Cats n Bali tend to have a stumpy tail, or a club tail, or no tail at all, like Manx. I used to think they 
had all had accidents with the ever present scooters, but these kittens also had stumpy tails, so it must 
be genetic. 


I started to itch in the heat. My skin flora changing to the new conditions, infection from local 
bacteria. The shops are full of cremes and nostrums and powders for various tropical itches, so I'm not 
alone in my suffering. 


Later after breakfast we went out for another long walk, this time the other way down Jl Seminyak to the 
Bintang supermarket, a beacon for all tourists because it sells cheese! Michelle did a lot of shopping along 
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the way, which is her right as a woman. She loves the jewelry, especially the silver and semi-precious 
stones, and Bali lace, which is made by embroidering cotton and then clipping out the material between 
the embroidered designs. Really she doesn’t buy that much useless crap, she just spends endless long 
minutes rejecting whatever she sees, but I usually find plenty of entertainment outside the shops. The 
streets are generally narrow, and the drivers ignore the rules, so there is an intricate ballet of metal 
to watch, cars pulling out, scooters darting between the closing shears of oncoming truck fenders, cars 
crossing the opposite lane to park on the wrong side of the road, huge trucks that seem to squirm and 
hunch their shoulders to fit through the crowd. Every hundred meters or so there is a wooden rack 
filled with 1 litre vodka bottles or two litre sherry bottles filled with straw coloured petrol or ”benzin”, 
for the benefit of the scooters, or perhaps if you get the urge for a quick molotov cocktail. The kids 
all seemed to be riding home made choppers, small girls bikes (for their sarongs) fitted with giant forks 
and bars. New souvenirs this season include giant cows skulls, carved with dremel drills into intricate 
lacework and stained brown probably by being buried in manure. Impossible to import to Aus of course. 
Also bike helmets formed like Prussian military helmets, covered with leather or camouflage fabric, with 
goggles. There were even helmets formed as giant skulls, very tasteful, in lurid shades of green and 
yellow. Mirror ball technology has advanced dramatically, and the Balinese are now able to mirror-ball 
an entire mannequin! However the cost of this development is reduced supplies of such staples as foam 
stubby holders and Bintang T-shirts. Supplies of place mats, conical peasant hats and wooden frogs 
holding banana leaf umbrellas remain stable. 


In the lead-up to Nyepi I saw a lot of people visiting their temples, women bearing large fruit 
offerings on their heads, wearing their kabayas, lacy jacket things, the men in full white costume with 
yellow sashes and headscarves. Gamelan orchestras were tuning up and practicing everywhere providing 
a subtle atonal accompaniment to the endless crunch and honk of the traffic. 


We checked out Bintang supermarket. They do in fact have cheese, and other European food- 
stuffs, as well as the usual array of asian products you can also find on the shelves of Fiji Markets or 
other such places in Sydney. We’re spoilt for novelty here. 


After lunch we returned to the hotel. I set out alone on an errand, to pick up my boardies and 
some more sarongs that Michelle had ordered. I pushed on up the street to Bemo Corner, the corner of 
Legian and Raya Pantai. Just as I arrived, police and soldiers started to block it off! They set up boards 
to stop the flow of scooters and allow a procession from a local temple through. Led by their priest, 
women balancing offerings, men carrying parasols, they headed towards the beach. I had just caught 
the start of the Melasti ceremony, an offering to the demons who live in the sea. Since Bali is a heaven 
on earth and the navel of the world, all evil influences come from outside, which basically means the 
surrounding sea. So, they have temples like the famous Tana Lot, on an island just off the west coast, 
star of endless calendars and post cards, a temple actually dedicated to placate the demons of the sea. 
And, to prepare for Nyepi, they carry their effigies down to the ocean and wash them in the sight of the 
demons, and make sacrifices and offerings which they throw into the surf. I admire their even handed 
approach to evil. In the west we like to pin it against the wall and shoot it, in Bali they make offerings 
and guilt-trip the demons into behaving themselves. 


The first crocodile of worshipers was followed by a truck carrying a gamelan orchestra, playing 
subtly different music to the popular tunes, more weird and atonal and repetitive. I followed, sweat 
pouring down my face as I trotted ahead and set up for photos and video shots. Another group emerged 
from a temple along the road, bearing their effigy in it’s little house, covered with gold cloth. They 
followed the first, towards Kuta beach. 
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On the beach the processions turned and headed north. They were expected - large rows of pen- 
nants and a series of altars and tents had already been erected for them. They walked along near the 
waters edge before filing into their respective spot - each crocodile, presumably from each temple, had 
their own bay marked out with a double row of pikes and standards driven into the sand, and they had 
an altar waiting above the high tide mark for the offerings and the effigies. I recorded as much as I 
could. Really there was too much to describe, temple dancers in golden costumes, live ducks waiting to 
be sacrificed, pennants flying, strange warblings over the PA as the priests chanted and conducted the 
ceremony. 
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At one point I found myself chatting to a Californian tourist who wanted to know what all the 
fuss was about. He knew about Nyepi day but hadn't realised there were other ceremonies. He had been 
told it was held every 210 days. Oh, we don't have any holidays that change dates, except Thanksgiving 
which is n the weekend” he said. "What about Easter?” I replied, and explained that it was called a 
”moveable feast” because it’s date is calculated on a lunar cycle. ”How do you know so much about 
Easter?” he asked me. "Well, we have Christians, in Australia.” 


After all the processions had arrived and installed themselves, the gamelan orchestras, which had 
been quietly setting up behind the altars, facing the beach, began to play. I recorded as much as I could, 
will post soon. It was beautiful music, the best I heard, although extremely loud! 


By this time I was extremely dehydrated and sun-struck, so I had to leave and stumble back to 
the hotel before the climax of the evening, where they commit the offerings to the waves. My eyes were 
sunburnt, so I had to constantly blink strings of mucus away. Reality and hallucination merged. Did I 
really see a mountebank with a monkey dressed in chaps, picking cards from a tarot deck spread out on 
a blanket? Did a limo full of crying Japanese girls really get wedged trying to turn between the high 
concrete walls of a narrow gang, so I had to double back to get around them? Were there really dozens 
of rabbits grazing on the narrow grass strip down one lane, and who would be stupid enough to release 
rabbits in Bali? 


Later that evening we ventured out, for food and to look for a microphone with a cord, so I 
don’t pick up the rumble of the motor in my minidisk. We didn’t find one, of course. I was practically 
blind, by this point, but I tried some eye drops and they worked instantly. Michelle rented a car, a 
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Toyota Katana, which is a small boxy jeep, narrow enough to fit through he gangs but with luggage 
space and good aircon. Tomorrow we drive to Ubud. 
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richgoth (2008-03-18 22:49:00) 
How on earth did you get sunburnt eyes? 


carbonunit (2008-03-19 00:29:17) 
By not wearing sunglasses. 


richgoth (2008-03-19 09:58:34) 
OWWW! 


7.3.8 Bali 5/3/2008 (2008-03-19 20:45) 


Luckily the drain work in the gang outside the hotel hadn’t yet encompassed the entrance, so after 
collecting our car we were able to load the luggage and leave. It was good to get out of Kuta, even if it 
meant driving in Bali. 


When I worked in travel insurance for a short time just after the tech crash, our policies all had 
one thing in common - they didn't cover injuries sustained while riding a scooter in Bali or the Thai 
islands. Even driving a solid car is bad enough. There are traffic rules, occasional signs and even lights 
and signals, but really the only rule in Bali is, kept left. Everything else is negotiable, including ”keep 
left” from time to time. The best way to describe it is, imagine walking down the footpath of a busy 
city street during lunch hour, then imagine you are all made of metal and walking around 40k/hour 
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on average. Traffic lights are all dirty, the reds often have a greenish tinge caused by sun bleaching, 
and tropical trees grow quickly to obscure them, as well as the rare street name signs and arrows. 
Intersections usually have an altar in the middle, and instead of looping around this like a roundabout, 
you pass this on the near side, merging with traffic coming from the other way. Big trucks with massive 
overhangs of rice straw, or bundles of bamboo, sway as they wallow in the potholes, and other trucks 
overloaded with bricks or sand creep slowly on spreading tires and block the flow. The scooters squirt 
past them like blood cells in an artery dodging a clot, and even cars from miles behind us shoot past 
on the right when we get stuck behind one of these monsters and contemplate risking an overtake. The 
scooters often have two or three passengers, and Mich swears she saw one bearing five people! Not to 
mention luggage, Balinese are masters of balancing a watermelon or basket of ducks in their lap as they 
swerve through traffic, sans helmet, sarong flapping around their ankles, smoking a kretek and perhaps, 
now, talking on a mobile. Everyone just keeps darting forward when possible like packets in a router, 
taking shortcuts, splitting and merging. Even when the road is relatively clear you have to remain calm 
in the face of constant threat of collision. Slow down if a car or truck approaches on the opposite side, 
because a scooter could pop out from behind him just for a peek at the road ahead, in time to hit your 
fender. Really it’s miraculous that we saw no serious falls or collisions in our whole trip, although we 
have every other time. The only police presence are officers sitting in booths at the largest intersections, 
keeping a bored eye on the traffic. They do nothing except watch out for tourists like ourselves. If you 
are a foreigner and make even the slightest mistake while passing through their intersection, they jump 
on their scooters, chase you down, scold you, ask for your license, and extract the 50000 rupiah bribe 
you are advised to tuck inside for this purpose. The only alternative is to pretend to burst into tears 
and embarrass the hell out of them as Michelle did once. Most of the normal police are very nice, but 
there are many Javanese cops who tend to be stuffed shirts, bulging out of their tight uniforms, corrupt 
as hell and looking for bribes. 


Despite all this, the scenery is breathtaking, although you have to try and stop to take it in. 
Once clear of the urban areas the paddies merge, palm groves and gardens of flowers (necessary for 
offerings), small villages and isolated huts and temples vie for attention. Mount Agung, nearly 100k away, 
looms on the horizon, totally unlike anything in Australia. The paddies are fascinating in themselves. 
All stages of rice cultivation are happening at once, from the nursery seedlings, which grow in small 
corner patches and look as fresh and even as a putting green, to the nodding heads ready to harvest. 
Where possible they use mechanised cultivators, usually hand guided tractor barrows, but often the 
terraces are too steep or the fields are too remote or surrounded by palm trunks to get these in, so they 
still do a lot of hand tilling. All harvesting is still done by hand, using a sickle. Mostly they cultivate 
modern strains of rice, that mature in 6 months, bred from Chinese rice crossed with the local variety, 
but they still cultivate some heirloom Bali rice in isolated corners of their fields, grown out of phase with 
the rest to prevent cross breeding. They use this for their ceremonies. 


One problem with rice is birds, and they use several strategies to deal with them. Not many 
scarecrows, for some reason. Usually they string lines across the paddies, and hang plastic bags and flags 
from them. Often you see a farmer out in his field yanking on the lines to shake the flags. In one field I 
saw a farmer sheltering in a small tin shed in the middle. Every now and then he would emerge and pull 
on strings leading to sheets of corrugated iron on poles around the edge. The strings lifted rocks which 
banged on the sheets, which scared the birds away very well. 


Along the way we saw a number of ogoh-ogoh, the paper monsters, although Michelle didn't 
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want to stop so I didn't take many pictures. The ones we saw as we pulled into Ubud were particularly 
fine, although in general, other the following days, we noticed that the ones from outlying areas tended 
to be more nightmarish and ghastly, if less finished. 


[3] 


We were heading for Ubud, an inland village which has become a tourist attraction because of 
it’s artistic heritage. Ubud itself has long been famous for it’s painting and wood carving, and the nearby 
villages specialise in silver jewelry and stone carving. Australian artist Donald Friend used to live there, 
studying the local art and painting an endless series of studies of naked boys bathing because he was 
a notorious whoopsie. Actually, to his credit, he is said to have refrained from interfering with them, 
and requested that his similarly inclined visitors did the same. He is largely responsible for spreading 
the fame of Bali and especially Ubud to the world at large. Michelle has watched the place grow from a 
regular village with a few hotels on the main street nearly 20 years ago, to a bustling town with dozens 
of hotels and far too many tatty shops now. Not that we can complain, we need and appreciate the 
facilities, like net cafes and decent beds for people taller then 5 feet. there are an especial number of 
young Japanese tourists there, and German students doing their wanderjahr. 


Whenever in Ubud we stay at Chandra Asri, a small, cheap but very nice hotel with separate 
rooms, run by Nyuman and Madam Ketut. The local Manuel, Ketut, has become a good friend. I should 
explain about names at this point. [6]Balinese names are rather common, and mostly signify what order 
you were born in. Nyuman means third born, and Ketut means fourth. Historically Balinese were very 
insular and rarely travelled more than a few miles from their village, so it wasn’t an issue, but nowadays 
there are so many Made’s and Ketut’s and Ayu's it becomes very confusing. 


Just after arriving I almost stepped on a snake. I kicked off my sandals and walked up the short 
path to the edge of the closest rice padi. Looking down I realised I was just about to tread on a small 
green snake frantically wiggling across the concrete path. Luckily it was just a ”rice snake”, which has 
stripes. The plain green tree snakes are the dangerous ones, apparently. 


We settled down on the balcony with a nice view of the padi and had a chat with Ketut about 
the coming festivities. He mostly lives with his wives family in Ubud now, but he came from a small 
village about 20K from the summit of Kintomani, the large caldera volcano in the centre of Bali, and he 
will be returning there for Nyepi ceremonies. Mainly because there is another ceremony following Nyepi, 
one on a 30 year cycle, which he will be participating in. 50 men will take part, and it involves him 
sacrificing a large number of animals including some oxen, 5 colours of chicken, ducks, geese, goats and 
even dogs. Also a lot of coconuts, which from the sounds of it are necessary for almost all ceremonies. I 
remember the first time I went to Bali, we first discovered this hotel. Ketut wasn’t married yet, and was 
frantically saving up for the large coconut sacrifice required for marriage. At least they could be eaten - 
these animals will be sacrificed on a beach with a large ceremonial sword and then left for the surf. 


[7] [2339496755_5b95963ed7_m.jpg] This is Ketut. In a week this guy 
will be chopping the head off a cow with a sword the size of a banana 
leaf. 


He explained that it was okay for us as foreigners to have food during Nyepi day, but nothing cooked, 
and we couldn’t walk on the main road. No external lights, but inside was okay. No music, and no noise. 
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There are religious police, Pecalangs, men from the local banjar, patrolling the village to keep these rules 
enforced and to prevent thieves taking advantage of the peace and darkness. The Pecalang apparently 
take part in a special ceremony where they drink a potion which makes them invisible to demons! He 
advised us that the Ogoh-ogoh would begin the next day at around 2PM. 


While Michelle checked out the shops I wandered around the village checking out the Ogoh waiting 
in the temples. I heard gamelan coming from near the Palace at the top of the village, and found a series 
of dump trucks loaded with people. It was the local Melasti procession, about to travel down to a beach 
somewhere. Actually I didn’t know this, so I started out following them, recording the music and traffic 
sounds. 


The ceremonies continued all day. Later in the evening we had dinner in a warung down the road 
from our hotel, and heard the gamelan start again, playing very slow and mysterious music, often just a 
ringing bell and chanting from the temple. While cars and bikes continued to drive up and down the main 
road between them, the gamelan played in the large banjar, and the priest conducted the ceremony in 
the temple across the road. Bats flitted around the streetlights like giant moths. Later still the wooden 
drums started, single sudden strokes clonking out across the fields, while a stream of locals in white 
poured up the main road to the large temple next to the Palace. 


. http: //flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2339404653/in/set-72157604140066881/ 


. http://flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2340242110/in/set-72157604140066881/ 


. http://flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2339414051/in/set-72157604140066881/ 


. http://flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2340255910/in/set-72157604140066881 
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. http://flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2339496755/ 
. http: //flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2340293354/in/set-72157604140066881/ 
. http: //flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2340302570/in/set-72157604140066881/ 


10. http://flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2339478817/in/set-72157604140066881 
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7.3.9 Bali 6/3/2008 - Ogoh-ogoh day (2008-03-22 13:43) 


[1]JOgoh-ogoh day. I don’t know if that is what this day is actually called, but today is the ogoh-ogoh 
ceremony and that is what we called it. 


We left early, driving north-east in search of ogoh. Once we left Ubud the morning scenery was 
captivating. Padi fields swept right to the road like waterlogged lawns, groves of oil palms and coconuts, 
patches of red dotted chili bushes and yellow spotted beds of marigolds. 


But we were hunting monsters. Ogoh-ogoh are large figures made from paper mache or foam 
over frames made from bamboo, wood, chicken wire and wicker. They represent demonic figures from the 
underworld, often taking forms recognisable from pop culture, or caricatures of westerners or politicians. 
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On this day they hold a ceremony in the evening where they lash them to large bamboo frames, carry 
them around the villages, shake them, rush them here and there and generally animate them, and this 
is meant to convey the impression that a larger, fiercer and more powerful army of demons and spirits 
has invaded Bali and is muscling in on the territory of the local djinns and efrites. These, scared by the 
colourful new monsters, fly away offshore and regroup. When they return the next day, on Nyepi day 
itself, they find that Bali is now totally deserted. No smoke from fires, no people walking the streets, 
and the only conclusion left is that the army of super demons has eaten every soul and there is now no 
reason for a self respecting regular demon to bother with the place. So they obligingly fly away into 
the sunset, to bother some other island with less enlightened population, and in this way the Balinese 
effectively clear out the demons for another year. 


That's one of the stories. Another is that ogoh are just meant to represent the demons them- 
selves, and building them and putting on the display is meant to show the Balinese lack of fear of the 
demonic influences. What we saw suggests that, on top of this, ogoh-ogoh are pure awesome, the locals 
love to build them and the kids love to see them. 


We found ogoh in every village. 


Some villages had only one, others had 3 or 4. Some were traditional monsters, Barong or Reng- 
dar, while others were weird postmodern things with mobile phones and syringes in their hands, and 
others were deeply disturbing nightmare images dragged up out of someone's personal hell. Some were 
set up in a banjar, which is the word for both a common space with a raised floor and roof used for a lot 
of social functions, and the mens group which builds and uses the banjar structure for various purposes. 
Some were surrounded by crowds, others were seemingly abandoned. There were kids ogoh, made by 
small hands, and highly finished adult ogoh with lights and sound effects. There were commonalities. 
Usually they were in a dynamic pose, with a foot raised for stomping, and a lot were flying, very 
dreamlike, caught in bullet-time poses attacking each other or falling from the sky. The colours were all 
maximum hideous. 


I particularly loved [2]this one, a rock dude with skater hair and Green Day tie and white lace- 
ups. [3]This one is definitely the creepiest - what's it meant to represent? It looks like a skinned rabbit 
wrapped in a sheet. [4]This one is a total caricature of a tourist, with his red skin, tacky gold jewelry, 
beer and ciggie, hairy eyebrows and under-arms, and plugged ears. 


The local children were often hanging around, they were very interested in seeing the photos of 
their neighbors ogoh and getting into shot when I photographed their own ogoh so the kids in the next 
town would see them. 


After passing through nearby villages Penestanan and Singekerta, we looped back to Ubud. Near 
the bottom of Monkey Forest road we passed these Tom and Jerry ogoh-ogoh. In general the Ubud 
ogoh-ogoh were better constructed and wittier, but we did like the rural ones which were more obviously 
hand made. The Ubud ones employed foam and rubber and more colours, while the ones in more isolated 
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villages still used paper over basket and had weirder features. 


Leaving Ubud again we headed north-west this time, up the road to Kintomani. This road passes 
through poorer regions, full of small workshops and stretched out villages balancing on the ridge the 
road passed along. Like a lot of Bali the terrain here is linear. The land slopes away from the volcanoes 
and rivers carve it into parallel ridges and gullies. The roads follow the ridges, and two villages on 
adjacent ridges might be able to see each other but have 100 kilometres of road between them, up or 
down to the next river crossing. The workshops seem to specialise from place to place. Here we saw 
mostly wood carving, and quite a bit of bone carving. The new carved cow skulls were everywhere, also 
the traditional carved femurs and soup bones were in many of the shop windows. The higher we went, 
the weirder the merchandise got. At one point there were ranks of Santa gnomes drying in the sun, 
while legions of Pinnochio puppets dangled from the rafters. I wish there were Santa Ogoh! 


Further up in the foothills we stopped for a coke and a smoke at a warung. The old lady inside 
could barely walk. I took some shots of her stock, strange antique ointments and pomades lined the 
shelves. Outside a poster caught my attention, a cigarette advert featuring the most cyber iconography 
I’ve seen in a decade. 


Along the road was a region called Tegallalang which has a famous gully full of rice terraces fac- 
ing the road, a common stop for coaches full of tourists. This means there are zombies in the region - 
locals bearing carved wood and toys who seem to come from nowhere when you stop, they just appear 
exactly like in a horror movie. They shamble slowly towards you holding out their wares, and most 
disturbing of all, they make a kind of moaning, begging sound. 
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One man in this crowd spoke a little english. he had several carved soup bones. I tried to explain to 
him that we couldn't take them back to Australia, because of customs and the risk of disease. He asked 
bitterly "Then what can we make for you Aussies?” Good question. Throughout Bali we saw the same 
tourist tatt repeated over and over - baskets, wicker work place mats, counterfeit watches, silver rings 
and pendants, T-shirts and shorts. It was incredibly hard to dig through these mountains of crap and 
find the few lovely things, like silver pens. Of course supply follows demand, and most of the tourists 
stay in Nusa Dua or Kuta and only buy the counterfeit brands available in bulk there. One of the most 
disturbing things we saw this time was the Polo Ralph Lauren shops, strange pure white cubes of light 
dotted along the roads both in Kuta and Ubud, often within sight of each other, selling identical stacks 
of primary coloured polo shirts. Middle aged Jap tourists are mainly to blame for that one. 


Here is a good example of Ogoh construction. The neck stump of the headless ogoh-ogoh shows 
the traditional internal structure, and the kids are spray painting a Barong style head made from foam. 


[18] 


It was getting close to midday, so we turned around and headed for Ubud. We thought the cere- 
mony would start around 2PM, and we anted to park the car in a safe place, because the roads had to 
be cleared. In the end we spent a lot of time waiting, because the main festivities didn’t start until 6. 


While waiting we watched the other tourists, watching us. One interesting thing was, the yoga 
people were in hiding. A yoga studio has recently set up along the road, and a vegetarian cafe also which 
catered mostly to the yoga students, although how they broke even I do not know as they seemed to 
subsist mostly on pranah and superiority. We found them pretty cold, sitting cross legged on their stools 
staring at us as we passed, seemingly calculating exactly how unfit and unpretty we were compared to 
themselves. They wore hemp hippy pants with the waistband turned down, and it seems they were so 
enlightened that they disdained to notice the ogoh-ogoh at all because they vanished. Perhaps they were 
scared away... 


As the afternoon wore away the villagers prepared slowly. One by one they carried out the mon- 
sters, now lashed to square rafts of bamboo for carrying. They started to line them up, running in 
size order down the street outside the temple. A couple of very young children had what must be the 
smallest ogoh-ogoh ever. 


This was duly placed at the front of the procession. More and more ogoh were carried into posi- 
tion. The gangs carrying them sometimes had T-shirts with the names of sponsors, local clubs or 
cigarette brands. The younger boys had their faces painted and hair done in punk styles. The girls 
appeared, finally - ogoh-ogoh seems to be a male-only institution, but the girls formed a torch-bearing 
mob to lead the way. The priest and his homies brought out a portable altar and blessed the procession. 


And then, finally, shambolically, with no signal we could hear, the procession started. It started 
mainly when several groups of the younger boys picked up their ogoh, then put them back down again. 
Gradually the groups holding their ogoh up outnumbered the ones still on the ground, and the gamelan 
started to play. I think they were waiting for sunset, and it was quite cloudy and hard to tell. 


The ogoh-ogoh began to move. Their bearers shook them, pumped the platforms up and down 
so the frames would flex and the outstretched claw-tipped arms would flail. Some of the ogoh seemed to 
be sprung to make them more animated. They were extremely strong to take the punishment. The big 
ones were so tall that guys with long poles had to run before them propping up the overhead wires to 
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let them through. Small boys rode their platforms to stabilise them. Flares were lit, bathed in hellish 
red light, the monsters started to turn on each other. There were fights: 


It was the most incredibly awesome thing I have ever seen in my entire life. I can’t think of 
anything to match it. Having stood up and dehydrated for several hours beforehand might have 
enhanced the spectacle somewhat. It was delirious, insane. Giant monsters lit by torches roaming the 
streets with flashing eyes, hideous nightmares with things bursting out of their bellies, atonal alien music 
banging out from al directions. Distant reports of fire crackers, the thudding of the wooden bells in the 
temples, all combined into a fever dream of weirdness. 


We couldn’t take it anymore. The procession turned up a side street, we knew it would go back 
up the hill on a parallel road, and then return down Jalan Hanoman to the Monkey Forest, a small patch 
of jungle at the bottom of the village. There they would burn the ogoh in the old Hindu cemetery. We 
took the opportunity for a quick bite before they returned. 


When the procession finally hove into view an hour later, it was worn out. The younger boys 
followed their ogoh, carried by their fathers now, hoarsely chanting football slogans. They wearily 
carried their monsters past the turnoff and further down the hill towards the spooky haunted Monkey 
forest. Michelle was a bit nervous, she was bitten by a monkey once, but some locals told her they were 
all sleeping at this time of night. 


In a clearing stood several concentric circles of little headstones, most incised with swastikas. 
The teams dropped their ogoh, patiently untied and removed the thick bamboo platforms, tipped the 
monsters off, then built a fire and burnt them. It was quite anticlimactic. 


There was no ceremony, no big deal, they were just disposing of them. In fact, we saw dozens of 
ogoh-ogoh by the sides of the roads in the following days, so it may be the Ubud teams were burning 
theirs because we the tourists expected it. They didn’t burn all of their ogoh either, some were saved 
on the local soccer field for days afterwards, by which time they were so damaged from kids playing on 
them they burnt them too. 


We collected the car and drove back to the hotel. Kids were letting off firecrackers everywhere, 
and the wooden bells were thudding randomly across the countryside. These are essentially the same as 
wooden signal drums in Tarzan movies, only hung vertically in towers in the temples. They send out 
single pulses of sound which carry for miles. 


[19] 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/tags/ogohogoh/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2343420942/in/set-72157604189943486/ 
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7.3.10 Bali 7/3/2008 - Nyepi Day (2008-03-22 14:34) 


Nyepi day, the day of silence. No traffic, no bikes or cars, no fires. All I could hear was roosters, rice 
birds, distant children. We emerged to find a thermos of hot water and some fruit left on the balcony. 
Westerners are allowed to break the fast but not allowed out on the roads. Nyuman and Madam Ketut's 
children played cards quietly in the courtyard. 


I peeked cautiously from the entrance to the path which leads to the hotel. The road was completely 
deserted of humans. Several dogs wandered past, comfortable, not spooked in the least, obviously used 
to Nyepi and happy to have the freedom to lie down and roll on the warm asphalt. The brook running 
from the rice padi down it's little channel seemed louder. I watched it, hypnotized. An endless procession 
of rubbish floated past, especially the palm leaf trays for offerings. 


We spent most of the day reading on the balcony of our room, listening to the silence. Occasionally 
people wandered by, neighbors checking in. Sometimes they surreptitiously knocked on the side door of 
Nyumans warung and bought some cigarettes. His family weren’t fasting either, they didn’t cook but 
they ate junk food, biscuits and crisps. But the prohibition against motor traffic and outside lights was 
kept almost completely. 


They were enforced by the Pecalang, religious police, who I was told consume a magic potion which 


renders them invisible to demons so they are permitted to wander the village, making sure people obey 
the Nyepi rules and also keeping an eye out for thieves taking advantage of the day. 


575 


Around midday 1 did hear an approaching engine, and rushed to investigate. It turned out t be two 
scooters. One carried a man and woman, the other a pair of Pecalang. Either one of the civilians was 
sick and being escorted to the doctor, or they had gone for a spin and were caught and being escorted 
back home. 


At one point I looked up and caught a snake twined around the offerings resting on an nearby wall, 
probably waiting for some rice birds to come for the cooked rice. By the time I found my camera it had 
disappeared. Later, when Madam Ketut walked past, I (quietly) told her about the snake. She looked 
up and pointed it out, coiled around a nearby bunch of bananas on the other side of the rill. Of course, 
I realized, rice snakes can swim. 


Later in the evening, a tropical storm poured down. The path was flooded, the drainage channel rose 
to it’s rim, turned brown with mud. The clouds moved on, Madam Ketut emerged with a bucket and 
sluiced down the steps. In the padi fields the farmer appeared, tugging on his lines to wave the flags that 
keep the birds away. The grain is almost ready to harvest. 


[2] 
In the evening the darkness was almost complete. The only light leaked from shuttered windows, even 
the streetlights were switched off. The contrast with the previous day couldn’t be greater. Michelle had 
been quite apprehensive of spending a day in boredom and frustration confined to quarters, but we both 
found it very refreshing. I wish we did the same thing for our customary holidays. 


[3] 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2345524971/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2346392802/ 
3. : 


http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2345620911/ 


7.3.11 Internet filtering and what to do about it (2008-03-24 19:59) 


Recently, after we returned from Bali, I noticed that some of my favourite websites were offline. [2]Grey- 
lodge was innaccessible, as was [3]Alterati, a sister site. They provide a lot of torrents of interesting 
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documentaries and rare and fascinating stuff. Note that not only couldn't I browse them, but pings 
vanished and were never seen again. 


But then, today I idly tried their addresses using a web proxy, and lo and behold, they were still online! 
This obviously meant that my internet provider, [4]Pacific.net, was filtering them. 


I don’t remember them every telling me they were planning to do this, and I certainly don’t agree 
with this shit, especially since they aren’t filtering The Pirate Bay or the other major torrent sites. It 
suggests their problem is more with the contents of Greylodge’s material rather than the bandwidth costs. 
That doesn’t make it alright, I pay for the bandwidth in the first place so I have a moral right to use it 
for whatever I chose. 


So, anyway, in this image you an see on the left Safari displaying the problem, and on the right Firefox 
displaying the solution. I downloaded and installed [5]/Tor, The Onion Router. It’s meant to provide 
anonymity for whistle-blowers to talk to journalists, or for people in China to browse sites blocked by 
the Great Firewall, and it works pretty good for my purposes too. Once you install and run Tor, you 
add |6]Torbutton to your Firefox extensions, and then Firefox farms off all requests to a network of Tor 
relays, who pass it along for several random hops before one of them retrieves the page for you, passes it 
back up the chain, and it slips past your net filter and into your browser. 


Of course it is slower than straight forward browsing, but until I can change to a more honest and 
decent internet provider (which I will do ASAP), it works for the blocked sites. And, might I just add, 
Tor was coded by some of the dreamiest looking hackers I’ve ever laid eyes upon. I mean, just look at 
these guys! 


http://www.torproject.org/ 
http://addons.mozilla.org/firefox/addon/2275 
http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2356767557/ 
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prof_null (2008-03-24 09:39:31) 
Cool, thanks! Must try that. 
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7.4 April 


7.4.1 Bali 8/3/2008 (2008-04-01 08:20) 


Nyepi day was the climax of our holiday. Everything after that was a comedown. 


On the 8th we shlebbed around Ubud, shopping and sweltering in the massive heat. I picked up some 
gifts for the folks back home, including a massive bronze an which looked exactly like the Zlanti Missfit 
from the Outer Limits episode. Also another lontar book, and some puppets and other things for my 
niece and nephew. 


If you know me you know I hate shopping. Bali is in some ways a hell for me in that shopping is 
deeply embedded in the tourist experience. Michelle loves shopping. She loves wandering slowly from 
shop to shop looking at stuff. I like to go right to the source of something I need and get it quickly and 
efficiently. If I have to wander somewhere it should be an art gallery or forest. The only exception to this 
is street markets, which are like galleries of ideas for me. Still, I don’t like t linger in the retail experience. 


But shopping is also deeply embedded in the Balinese lifestyle. The ubiquitous warungs are a good 
example. Even the smallest village will have a dozen tiny stalls selling a few bunches of bananas, a coupe 
of open packets of cigarettes, some tiny sachettes of coffee and powdered drink mix, and such household 
necessities as fly papers and sewing machine oil. Drink sellers with huge baskets balanced on their heads, 
full of mucky water bottles containing lurid strong cordials and coffee essences, walk down the streets, 
taping on a glass bottle to announce their presence. Carts and bicycles carry small charcoal stoves cook- 
ing meatball soup, bakso, and chicken soup, soto ayam. Everyone eats out, nobody carries lunch from 
home. 


So I shouldn’t feel as proud as I do that our visit to Bali included the worlds best totally enforced 
[1]Buy Nothing Day. But it was sweet! It’s such a contrast now to see Easter in Sydney, with pubs open 
on Good Friday and Easter Sunday, with only a token late start as a last remnant of the days when 
everything closed down for the holiday. 


After touring the main streets I tried one of the side roads, a parallel village street running along the east 
side. Just a few hundred metres from the tourists, the locals lived in relative isolation. Wattle and daub 
houses, mud over chicken wire, chickens walking, many small sewing shops and workshops, not making 
artifacts and tourist trinkets so much as clothes and homewares for the locals. Most of the tatt is trucked 
in from villages which specialize in making it in bulk. 


A storm was brewing. Tropical storms are awesome, huge towers of cloud that soar up and up like 
a nuclear bomb mushroom cloud, but much larger. You can see exactly how the hot, wet air from ground 
level has punched a hole in the stratosphere and is now surging upwards like a drop of milk sinking in 
a glass of water. Its deceptive, because they are so much larger than our local storms, they can loom 
over you but still be hundreds of miles away. I was sure it was about to drop gallons of water on me so I 
hurried back to the hotel, but it hardly rained at all that day. 


After lazing around on our balcony all afternoon we visited the Lotus Cafe for dinner. This was once the 
only good restaurant in Ubud, a famous institution, and it’s still one of the best. The owner seems to be a 
worried dutch guy, constantly fussing and micro-managing the staff. It was built partly into the grounds 
of a temple, Pura Saraswati, so they can’t serve anything with beef. I had lamb kofta with flat bread. A 
party of noisy northern italians (speaking Italian, looking German) at a nearby table competed with the 
performance outside the temple gates, a rapid runthrough of the local dances and gamelan music. 
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7.4.2 Bali 9/3/2008 Sunday (2008-04-01 10:33) 


We planned on driving today, which is mostly what we did. 


Ketut was back from his village, very tired after all the slaughter and not enough sleep. We 
gave him some of the Nescafe coffee mix sachettes, which I think he took mainly to be polite. The local 
coffee, Kopi Bali, is much stronger. They put finely ground coffee like Turkish coffee into a glass and 
pour the water on. If you want to get really wired you can skull the grounds. He pointed out some nice 
places to visit mainly to the north of Ubud. 


We drove up a long loop of road that followed a ridge for several K until the intervening gully 
shrank small enough for a bridge. There were a surprising number of villas, rich dwellings with walls and 
security gates. The passing green, like driving through a giant salad, is intoxicating. I keep fantasizing 
about how to get the water back home, how to catch and store it. It seems such a waste to see the 
gushing rivers and canals flowing free, and no dams or weirs. It seems so alien to be in a landscape 
where getting rid of the water quickly is much more of a problem than coming by it in the first place. 
The soil is red and dense, sticky like plum pudding. I quickly built up clods of the stuff on my sandals 
when I stepped out to shoot the scenery. 


I watched a man in the top of a coconut palm, pulling off the dead leaves and collecting a few 
nuts for his trouble. He didn’t have any harness. 


At one point I walked out along a berm in between two paddies, and realised the rice stalks 
were moving all around me. Ducks, bebek, were charging invisibly through the fields, vacuuming up the 
slugs and bugs, the ultimate green pest control, turning crawlies into delicious dark meat. 


Further on, the road ran along an embankment above some small paddies, and I shot footage of 
a man smoothing out the mud before planting a new crop. he had driven his hoe into the stalk of a 
banana plant as a makeshift cultivator. 


After we had our fill of greenery we returned to Ubud, then turned North again, up the road to 
Kendaran. There are still dozens of ogoh-ogoh propped up in the village squares. It looks like burning 
them is entirely optional. The roadside displays of handicrafts changed as we passed, from carved wood 
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to woven basketry to a town of bone carvers. They had stacks of cow skulls, elaborately filigreed with a 
Dremel drill and then buried n manure to age them. There were signs saying "Deer - Cow - Mammoth” 
which surprised me, but Michelle explained that they often call elephants "mammotb”. 


Michelle is an excellent driver, and seemed pretty relaxed. I was getting the hang of navigating 
by this point. The trick is to learn how to compare distances travelled with distances on the map. 
Because there are no signs, and intersections might show two large roads meeting when actually it's a 
footpath meeting a highway, you need to be able to estimate exactly when you should be arriving at the 
next waypoint. This helps with backtracking too, which we needed to do often. Not that we mind, it 
always reveals more details we missed first time by. The only real problem was the gearbox on the little 
Katana, which is far too small and sloppy, or the pivot point of the lever is too high. Either way, Mich 
often had to deal with stalling halfway up a steep hill because she tried to change into 1st and hit 3rd 
instead. 


After returning to Ubud for lunch, we headed out, East this time, headed for Klungkung. The 
maps often call this small city Semarapura, because there are dozens of Klungkungs around Bali, 
especially in the same quarter as the city Klungkung. They like to reuse their place names, like their 
person names. It didn’t used to matter when a person rarely travelled more than a dozen miles from the 
village of his birth. 


First we passed through Gianyar, another small city, which we hadn’t realised was so large. Just 
past Gianyar we noticed a curious gathering of thousands of men in a large soccer field. There were 
dozens of soldiers in green fatigues and some braided generals or colonels as well. The civilians were 
all in ceremonial garb, sarong, headscarf and collarless white shirts. I thought it might be a political 
uprising, but then just down the road we passed a coffin. It was a giant white bull on a gilded platform, 
abut 3 stories tall. Balinese hindu cremations always involve these paper mache coffins, which can also 
take the form of coiled snakes, elephant fish and eagles. I think these are the totem animals of the 4 
Balinese castes, and wouldn’t be surprised if the bull coffin was reserved from a Brahmin funeral. 


We arrived in Klungkung. As a small ”city”, the centre of town consisted of two major roads 
crossing, lined with 3 story buildings. We parked and stepped out into particularly airless and humid 
climate, protected from the cleansing breezes by the construction. Each tenement was supported by 
a ground floor of shops, fascinating SE asian shops. Flocks of swallows span between the buildings, 
feasting on heat-dazed insects. 


Michelle dove right in, looking for her loud print fabrics and sundries for her dresses. I mooched 
around for awhile, and then started digging for stationary. Just looking at these places, I could smell it. 
I knew that out the back of these shops lay storerooms full of mouldering war-era stationary, typewriter 
ribbons, bottles of ink, nibs, and ancient journals of fine rag paper from the time when such things were 
widely available as standard office supplies. I love computers, but for some reason I’m obsessed with 
the technology they supplanted, such as Kurta calculators and those mechanical number stamps which 
advance one digit each time you use them. I knew they were holding this stuff, because of subtle clues 
- in shops one often saw such a ledger in use to record sales, or you might notice that the tags in a 
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souvenir shop were obviously hand written with a broad-nib fountain pen. But, I also knew it would 
be almost impossible to get to the good stuff, because of the weird communication barrier. There is a 
strange misunderstanding which makes it almost impossible to explain to the locals that you actually 
want something old and worn in preference to something new and shiny. It’s understandable when you 
realise that, being poor and frugal, they have to make do with what they can afford, and they themselves 
dislike the musty old gear they struggle with every day. If you have to use a smelly and dangerous old 
kerosene lantern for light because your village hasn’t been electrified yet, you would shake your head 
at the ignorant foreign dilettante looking to buy one in your shop. You would also point out the fine 
selection of Taiwanese battery lanterns in lurid plastic colours and, should a fine old turned brass mining 
lamp accidentally be left on display, unhook it and take it away out the back where the horrible old 
antiques are kept, despite the protestations of the crazy gaijin. 


Add to this the fact that Klungkung is far off the tourist trail, so they know absolutely no en- 
glish. Luckily I found a basic Balinese/English dictionary in a school supply shop, but it didn’t help. 
Knowing the correct word for "ink pen” doesn’t make them think you are any less of a loony for wanting 
such a thing. 


After wandering around and making thorough fools of ourselves, we had enough and headed back 
to Ubud. Looking back as we drove up the hill above town we realised we could see all the way across 
the Badung strait to Nusa Penida, the island beloved of surfers. We passed some villagers bathing in a 
roadside ditch, once a common sight. 


That night we had dinner in one of the other nice restaurants which sprang up to compete with 
the Lotus. I decided to try the crispy duck, a legendary dish one often sees advertised as the special 
de jour. I thought it might be like roast turkey, with crispy skin, but no. It was a quarter of duck, 
dry roasted until it entirely resembled the tip of the wing of a barbecued chicken. It was like eating an 
Egyptian mummy. 


= 


L. etp: //uv. flickr. con/photos/mattspong/2346987327/im/set-72157604263979397/] 
2. http://wwu Flickr .con/photos/mattspong/2347786022/in/set-72157604283979397/] 
3. http://w. Flickr .con/photos/uat tspong/2647685002/in/set~72157604263979397 | 
4, http://www flickr con/photos/nat tepong/2347112106//in/set72157604263979897/| 
5. http://www flickr .con/photos/uat tspong/2847965250/in/ set72157604263979397/| 
6. A š i = 


ttp://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2347933888/in/set-72157604263979397/ 


BYE TET ETE 


richgoth (2008-04-01 10:50:30) 
I should have asked you to find me some 35 % cotton onion skin paper -its a long story 


7.4.3 Bali 10/3/2008 (2008-04-01 12:34) 

It was our last day in Ubud. 

Ketut brought breakfast, a bowl of fruit salad and a banana pancake. Not bad, included in the 
hotel price for a total of 75000 rupiah a day, which is about $9. 

I gave him some extra cash in a cigarette pack. Nyuman does very well for himself with the ho- 
tel, now largely populated by yoga aficionados from the local school, and his family is well off, but Ketut 


does most of the real work, and has to commute such long distances. 


It was sad to leave, but we had a villa booked in Seminyak, near Kerobokan where stupid old 
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Schapelle languishes. Apparently you can actually get in to see her, as long as you bring some supplies 
to give her and a suitable bribe for the guards. 


A last wander around beautiful Ubud, including a visit to the monkeys in the Monkey Forest 
down the bottom of the village. These little guys have a reputation for being thugs, so I kept my 
distance. 


Then we fired up the jeep and hit the road. plotted a course south, avoiding Denpassar (which 
Michelle fears) and heading for a coastal highway called the Ngurah Rai By Pass, which seems intended 
to link Denpassar with the port at Padangbai to the east and the airport to the south. 


We moved fairly quickly at first. After the green lushness around Ubud we soon entered the 
dusty industrial villages which swirl around Denpassar, the Bali equivalent of the western suburbs 
of most Australian cities. Everything was made from grey cement (which is called semen, to our 
amusement, watching giant trucks full of SEMEN passing by) and very messy, plenty of trash choking 
the byways. 


The Bypass itself was a nightmare. It was a four lane highway, but the lanes were just sugges- 
tions, or at least the other drivers thought so. We tried to keep in the outer lane, but found that many 
large vehicles tried to pass us on the verge, kicking up lots of gravel. In the end we drove mostly down 
the centre line, where they could pass us on whichever side they chose. It was ”Tetris for keeps” as a wise 
man once said. On our left were the mangroves, thick jungles much larger than the Australian variety. 
There seemed to be villages built on stilts over the water, rickety buildings with bright red tile roofs. 
The swamps have been filled in in places, for industrial parks, the major power station which must be oil 
fired, there was no coal infrastructure and being right on the bay they could get oil from tankers. (My 
father was an engineer for Pacific Power, so I notice these things). There was a lot of new building going 
on, with major machinery, things Michelle never saw in Bali before, post hole diggers and pile drivers 
and the like. The work gangs were still the same, mostly women, balancing large pans of blue metal on 
their heads. They al seem to like wrapping t-shirts around their heads, my theory is it overheats their 
brains and induces a state of heat stroke which numbs the pain of the job. 


To make things worse, I made a navigation error. I thought our destination was below the air- 
port and Kuta, when it was north east, so we missed the turnoff. We had to pass the airport, double 
back down streets completely choked with the thick midday traffic rushing home for siesta or to avoid 
the daily downpour, and rejoin the highway of Death heading north. 


Finally we reached [1]Dyna Villas. We had booked a 2 bedroom villa for the pool, but luckily 
for us they had upgraded us for free to a 3 bedroom villa with a larger pool. The villas are beautiful 
open-plan living spaces with enclosed air-conditioned bedrooms and surprisingly good kitchens. The 
bedrooms are spaced out around the compounds, making completely separate living quarters. The first 
thing we did once we checked in and the staff left was to strip off and dive into the pool. It was bliss! 
Especially as we needed the exposure to chlorine to correct our skin flora balance. Every time I go to 
asia I get some kind of skin problem, and it was starting to arise before we fixed it by swimming in 
chlorinated water. Usually I get heat rashes and jock itch but this time all I seem to have suffered after 
we returned home was a bit of acne on my forehead. It’s unavoidable, part of traveling, being exposed 
to foreign bacteria and fungi in the air, spores and splashes from puddles. 


We had a late lunch at a seedy hotel down the road, where over-tanned mutton dressed in lamb 
bikinis swam slow laps in a warm looking pool, and a fat european man in a wheelchair got maudlin 
drunk on beer and made the bar staff play a tape of sinister French holiday music with lots of accordion. 
You could smell the presence of drugs and weird sex. After we escaped we visited the Bintang 
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supermarket to lay in some supplies for the kitchen, including some cheese! Real cheese, not the Pizza 
Hut plastic you find everywhere else. 


The rest of the evening passed in a daze, soaking in the glorious pool and watching a pirate 
DVD of Pirates of the Carribean in the media room. 


1. http://www.balidyanavillas.com/villa.htm 


richgoth (2008-04-01 10:55:17) 

A fat european man in a wheelchair got maudlin drunk on beer and made the bar staff play a tape of sinister 
French holiday music with lots of accordion. Heheh...maybe he was a hitman in a previous life but caught a bullet 
in the back on his last job? 


carbonunit (2008-04-01 11:05:58) 

I love it! A pensioned French hitman on permanent vacation. He had a younger guy with him who brought the 
beers and paid the bill and pushed his chair, obviously his minder to make sure he didn't drop any intel to nosy 
reporters researching the death of his victims. Waiting to knife him in the back when instruction comes from the 


gouvernement. 


richgoth (2008-04-07 08:44:34) 
I noticed my local coles now has a sign up prohibiting filming or photography! Only noticed afteri watched this 
LOL 


7.4.4 Bali 11/3/2008 (2008-04-01 14:27) 


It's the last full day we have the car, so we feel we need to use it. Neither of us has been down into 
Badung, the large pendulent lump which hangs below the man mass of Bali by a thin isthmus or bomb- 
ora or whatever, the flat neck of land where Kuta and the airport are situated. We decided to head for 
Uluwatu, to see the famous temple on top of the cliffs. 


In the morning the villa staff came and a strangely giggly girl made us breakfast, bacon and eggs. 
She also made us french toast, although this turned out to be toasted French bread. The pool cleaner 
had a mustache. 


Once again we drove the dangerous Ngurah Rai, down past the airport, and further South. We turned off 
to have a look at Udayana University. It wasn’t impressive. The campus mainly consisted of paddocks, 
strangely Australia looking paddocks, with sedimentary rocks and pale soil with gravel in it. The roads 
were very badly kept, as bad as we ever saw them, and the villages were obviously mostly student share 
accommodation, very poorly kept and run down. All together, it had the atmosphere of an abandoned 
bomb testing range, with more live dogs and even a few humans wandering listlessly around. Even the 
poorest village in the rest of the island is constantly swept, with those bundle-of-sticks stoop brooms 
they favour, but not here. Uni students, lazy everywhere. The actual facilities were widely separated 
buildings clearly sign-posted as the department of animal management or agriculture or other practical 
subjects, very backward and run down, and it explained why most wealthy Balinese send their kids to 
Australia or Singapore for their education. 


Most of Badang was geologically quite different to the main island, enough that I wouldn’t be surprised 
if it was much older than the rest. It might actually be an isolated chunk of Australia which crumbled off 
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the edge of the continental shelf, which runs almost all the way up to the island chain. There is a trench 
just off the southern edge of Indonesia, and this is a source of political conflict over the oil deposits there, 
whether they lie in our territorial waters or theirs (or East Timors). Perhaps the volcanos which created 
Bali also split it off the rest of the Australia plate, or maybe it was already an island and Bali reached 
out and touched it. I saw pasture unlike any else, sparse close cropped grass with scrabby weeds and low 
trees, just like in inland NSW, where the rest of Bali is lush and verdant and incredibly productive. It 
was the only place that seemed to specialize in grazing, which would be a waste of space anywhere else, 
and the only paddies I saw were on isolated hillsides and immediately around villages Of course, they 
don’t have the amazing water supply running off the volcanic cones that the rest of the island has so that 
could be a factor. 


After cruising around the campus awhile, we headed North to Muaya beach, on the edge of Jimbaran 
Bay. The water was creamy pale blue, under the towering distant clouds and fierce white sunlight. A 
few surfers were trying to do something with the lazy dumpers which were rolling in, breaking right up 
the beach and flowing in amongst the tables and chairs of the restaurants. The whole of Jimbaran Bay 
is lined with white sand beach, and the beaches are lined with seafood restaurants, desperately waiting 
for the tourists to return. they used to be busy, but fear of terrorism has swept most of the yanks and 
brits away, leaving just us, the Japanese and the Europeans. I’ve actually heard people say stuff like 
"serves them right, they killed all those people” and it makes me sick that people can be so stupid. How 
can you not know that the bombers behind the attacks in Kuta and Jimbaran were from Java, the much 
larger island to the west of Bali and the administrative centre and capital of Indonesia? Bali is over 90 
% hindu, whereas Java and most of the rest of Indonesia are muslims, with the exception of Flores which 
is Catholic and Irian Jaya which is animist. So the restaurants wait, and wait, slowly rotting in the sun. 
We stopped at one threadbare example, with flapping canvas awnings over their wooden tables and deck 
chairs, and had a lime juice while watching the horizon. Distant fishing boats cruised back and forth, 
mostly full of tourists on day trips. They used to be catching the fish for the restaurants, landing their 
catch fresh on the beach where you could select which fish you wanted and take it to your favourite joint 
to cook and eat it. 


Next we headed south again, along the Raya Uluwatu. We passed more ogoh-ogoh sitting propped up in 
village squares, and saw many cattle and even goats and sheep. One fascinating sight was several sheets 
of krupuk drying outside a house. Krupuk are the original shrimp cracker. Those foamy crisps they serve 
at the local Chinese restaurant are a faint memory of the real thing, which are hard disks like translucent 
plastic which fry up into huge plate-sized objects like deep sea sponges. The real krupuk are delicious, 
perhaps the result of all the fly footprints and road dust? 


The road ended in a random carpark, surrounded by stalls selling tatt. Michelle stayed with the car 
while I rented a yellow sash at the entrance of the temple grounds, but I wasn’t fast enough. A parasite 
attached herself to me, a fast talking woman, who declared that she would be my ”guide”. All the most 
popular attractions on Bali are spoiled by these people, and this is one good reason we usually avoid 
them. It might be possible to bring a local guide, perhaps a taxi driver, and explain that you would like 
him to pretend to be your guide and keep these hassling jerks away. She also declared that the local 
monkeys were dangerous, and she brandished a large stick supposedly to keep them away. They did seem 
larger than the ones in Ubud or elsewhere. 
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While my "guide” did everything she could to establish her dominance over me, the standard con artist 
technique, insisting I go this way or that, look here or there, I wandered down the long stone staircase 
to the clifftops and the incredible view. The azure sea broke clear and slow against the bottom of the 
cliffs. The crumbling white cliffs meandered away, rising up to my left to the temple itself, which looked 
surprisingly uninspiring, especially considering the heat and the company. 


[2] 
My erstwhile guide started pumping me with questions - where was I staying? How long? Where was I 
going after that? What was my name, what country was I from? You must never answer them, because 
they use the info for various scams. For instance, they sell your name and hotel to a tour company, who 
then call you and try to talk you into going on one of their tours. Or, they come and try to collect 
your luggage claiming that you have booked into another hotel. After enduring her chatter for awhile, 
I declared that I had had enough, and strode back up the stairs to the gates. She followed on behind, 
panicking, as I quickly undid the sash and handed it in at the entrance. She was really upset, chattering 
loudly with the grinning men who manned the sash/sarong rental stall. She couldn't collect a fee, because 
I hadn’t seen the temple. It was gratifying. I would encounter more like her the next day in Denpassar. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2347805837/in/set-72157604263979397/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2348691867/in/set-72157604263979397/ 


7.4.5 (2008-04-02 12:09) 


Michelle’s mum Pam had to rush to hospital this morning. She’s had a long-running pain in her abdomen, 
and it got much worse this morning. It appears to be a urinary tract infection. She’ll be on some serious 
antibiotics. 


7.4.6 Bali 12/3/2008 (2008-04-03 12:54) 


We had to deliver the Katana by 8AM to the rental place in Kuta. The owners assistant rolled up 
precisely at 8 and inspected the body for dings. No new ones, so we were in the clear. They got a half 
full tank of petrol too. When we rented it there was barely a cup, just enough to make it to the station 
for a fillup. All our driving hardly burnt a single tank, we half filled it when it was almost empty and 
that’s what we returned to them. Distances in Bali, in Asia in fact, seem much further than they really 
are. There are no good highways and bypasses and the difficulties of the journey are what we use to 
estimate it’s length. 


Vehicle rental is one of the big tourist side industries in Bali. Most surfers prefer the scooters 
with the special U-shaped racks on the side for their boards. Cheaper and easier to park. Despite the 
convenience of the Katana I was glad to see the last of it. No more wincing every time someone shaved 
our sides, no more frustrating seeking of parking spaces. We stepped out onto Jalan Legian. Every single 
taxi that passed slowed and waited for us to hail them. Even when you don’t want them, especially 
then, they slow and honk and try to catch your attention. We hailed one, with aircon, and asked how 
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much he would charge us for a ride to Denpassar. 50000 rupiah, which was decent, about $6AU. 


The road to Denpassar avoids all those boring pretty rice paddies and trees. There is a deep 
and wide irrigation canal running alongside, crossed by “bridges” which are just bundles of lashed 
bamboo poles with no rails. There are rows of handicraft factories and warehouses and wholesale outlets 
for all the tatt, and the things the locals really need, like stainless steel water tanks - like giant food 
cans, usually mounted prominently on your roof, for gravity pressure household water. The omnipresent 
household temples and altars mean there is a thriving industry in casting cement pagodas and those 
ornate corner bricks they feature. Not for tourists, too heavy for export. There were large stalls with a 
huge range of decals of lightning bolts and rude sayings in badly translated English, for your scooter, to 
distinguish it from all the rest. Plus the Bali equivalent of all the things your average western culture 
delights in. Scaled down and hand made for the local market. So, instead of giant tyre malls, you have 
a shed with stacks of tyres, new ones for sale and more old ones being patched and re-vulcanised on a 
forge with a blower made from an old Electrolux vacuum cleaner. 


Denpassar is the biggest city on Bali. Historically, Singaraja, on the North coast, was the capi- 
tal. The Dutch administered the whole Sunda group from there when Bali was a colony. I don’t know 
why Denpassar grew so large. It isn’t on a navigable river; it isn’t close enough to the harbours, or the 
airport, which it pre-dates. It is kind of central, in the middle of the populated part of Bali. The North 
is dominated by the volcanos, and the west is vry wild and undeveloped. 


The buildings closed in, and we knew we were close. We were heading for the big markets, 
which occupy two buildings like multi-storey car parks on either side of Badung river. As we approached 
the bridge the driver started quizzing us, in the usual way, trying to line up a job trucking us back to 
Kuta, but we told him we would find our own way. The pressure gets a bit annoying some times. 


He let us out just next to the bridge on Gajah Mada over the Badung. The heat was like a 
hammer. Despite the mug Michelle burrowed bravely into a nearby fabric shop, full of hanging bolts of 
cloth and not even a fan to move them around. How she bears it I do not know. I crossed the bridge 
and checked out the markets. One of the buildings was being renovated, even from a distance we could 
see it was deserted, covered in scaffolding and dangerous overhanging boards and piles of bricks. The 
other one was thriving. 


As we approached, down Sulawesi road, the touts started their eternal hassling. Outside the 
market building were the flower stalls, selling mostly flower heads, of purple ”bachelors’ buttons” and 
carnations and marigolds, for offerings. 


There was also a mobile classroom thing, a van decked out with signs and a travelling library, all 
about bird flu. Trying to educate the locals not to suck the mucus from their sick ducks beaks with their 
mouths, as they sometimes do. 


Then we took the plunge. Imagine a car park, the kind often attached to a supermarket, a run- 
down multi-level concrete shell. Then, subdivide it with partitions made from cyclone fence and rough 
wood planks. Add tables, crammed together with hardly any space between, overflowing with baskets 
and piles of chillies, powdered roots, dried tobacco, teas, mummified fish, rices of various colours, strange 
matted bundles of green sprouts, curled sticks of cinnamon and spiky star anise, curries, more chillies, 
plastic packets of coffee and dishwashing liquid, sundry smallgoods and nostrums, vials of snake oil 
and powdered bats wing, dangerous looking religious artefacts like rough caste Buddhist thingies and 
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whatsits, and those spiky tridents that Hindus put in their altars. Threading this maze of stuff, hundreds 
of small people, crowding into every space, flowing like blood through a tumour. 


As soon as we climbed the stairs outside and stepped in out of the blinding sunlight, and were 
accosted by this avalanche vision, we were also targeted by some more parasites. One immediately 
started the interrogation: "What are you looking for? Do you want t-shirts? Knives? My sister has 
knives, top floor, very good.” We ignored her and plunged in between the stalls, separating to try and 
lose her. The market touts have a simple scam, which we discovered last time we were there. They 
insert themselves into any transaction between westerners and the stall holders. To the westerners, they 
claim to be guides, helping you avoid scams and get good quality. To the stallholders, they offer special 
inflated prices, because they claim they are experts and can negotiate massive rip-offs. Their payoff is a 
cut off the excess price. They also try and drag you upstairs to particular stalls who favour them. Last 
time I bought a bundle of Chinese coins threaded on twine, or at least I thought that’s what it was. A 
one-eyed woman who was our "guide” that time made me drop the one I was holding, disappeared into 
the crowd, then returned with a cheaper example. Which turned out to be mostly slugs punched out of 
sheet metal, with real coins only on the end of each roll. You can see one of these specimens at the end 
of this vid, who was following me through the stalls. 


Funnily enough, we soon realised that the one-eyed woman was there, arguing with our personal 
parasite, who seemed to have dibs on us, or thought she did. We took advantage of the fracas to get 
away for awhile and check out the fresh meat section in the basement. This is the most sickening thing 
imaginable. The floor is cement with occasional patches of broken tiles, slippery with blood. Blood runs 
everywhere, mixed with water and detergent and fatty oils. The stalls have tables made from concrete 
blocks, each is an altar to meat, piled high with raw offerings. Unidentifiable slabs and straps and strips 
of red meat, interspersed with bowls full of incredible gristles and giblets and tripes or brimming with 
blood. 


[10] [13] Me 
Damn, it was tasty! There were fish and poultry as well, but the meat was the star attraction. 
I’m just disappointed there were no identifiable heads. 


By this time the bitch-fight was over and the one-eye was hanging back, her sister had asserted 
her right to exploit us. We did our best - every time she pointed one way, we went another. Every 
time she talked to a stallholder, we turned away. I was looking for knives in particular, the rough 
made carbon steel knives they sell here. They didn’t seem to have any, just masses of strange cooking 
implements hanging in rafts from the ceiling. Strainers and specialised rice-cooking pots and steamers. 
The parasite really ruined it for us though. Every time we looked directly at some item or even went 
near a stallholder, she would dart forward and start barking at the poor merchant trying to arrange her 
cut before we even saw what they were offering. 


Here’s an example. One stall had boxes of Steatdler pencils, 2B. I asked the price, the girl jab- 
bered, and the stallholder said, 100 000 rupiah, about $12. Later, while she was occupied, I found 
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another stall with a similar box of pencils. The price, 10 000. 


Finally we had enough. We exited, without investigating the higher floors. I believe it might be 
possible to arrange a bodyguard, next time. 


Down the road we crossed Jalan Hasanudin and drank some iced tea in a warung. A police offi- 
cer and his cronies were eating lunch, watching a daytime talk show on TV. The hostess was an awesome 
trannie in an evening gown. Her guests were comedians, playing obvious archetype yokels, like the guy 
with the huge Pancho moustache wearing tight shorts sitting with his legs spread wide like an uncouth 
70s cricketer. She was making them eat disgusting food, like durian and fermented fish. 


Michelle was bushed, so she returned to the villa. I wanted to explore further, so I set off up 
Hasanudin, across the river again. I walked through a motor district, lots of shops selling seat covers and 
dashboard fans. Around the corner, and I saw something interesting, a shop selling heavy metal t-shirts! 
Just my luck, Pd planned to seek out some Indonesian music, the real thing the kids listen to, not the 
gamelan. This store turned out to be just t-shirts and patches, but they pointed me towards another, 
across the street in a rotten deserted arcade, called Slash Rockhouse. They also sold mostly t-shirts, DJ 
satchels and other accessories, but they had a small stack of tapes and CDs in the corner! The shop 
was run by a shy young dude who seemed surprised to have a customer. He played a few CDs for me, 
and I bought them. They were decent. He then directed me to an even larger music shop around the 
corner, where a crew of equally shy and peaceful metal dudes sold me more CDs. The contrast, between 
these metal dudes in their modest shops, and the rest of Bali's aggressive tourist exploiting machine, 
was incredible. I’ve never appreciated the soul-cleansing power of death metal as much as then. 


as] 


The bands I like best, after returning home and listening in peace, are [17|Koil and [18]Burg- 
erkill. The rest were mostly middle-of-the-road derivative hard rock. These two stand out a mile. 


Pd almost come full circle, so I turned the next corner and returned to the markets to see if my 
knives had magically appeared. Funnily enough, they had. A man had a basket of them outside on the 
street, and I picked up a nice chopper and some large and small knives, and a sickle for good measure. 
Then I checked out the nearby live poultry stalls, just to tempt fate and the risk of bird flu. 


With my bags full of various kinds of death I caught an un-air-conditioned cab back to the villa 
and jumped into the pool. After washing the concentrated salt off I helped Michelle who was trying 
to confirm our tickets. She called the Bali offices of Garuda, only to be told our tickets were stand-by, 
the flight in 3 days was booked out, and we would be lucky to get on. She kept trying to argue, but 
each time they checked it came back worse, until it looked like we would be walking home. In the end 
I called Garuda in Perth, Aus, and the guy there quickly checked our tickets, explained that they were 
not standby, they were industry fares which means we are firm booked but first in line to get bumped 
off the flight if another flight gets cancelled. And, since the flight was less than half booked anyway, it 
would take 2 or more cancellations to even delay us by one day. What a relief. 


I jumped back in the pool while Michelle went out for more shopping. The mezuine call sounded 
all afternoon from the nearby mosque. Perhaps they were practicing. 


That night I cooked the best food we had on our whole holiday. Really, Indonesian food is pretty basic, 
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mostly stodgy stews and soups of rice and chicken chilliefied with sambal sauce. What I did was, pan 
fried the sirloin steaks we bought at Bintang supermarket, also sliced potatoes, and topped them with 
shitake mushrooms fried quickly in the left over butter and grease. The meat was amazing, grass fed 
wild cow like I dimly remember from my youth, somewhat tough and chewy but in an entirely good way. 
It reminded Michelle of an earlier trip when she stayed in Lovina beach, on the north coast. She invited 
a young friend to a steak dinner in Kuta, which he ate by biting a corner of the meat and sawing off the 
bite with the knife. 


. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2348733949/in/set-72157604263979397 
. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2349574498/in/set-72157604263979397 
. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2348746077/in/set-72157604263979397 
. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2349603650/in/set-72157604263979397 
ttp://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2349620420/in/set-72157604263979397 
. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2348793203/in/set-72157604263979397 
. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2348796793/in/set-72157604263979397 
ttp://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2348789047/in/set-72157604263979397 
ttp://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2348808179/in/set-72157604263979397 


10. 
1. 
12. 
13. 
14, 
15. 
16. 
17. 


18. http: //www.burgerkillofficial.com/mainsite/bk-biography.php?bio_ver=2 
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7.4.7 Bali 13/3/2008 (2008-04-08 11:31) 


Starting to wind down now. Having a pool, and being in the less than fascinating confines of Seminyak, 
calmed us down. I was starting to get a bit sun burnt, although it was different to the sunburn of my 
youth, the sun is less harsh than the Australian glare, perhaps the humidity, the water vapour tunes the 
frequencies so they do less damage. 


It was time for the DVD shops. These are a Bali institution. Indonesia’s lax copyright laws 
mean open slather on most foreign movies and music. Shops jammed with wire racks full of DVDs in 
flimsy plastic envelopes can be found in any tourist location. You can buy legal titles, some of the shops 
make a show of promoting them. They are marked with holographic labels and cost about twice what 
the bootlegs cost. The bootlegs range in quality from filmed-off-screen with audience members walking 
in front of the camera and unintentional laugh tracks (usually the most recent releases) to sophisticated 
double-layer copies of the release DVD. Most are single layer copies of the DVD, often with the stereo 
soundtrack and all extras removed, so you have to put up with the 5.1 sound which I hate. The titles 
are all popular, very few really interesting ones. 


Since last time we went to Bali they have started carrying a lot of TV shows. I picked up a few 
movies and a lot of TV, some Alias, some South park and Tales from the Crypt, amongst others. The 
cost per disk was generally 10000 rupiah, or $1.20. No bad. One other advantage of these shops is they 
have serious aircon, so wasting time browsing their racks is a matter of survival sometimes. 


After trying a few shops we caught a taxi down to Geneva, which is basically a giant retail barn 
which carries all of the tourist tatt in concentrated form. Every horrible hand-woven place mat or 
wickerwork lamp shade or sheep bladder beer coaster was there, strewn on miles of shelves. The good 
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thing was, they all had fixed prices. I believe the best tactic for your Bali souvenir shopping would be 
to make notes of the crap in the shops, then go to geneva, so you don't have to deal with the stupid 
haggling and blatant rip-offs. The prices can be higher than the low quote from a street stall, but they 
are always lower than the starting price. 


My senses were overloaded, I started to feel nauseous from the avalanche of handicrafts surrounding me. 
Plus it wasn’t air conditioned, and the lacquered and treated natural products were out-gassing their 
solvents in the enclosed space. I begged off, and ran outside and caught a taxi back to the hotel. 


The threatening clouds were stacking up on the horizon again, and this time they meant busi- 
ness. It started to rain, the serious buckets-of-water tropical rain that hurts your head. I took my DVDs 
upstairs to the media room and started to watch them. Thunder and lightning and the drumming rain 
drowned out the sound. 


Suddenly there was a simultaneous flash like a magnesium flare and a huge cataclysm of thunder. 
The power failed, the TV went off, and I realised that Michelle was standing just inside the gate, trapped 
under the overhang by the deluge. I fetched the umbrella and went to help her. 


The power came back on in about 15 minutes, and we watched the storm fade away to nothing. 
Soon the sun returned and started vapourising the standing water, filling the air with steam again. The 
cooling effects of the storm were soon gone. 


When Michelle’s mother and her partner went to Bali last, they had their photos taken in a stu- 
dio wearing traditional Balinese costume. Of course Michelle wanted the same. I was reluctant, for 
various reasons, not least of which, a pudgy white guy looks ridiculous in the traditional garb of a race 
of graceful brown dancers. But to make her happy I agreed, and we caught a taxi down into the heart of 
darkness, Kuta. There we located the studio, and found a small room with sets, backdrops and various 
chairs and racks of daggers and kris knives. It was run by a husband and wife team, who quickly took 
Michelle aside and set to work, applying the kohl eye makeup and rouge, and wrapping her in a sarong 
and crowning her head with a pressed metal dancers head dress, the kind with small peacock feather 
adornments on wires which quiver and dance every time you move your head. Next, the grabbed me, 
kohled my eyes, wrapped a band around my chest with a kind of rope belt, added a sarong, and pulled 
these weird sharks-fin arm and wrist bands on. Then they moved us around the room, posing us in an 
assortment of carved wooden chairs and doorways, pulling our limbs into various traditional poses. 


The pictures turned out okay, although I still find the whole idea ridiculous. I was too tall for 
the backdrops so a picture frame tends to intrude in the top of many of the shots. Don’t ask, you will 
never see them. 


We caught a taxi back to Seminyak. It was quite late, and we were hungry. We started walking 
down Dynapurna road looking for a restaurant. The gay nightclubs were packed, we passed one which 
was open to the street. Statuesque young men dressed in red jockey shorts gyrated slowly on the tables 
within to Arabic pop music. Several aging pedophiles sat on a low wall across the road watching the 
spectacle, firmly clutching the hands of their catamites. We hurried on. Further, and I passed a vacant 
lot, full of the ruins of concrete walls and overgrown with weeds and several bushes. A small tree had 
fallen or been pushed over at one point, it lay on its side near the split bamboo fence which ran along 
the front. One of its branches which stuck straight up in the air was waving at me. I stopped and 
watched. In brief bursts this isolated branch with it’s tuft of wilting leaves was waving at me, thrashing 
back and forth extremely rapidly, then stopping, then starting again. I looked carefully for any sign of a 
swinging monkey, or a rat, or some other animal agent which could be causing this, but there were none. 
There were no air-conditioners on the walls of the nightclubs which sandwiched the lot between them, 
and I even checked for hidden wires, reasoning some tricky local was having fun with me. Nothing. It 
was waving by itself. 
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Michelle caught up with me and we watched it together. It started to spook us out. This small 
thing, easily missed, but inexplicable. I approached the bouncer outside the nightclub and asked if there 
were any animals or an other reason why a tree branch in the lot next door might be waving at me. 
When he understood what 1 had seen, he said not to worry, it was only a djinn, or ghost. It was just 
trying to annoy me, and I should just walk away and leave it alone. 


I turned and walked back. Michelle was still watching, entranced. I explained what the bouncer 
said, and we reluctantly walked away. The branch frantically waved goodbye. 


We settled on an Australian themed restaurant called the Bush Telegraph for dinner, curious to 
see what they came up with. It was a pretty cosmopolitan menu, full of pizzas and German wurst and 
nachos. The waiter spoke a carefully cultivated Aussie accent, a valuable asset for the tourist trade. We 
struck up a conversation with the proprietor, who seemed highly amazed that we were even willing to 
entertain the possibility that it had, indeed, been a ”djinn” or ghost. We told him about a few of [1]our 
own experiences, and he sat down and started to tell us the most amazing stuff. 


Djinns are small ghosts, not human spirits but more like animals or elementals. The serve no 
purpose. The branch wasn’t a warning or a sign, in fact, in everything he told us, ghostly activity seemed 
refreshingly free of ulterior reason or motive. They just are, like other natural phenomena. He said we 
should return the next day, and the tree would most likely be gone. We did, and it was. Djinn used to 
rarely be seen before midnight, but because of the bright lights and activity all night in Seminyak it 
was more common than before to encounter them as early as 1OPM. He hinted that they were actually 
rather annoyed that humans, rulers of the day, were selfishly encroaching on their night hours as well. 


Apparently there was a good ghost sighting in his village on Nyepi day night. He had been un- 
able to go to sleep, until he heard the sound of the Pecalang patrol passing his house. This reassured 
him. The next day, he went to find out who was on patrol that night to thank them. It was a couple 
of his friends, and they told him about a ghost they had seen. After passing his house, they continued 
down the road, leaving the village, heading for a Y intersection, where they would take another road 
that returned to the village. At the dark intersection they discovered a troup of 3 dancing girls, in full 
costume, but with their hair piled over their faces, running slowly through the traditional gestures and 
steps in absolute silence. They turned around and returned by the same path they had left. 


This lead to discussion of cross roads. All cross roads are highly charged with mystical energy in 
Bali, that is why they always have altars and statues and many ceremonies make use of them. I thought, 
but didn’t say, that the way the Balinese drove, and all the deaths that must occur in accidents at the 
crossroads, it was no wonder. 


He gave us some advice: when you are out walking or driving at night, and you see a ghost or 
apparition of some kind which is blocking the road, stop and wait. If in a car, bip your horn. If the 
spectre moves off the road, you can pass, but if it doesn’t, don’t try and drive through it or touch it. 
That means it’s a warning, and you should turn around and return straight home. 


Back to djinn. They were much more common in the old days, before electrification. His mother 
had often seen bright lights which would glow from exactly halfway up the trunk of a palm tree. They 
were “stupid”, they were not intelligent. In return I told him what little I knew about strange lights 
and similar phenomena from around the world, like the Min Min lights in Queensland, and the [2]naga 
fireballs on the Mekong river in Thailand. He seemed pleased, up until then he had felt that Bali was 
the only place in the world where these things where known about and not dismissed as superstition. 
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1. http://carbonunit.livejournal.com/53071.html 
2. [http://inamidst.com/lights/earthitnaga 
3. 


http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2351196501/ 


earle (2008-04-10 22:29:25) 
I miss Bali something crazy. Thanks for the fascinating story. Hope you have a wonderful time on the island. 


7.4.8 Horrible dream (2008-04-09 09:01) 


I was a clinical psychologist attached to the execution of a psychopath mass murderer. The prisoner was 
a composite of Hannibal Lector and Genesis P Orridge. He was basically Genesis, only he had pursued 
a life of crime and killed hundreds of people. Nether the less, I still respected him for his writings and 
musical output. 


He and I, and several guards and doctors and other officials, were enclosed in a special execution suite, 
like a house without windows and with a time lock on the door. The method of execution was poison 
pill. At the set time, a guard would read the charges and sentence, and he would hand a poison pill to 
the prisoner to swallow. Later, the time lock would open and we could leave. 


He was nervous but not remorseful. As his psychologist 1 was trying to help him come to terms with his 
fate. I talked to him constantly, trying to explain that there was no other choice, he had to take the pill, 
there was no escape. He listened but didn't seem to agree, he had a smug air that revealed he had a plan. 


The fatal hour arrived. We gathered in a small chamber. The prisoner sat in a chair, we surrounded him. 
The head guard read the sentence, and the doctor handed him a small clear capsule and explained that 
it contained a painless poison that would kill him within 15 minutes of being swallowed. 


He seemed to be listening impatiently, and before the doctor finished explaining the effects of the pill he 
interrupted him and said "Okay, okay, I understand.” He took the pill in his hand, then, turning to the 
head guard, he handed him the pill and said in a strange flat tone "Well, I guess you better take the pill 
now.” To my horror the guard swallowed the pill, and nobody else seemed to notice. They reacted as 
though the prisoner had swallowed it. I realised he had hypnotized everyone else and they were under 
his control. 


hbdeath (2008-04-09 02:21:47) 
That thing about hypnosis at Mu-Meson a couple of weeks ago has evidently lingered with you... 


rubber_shirt (2008-04-09 12:48:16) 
I hope he turns out to be genuinely Genesis and less Lecter. 
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carbonunit (2008-04-09 13:44:33) 

That's hard to say. The dream faded out with me trying to decide whether to just say nothing and let him 
escape, or to try and warn the others and stop him. He looked like Genesis, but a evil as the Brits thought Gen 
was when he escaped the UK. 


richgoth (2008-04-09 23:29:16) 
So you really don't remember Miss Jane hypnotising you at the Townie? ;-) 


7.4.9 Bali music (2008-04-11 08:33) 


I took a minidisk recorder to Bali and recorded as much music and ambient sound as I could. Unfor- 
tunately my stereo microphone plugs directly into the unit, and it picked up the sound of the motor in 
quiet moments. Still, I managed to capture the louder music perfectly. Click the links below to download 
and listen, average size of files is about 50M. 


[1] 2008-03-04_Night_market.mp3 Walking around the night market. 
Scooters arriving and departing, indopop playing from a music stall, 
hungry kittens, fish being chopped on a block, knife sharpening 
machine, people talking. 

[2] 2008-03-04_Kuta_Melasti.mp3 People bearing offerings, walking in 
procession along Kuta beach. Massive gamelan orchestra accompanying a 
priest chanting over the PA. 

[3] 2008-03-05_Ubud_Melasti.mp3 Dozens of dump trucks full of people 
with offerings, most with onboard gamelan and flute orchestras, 
gunning up and leaving Ubud at the start of their journey to the sea 
for the Melasti ceremony. 

[4] 2008-03-05_Ubud_temple.mp3 Recorded on the street between the main 
temple on Hanoman street and the banjar. The gamelan orchestra is 
playing in the banjar, the chanting priest and his bell are in the 
temple across the road. Slow and mysterious. 

[5] 2008-03-06_Ogoh_Ogoh.mp3 Highlights from the Ogoh-ogoh ceremony. 
People arriving, the priest blessing the monsters, the start of the 
procession, and several ogoh-ogoh, carried by chanting men and 
accompanied by gamelan bands, go past. Good stereo effects, very 
exciting! 

[6] 2008-03-07_Nyepi_rain.mp3 Tropical downpour on Nyepi day. You can 
hear some children playing in the background. 


=a 


. https: //mspong.s3.amazonaws .com/audio/2008-03-04_Night_market .mp3 
. https: //mspong.s3.amazonaws . com/audio/2008-03-04_Kuta_Melasti.mp3 


ttps://mspong.s3.amazonaws .com/audio/2008-03-05_Ubud_Melasti.mp3 
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4. nttps://uspong..s8. anazonaws.con/audio/2008- 03-06 Ubud. tenple.mp3 
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prof null (2008-04-12 07:22:35) 
Thanks for the sound files. I have Sony minidisc and I stopped the recorder noise with an extension cord. It works 
fine and allows me to wave the mic around - but then I guess it depends on the plug design. 


7.5 May 


7.5.1 (2008-05-03 08:48) 


I got to work on Friday to find one of [1]these waiting for me on voicemail. It wasn’t very effective, 
because I had a long message, and I only heard the end of the recording. I thought it might have been 
one of our technology suppliers returning a support call, because the hissy phone line sounded like an 
overseas call. 


Anyway, the other guys in the office told me what it had actually been, and we started talking. My 
cow-orker (who shall remain nameless) piped up and told us that he had actually heard of a similar 
scam involving email! Yes, it appears that there have been instances where people were sent email which 
claimed to be from a friendly party, with an attached photo or game, which was in fact malicious soft- 
ware! Of course we were all shocked at this disturbing news. Still, his CV claims he has about 10 years 
experience of IT support, so guess he must be right. Sigh. 


1. 
1209235163929. html 


http://www.smh.com.au/news/national/court-phone-call-scam-hits-citys-office-workers/2008/05/02/ 


7.5.2 It’s a full life (2008-05-03 10:51) 


[1] 
[2]2008-05-02 -0740.48 Full _life.JPG 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong 


1. http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2460717706/ 


2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2460717706/ 
3. http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


7.5.3 Incoming from Twitter... (2008-05-14 18:07) 
e 16:52 I washed myself with medicated soap this morning. Smelled like sulfur all day. More brimstone 


than rotten egg, thankfully. [1] # 


Automatically shipped by [2]LoudTwitter 


1. http://twitter.com/mspong/statuses/810869563 
2. http://www. loudtwitter.com/ 
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7.5.4 Now that's a lol I can dig! (2008-05-15 08:16) 


You're Invited To A Lame-Ass Party! 
(There will be porridge for all to enjoy) 
(Bring your own spoon) 


[1] 
1. http://lolmanuscripts.blogspot.com/ 


richgoth (2008-05-14 23:25:51) 
hehe :-) 


7.5.5 Update (2008-05-25 18:51) 


Autumn is developing nicely, nice texture, good coldness, coolth, call it what you will. My spirits improve 
markedly with the departure of the sun to a safe distance. Michelle is fluffing up like a house cat preparing 
for a nice long snooze. We both love autumn and winter, I think the CO from the heater agrees with us. 


On Friday we saw a particularly good item at the [1]Mesons, Wisconsin Death Trip. A kind of dramati- 
zation of a years worth of newspaper articles from Black River Falls in Wisconsin in the 1890s. Lots of 
hangings, lots of farmers going mad in midwinter and killing their children, lots of drownings and murder 
and people being committed to the asylum. It’s astonishing how violent the era was, how desperate 
people were. 


Saturday morning I walked over to Roselle to the Orange Grove farmers market for the weeks veges 
and a nice loaf of spelt sourdough bread. Last week I bought 3 kilos of Gymea lily honey there, perfect 
for mead. You can’t use regular eucalyptus honey for mead, because the eucalyptus oils react with the 
alcohol and make it taste rank. I’ve made mead before, about 20 years ago in fact, but that was wine 
mead. I think I’ll try beer style this time. 


In the arvo I mucked around in the shed, painting an iron plant stand. I have an idea for a DJ setup, using 
old turntables ripped from radiograms, bolted to a curly black iron plant stand. I'll have lots of effects 
in polished wooden boxes, and a big patch bay and a tangle of cords to munge the sound before it goes 
through a tube amp running a big [2]flame triode front and centre for the look of it. Not "steampunk”, 
because most of the technology would postdate that era, but kind of the same aesthetics. 


Then, I have to confess, we watched Eurovision. We watched Eurovision from beginning to end and 
drank shandies. Might as well apply for our pensioner concession cards now. But Eurovision is bizarrely 
fascinating! There was a Lithuanian vampire in leather pants, and a centaur in a top hat, and the entire 
stage was made out of televisions and the video was shot by a flying drone with no visible means of 
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support! There was a 75 year old Hungarian rapper called 75 Cents who scratched a shellack disk on a 
phonograph, and pirates, and Swedish nymphs in silver hot pants, and blind Georgian chanteuses with a 
quick change act. Once it caught our eyes we couldn't look away. 


Today we had yum cha in Dixon street with Hedland Yee, part of his long running Yum Cha Against 
Terror performance art piece. J and A were there, Miss Jane, looking a little tired from a late night out, 
also Steve and Hedlands auntie. It was the smallest yum cha so far, disappointing. But at least there 
were enough fried tentacles to go around. 


Right now Pm OCRing some copies of an old UFO magazine called Flying Saucers, an edition from 
1959 to be exact. I'll be posting it to the Mu Meson site soon, or at least some highlights. Lots of stuff 
about deros and Mount Shasta in this one. 


1. http: //www.mumeson. org/ 


2. (http: //www.sparkbangbuzz.com/flame-amp/flameamp.htm 


prof_null (2008-06-06 13:02:06) 

Hey i just read that stuff on the flame triode - amazing, gets me thinking of ancient electrical devices - maybe 
if you had the time to develop this stuff you could have had radio centuries ago? weird. Great material for wild 
fiction. . . . or weird gadgets like you plan. Post some pics etc. if you get it going! 


7.6 June 


7.6.1 It’s the singularity! (2008-06-04 13:21) 
http://blog.reprap.org/2008/06/reprap-achieves-replication.html 


Reprap replicates! 


7.7 July 


7.7.1 They Live, We Sleep (2008-07-01 08:26) 


”Our Impulses are being re-directed.” 


"We are living in an artificially induced state of consciousness that resembles sleep. The poor and 
the underclass are growing. Racial justice and human rights are nonexistent. 


They have created a repressive society and we are their unwitting accomplices ...their intention to rule 
rests with the annihilation of consciousness. 


We have been lulled into a trance. 


They have made us indifferent, to ourselves, to others, we are focused only on our own gain. They 
are safe as long as they are not discovered ...that is their primary method of survival. Keep us asleep, 
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keep us selfish, keep us sedated...they are dismantling the sleeping middle class. 


More and more people are becoming poor. We are their cattle. We are being bred for slavery.” 


1. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/They_Live 


prof_null (2008-07-01 06:43:28) 
That movie rocks. One of my top films of all time despite some rough edges. Don't forget your sunglasses! 


7.7.2 Chip-ba” (2008-07-09 09:26) 


My nephew Harry is autistic. Not badly, he doesn’t rock or perform spastic motions, he doesn’t "stim”. 
He can understand most conversation, but only speaks a few words. The world is a mystery to him, 
mostly. Very frustrating. 


I think this gives him a uniquely pure outlook on life. One that has enabled him to achieve a form 
of satori, if only for brief periods of time. I am speaking about ”chip-ba”. 


Chip-ba’ means "chip bath”. It is not literally bathing in chips. To perform the ritual of chip bath, 
you do need chips, though. McCain Oven fries are best. 


First, put the chips into the oven and cook them nice and crispy. When they are ready, put them 
on a plate and drizzle tomato sauce over them, and some extra salt. 


Take the plate to the bathroom and draw a bath. Not too deep, about half full. Nice and hot is 
best. 


Undress, climb into the bath, and start eating the chips. Enjoy pure bliss as the salty carbohydrates 
permeate your system with warmth from within, as the water warms you from outside. You have now 
entered the maximum zone of satisfaction, ultimate womb-like bliss. It is possible to slightly increase 
your pleasure; you can run the shower and lie on your stomach and let it sprinkle your bottom, but 
then you run the danger of immersing the plate and washing the tomato sauce off your chips. Although 
dunking the plate in the bath is a totally acceptable way of washing off excess sauce, if you have too 
much. Note that there is no such thing as ”toast-ba’” or "spaghetti-ba””, there is no substitute for chips. 
Harry’s father, my brother Martin, usually drizzles a little linseed oil over the chips to make them a bit 
healthier, but this isn’t critical for the success of chip-ba’. 


I haven’t tried chip-ba’ myself, yet, but someday I intend to. Harry has a chip-ba’ nearly every day, 
so it must be good. 


haruspexx (2008-07-09 10:38:31) 
that sounds awesome, i’m going to try it one day too but i don’t do tomato sauce on my chips, i hope leaving it 
off won’t ruin the effect 


carbonunit (2008-07-10 12:10:10) 
I don’t like the sauce either. I would substitute vinegar. 


7.7.3 (2008-07-09 12:05) 


One thing that bugs me about the [1]Catholic jamboree planned for next week in my beautiful city of 
Sydney, is, the name is misleading. "World Youth Day” is a nasty cynical piece of misdirection. When 
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you unpack it, all kinds of hostile assumptions fall out. 


First, 1t doesn't happen to mention anything about Catholic popery and idol worshiping. Three words, 
none of them about religion at all, yet alone which religion is throwing the party. 


Next, “world” implies everyone is involved, like it or not. It coopts everyone. It declares that, who- 
ever is in charge of this event, is in charge of the world and has authority to speak for everyone. I 
mean, World Cup is okay, almost every nation in the world participates or can participate if they wish 
to, because football is a widespread game. Even Americans play football. Plus, it’s just a cup! But not 
every country in the world is Catholic, and to imply that they are is offensive. I'm part of the World, 
but this event sure doesn't have anything to do with me. 


Next, “youth” is a nice piece of misdirection, because absolutely nobody involved with planning and 
running this show is young. There sure are a lot of nuns and monsignors in town right now, but no young 
ones. We all know that the Catholic church and it’s staff are interested in youths, for various reasons, but 
that doesn’t make it a Youth Day. I believe it’s meant to imply that the event is about letting Catholic 
youths in Australia see the Pope without having to fly to Rome, but it seems more likely to be about 
trying to conscript more impressionable youths of other religions into the fold. The advertising tends to 
have a funky-fresh Coke commercial feel, with layered visuals of kids cheering and waving, and then, an 
awesome slow motion shot of Benedict himself, smiling like a demonic monster as he turns to survey his 
minions before him. I still can’t believe they chose such an evil looking ex-Hitler Youth guy for such a 
visual role. The whole purpose of the Pope is to be the front of the church; appearance and background 
are relevant aspects of the role. His eyes are set in deeper bruises than Keef Richards! But I am glad they 
chose such an outwardly evil man for this position, he represents the corruption of the whole organisation 
in one easily-recognised symbol. 


Even ”Day” pisses me off, because the only "day” in this weeks long festival of Catholic ring-kissing 
is the big shindig at the Randwick racecourse, where they get to see the Pope. The Day isn’t about 
worlds or youths but about going to a place where it is possible to see the Pope, in person, just like any 
regular week in St Peters square in the Vatican, but this time here in Australia. Our traffic and jobs are 
going to be messed up for weeks, our crazy state government has actually changed the fundamental laws 
governing public behaviour to make it a crime to offend a Catholic, and they have the temerity to call it 
a Day! It's a bit like, if anyone complains, they want to be able to say "But it’s just one day!” Well it’s 
not, it’s weeks of public cost and inconvenience and you can’t cover that up by calling it a Day. 


Don’t get me started on the tagline for the advertising - ”An excellent source of pure joy!” There are 
worlds of cynical manipulation buried in that one, from the winking reference to the wording on a box of 
cereal, to the implication that seeing a bent old man with bruised eyes waving at you in the distance will 
be more delightful than an orgasm! I guess if you’re a monk forbidden to even masturbate that might be 
so, but... 


1. http://www. wyd2008.org/ 


richgoth (2008-07-09 08:38:58) 
No Pope, No King! I agree with that union spokesmen - "if they are pilgrims let them walk!” 


7.7.4 (2008-07-10 21:56) 


I’ve been very sick recently. Spent most of the weekend in bed. The cold this year is a bastard. I 
recommend avoiding it if possible. Nasty lung infection too. Especially bad with the cold weather. 
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Now I’m feeling better, it’s like a drug. Invigorating. It’s like hitting yourself over the head with a 
hammer for a long time - it feels so good when it stops! 


Pm doing a bookbinding course at Amazing Paper in Enmore. My friend Grant works there and sug- 
gested I give it a go. It rocks! 


There are just five of us, so we get a lot of individual attention. Bookbinding is a skill which, ironi- 
cally, can’t really be learnt from a book. There are a lot of idiosyncratic little steps. I spent a lot of time 
today tapping the spine of my freshly bound book with a hammer in a particular way, kind of glancing 
off the freshly glued registers to persuade them to form a nice curve. 


I’m working on the [1]Household Cyclopedia, which I scanned and published online 10 years ago. Long 
time since then. It was pretty worn when I bought it, and I broke the spine by forcing the pages down 
on a flatbed scanner trying to eliminate the shadow in the fold of each page. The OCR software at the 
time was pretty primitive, and I would have to correct every line if the shadow was bad. 


So far, I’ve removed the pages from the cover and unbound them. The book is, was, pretty cheap, 
there were a lot of compendiums and cyclopedias thrown together and published in the 1880s, when 
industrialization made it possible to do it much cheaper than before. The binding holes in the registers 
were sawn notches rather than punched with an awl, and the spine was glued directly to the binding. 


I’ve repaired all the rips on the folds with Japanese tissue paper and paste, and rebound it. Our teacher 
Rosemary seems to dislike cord-binding, which is how the book was bound, so on her suggestion I am 
rebinding it on tape. Which meant punching new holes in each register, but that’s okay. The idea is 
not just to repair the book, but learn how to make new ones from scratch. I’ve got a lot of other old, 
damaged books. 


Ironically, I recently bought a new scanner, a Plustek Opticbook, which is designed for book scanning. 
The scan plate is right up against the edge, so you can scan books without opening them more than 90 
degrees. 


Today I pasted the spine with PVA glue and when it dried, put the book in a press and beat the 
spine down until it formed the right curve. It needed to be shaped and formed to a third of a circle. The 
spine also projects out slightly, as far as the thickness of the cover. The book was originally bound in 
leather but PI just use cloth. 


1. http://mspong.org/cyclopedia/ 


earle (2008-07-10 12:20:54) Lovely 
Show us pictures! :D 


carbonunit (2008-07-12 11:55:52) Re: Lovely 
[1] [2660921080 _fdd3bb3cla.jpg] 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2660921080/ 
prof_null (2008-07-10 12:21:45) 
Hey that’s good new, nice to know that such arts can still be learned today. Maybe you can make notes and write 
a book about it? :) But seriously folks, some sort of updated cyclopedia might be the go. I can remember leafing 
through the Whole Earth Catalog for example and I have not sen anything like it around here lately. I recently 
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went to our local library and it was amazing to see how few actual books they had, just lots of computers - and 
we know that just isn't the same. No. Good to hear from you. 


richgoth (2008-07-10 12:29:45) 

yeah, you're right about the cold viruses this year, they suck and I am on my second dose... ugh! Also, I have 
a book on bookbinding for you if you want it... And if you ever find any copiues of Harmsworth's Household 
Encyclopedia my Godfather is interested 


carbonunit (2008-07-11 00:54:19) 

It’s a beast of a disease isn’t it? I’m still coughing and blowing a week later. After looking it up, I think that I 
would be tempted to keep any copies of Harmsworths I might find! There are signs it might be available through 
Amazon, second hand, but they only seem to be isolated volumes of the set. I am currently beginning work on 
my next book project, scanning the Cyclopedia of the Useful Arts. It is actually a catalog based on the Great 
Exhibition of 1851 at the Crystal Palace! [1]A lot of the illos on this page were taken from this book. 


i 
richgoth (2008-07-12 00:37:09) 
and don’t forget to remind me to give you the bookbinding book :) 


richgoth (2008-07-12 00:36:17) 

Last time I looked it wasn’t available at all second hand... I suspect my godfather is missing only 1 or 2 vol- 
umes...shall have to begin the hunt anew. I was hunting for a copy of ”castellated and domestic architecture of 
Scotland” but to my surprise someone on archive.org has scanned it! Its 100mb per volume though...I have to get 
it through work, surrepticiously ;-) 


7.7.5 (2008-07-11 21:32) 


I’m trying to watch the Heath Ledger version of Casanova. It doesn’t hold up to the BBC version with 
David Tennant, which was much more true to the [1]original memoirs. I mean, I understand that this 
is only loosely based on the memoirs of Casanova, but there’s no way he would look or act as woodenly 
smug as Ledger. 


And there are new TV ads to try to understand. A box of strange shaped objects called ”super dippers” 
which bear no resemblance to any kind of food but which people eat? Is there some kind of evolution of 
foodstuffs happening? It looks deliberate, making food look as unnatural as possible. "Popcorn chicken” 
is another one. Perhaps they are evolving away from the natural shapes of vegetables, because they are 
meant to appeal to people who hate vegetables in any form? So the least they remind the public of 
vegetables, the more appealing they might be? 


1. http://www. gutenberg.org/ebooks/2981 


prof_null (2008-07-12 11:41:29) 

. or perhaps it's part of the plot by those darn aliens to import their culture into ours !!! - and watch out 
for people who have names like "Ford Prefect” or perhaps "Warren Truss” - any name that looks like it was pulled 
from a sign or a book... .. hey, maybe they are vegetable creatures - that would explain why they don't like to 
eat their bretheren. hey wait a minute. I’m a vegetarian. No! NO! :) "They live, we sleep” 


7.7.6 (2008-07-12 22:02) 


Next Wednesday at the [1]Mu Meson Archives, I strongly recommend If Footmen Tire You, What Will 
Horses Do? and The Burning Hell. Both movies in the ”I can’t believe this exists” mode. I’ve seen 
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Footmen, it rocks. The scene where the Cuban captain sways a classroom full of little children that Fidel 
is better than Jesus by giving them candy, is awesome. 


Dinner at the Gallery Cafe just down the street on Bridge road, beforehand - anyone interested? 


1. http: //www.mumeson.org/ 


7.7.7 The Sunday Knit (2008-07-14 08:35) 


(2)2008-07-13 -1759.42 _Knitters.JP 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong 


Knitting on Sunday at the Mu Meson archive. 

The lady on the left is Spinning Jenny, she runs a stall at Marrickville community market in the winter 
months, selling her home spun wool. I bought a rather large amount, about 15 skeins. Last year I bought 
a few balls, and knitted an awesome vest. Her wool is amazing because each skein is a unique work of 
art. She experiments constantly with dying with Australian flora, or weird spinning techniques, mixing 
different kinds of wool, adding camel hair or alpaca to the mix. I almost feel bad about knitting with 
them! 

She uses Eucalyptus leaves for a yellowish dye, and native cherry for orange. Apparently spindizzy leaves 
make a purplish dye, but she hasn’t tried that. One interesting thing is, she doesn’t use a mordant to 
fix the dye. She believes the dyes from Australian natives are self fixing. I washed my vest once after I 
finished knitting it, using plenty of hand soap. A lot of lanolin and dirt came out, which is why I washed 
it, but no dye, and the colours were enhanced rather than faded. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2663954976/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2663954976/ 
3. [http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


richgoth (2008-07-14 00:23:23) 
If you want dye you are welcome to come scrape the lichen off my roof ;-) 


carbonunit (2008-07-14 03:20:36) 
Only if you can provide enough urine for steeping too! 


(2008-07-15 01:48:50) plant dyes 

eucalyptus dyes don't need mordants when used on wool or silk because everything one needs (dye participles 
AND mordant substances) is contained within the leaves. magic. and very often you'll find that each wash will 
actually deepen colours (particularly if an Amyema mistletoe has been used) as the Sodium carbonate in the 
washing liquid acts as a ’colour enhancer’. best wishes India Flint www.indiaflint.com 
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carbonunit (2008-07-15 10:13:28) Re: plant dyes 

Thank you for explaining that! It is like magic. It makes me wonder why native dyes are not more widely used. 
They all match and complement each other so it’s easy to make good colour combinations without even trying. 
Do you know Jenny? She mentioned someone who was dying things by burying them under a compost heap of 
native leaves and bark, and that sounds like your printing technique. 


7.7.8 (2008-07-15 11:36) 


[1]This article from Wired is excellent. A statistician has been calculating human ancestry. He found 
that a common ancestor of humanity, someone whose genes exist in every living person, possibly existed 
as recently as 2000 years ago. Further, the point at which every living human was an ancestor of every 
every current living human was probably around 5000 years ago. 


"When you walk through an exhibit of Ancient Egyptian art from the time of the pyra- 
mids, everything there was very likely created by one of your ancestors — every statue, every 
hieroglyph, every gold necklace. If there is a mummy lying in the center of the room, that 
person was almost certainly your ancestor, too.” 


1. |nttp://www.wired.com/techbiz/media/news/2006/07/71298 


prof_null (2008-07-15 02:59:35) 

Two thoughts come to mind: 1. Early civilisation in the Southern Iraq area was around 500 years ago: Babylon 
etc. 2. Did this/those early ancestor have some essential genetic strength (e.g. partial immunity to the common 
cold) that has enabled them to be so successful? 


7.7.9 (2008-07-15 11:44) 
The other day, at work: 


Kim: The developers who are lobbying to build our new software are coming in on Thursday, we have to 
decide how we’re going to pick one. 

Me: I guess we'll have to start by finding out what their methodology is. Weed out those who start by 
saying they are all agile” and think we’ll be swayed by buzzwords. Most of the problems in our current 
software are caused by the buzzwords of 2001: XML and java. 

Kim: So what’s wrong with agile development? 

Me: It’s not suitable for replacing existing, critical architecture. It’s good for rapid prototyping a com- 
pletely new thing, where nobody dies if it doesn’t work and you want to see a proof of concept fast. It 
also allows for changes in direction, which can be good, but you’ve just spent the last 4 months writing 
use cases for every aspect of the program. We need someone who uses ”waterfall” methods, that take 
advantage of all the up-front design you’ve done. 

Kim: I specifically requested that the developers propose an agile methodology in their development 
proposal. 

Me: ... 


prof_null (2008-07-15 02:55:57) 
You have my sympathy. Sounds a lot like a Dilbert cartoon: maybe if you spend a few hours explaining your view 
it might be considered . . but then you probably won't get the chance, so I wouldn't count on it. Scarey. 


602 


7.7.10 Vindication (2008-07-16 13:49) 


Today... 

Kim: Have you had a look at those proposals from the developers? 

Me: Yep. 

Kim: What did you think? 

Me: Interesting. This one hasn't really explained what they think they should do, they just 
costed everything. That one is very detailed but they missed some important requirements. The other 
one is our current developer, I can barely bring myself to read their proposal. No matter how good it 
sounds, I hate them like poison and don’t believe a word they say. 

Kim: What about their methodologies? 

Me: Well... this one is kind of... 

Kim: Waterfall? 

Me: Yes. And that one is kind of waterfall too. 


Kim: I thought so. 


Me: It’s okay. I don’t think you were wrong to specify that they use Agile methods, it’s just 
that, they seem to think- 


Kim: Yes, we'll talk about that later. 


7.7.11 (2008-07-20 19:41) 


What's the deal with those monkey jackets? Every where I go the kids are wearing jackets with different 
patterns all made from monkey faces. The same monkey face, in different alignments, different sizes, 
different colours. There was a guy with a gold one, shiny gold foil monkey faces on a black background, 
sitting watching the footy in the park across the road last week. 'The material of the jackets is always 
really thin, cheap fleecy polyester, destined to look like crap after about 10 washes. What a scam! 


richgoth (2008-07-21 00:29:16) 
I think they are all [1]Paul Frank ripoffs 


1. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Paul_Frank 


carbonunit (2008-07-21 08:27:09) 
Ah, thank you. A name for my hatred! 


richgoth (2008-07-21 12:28:25) 

some of them are really tasteless...in fact most “fashionable” clothing these days consists of horrific asscrack 
pants teamed with tshirts or hoodies printed in stupid repeatative parterns or those stupid "one continuous line” 
drawings 
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7.7.12 Thirlmere scallops (2008-07-20 20:54) 
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[2]2008-07-20 1430.02 _Scallops.JPG 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong 


The scallops of Thirlmere are incommunicably delicious. I haven’t had a scallop as good as they since 
the kebab shop on Glebe Point Road closed down. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2685158340/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2685158340/ 
3. http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


7.7.13 (2008-07-22 08:55) 


I called my brother the other day, because he is the expert on nootropics. Martin has been using cogni- 
tive nutrients for years with great success. He runs a very stressful business almost entirely on his own, 
surrounded by morons and customers drawn only from the bottom layers of society (pawnshop) so he 
can prove the benefits. Anyway, I like the health store high myself, but when I recently went for a fillup, 
one of my pills was missing. 


What happened to the DL-phenylalanine? I asked him. 


You'll probably find it in a body builders supply store now, the health food places don’t get much 
demand for it, he said. 


Why? Apparently, one of the nifty side effects of this amino acid is, it puts the release of endorphins on 
a hair-trigger. So, if you take it before exercising, you'll get a nice rush of endemic opiates much earlier 
in the session and cruise for longer. Nice! No wonder I like it - not that I do much exercise, but still... 
That would explain why, just before it disappeared, they changed from a tablet to a gel capsule - so those 
weightlifters can open them and pour the powder in their protein shakes! 


Much of my day is spent being a human database for a wide variety of people, answering an endless 
stream of questions, not just from end users but also all the people whose software plugs into the ends 
of our system. In between that I write scripts or documentation, but have to change gears instantly and 
answer the questions when they come. That lack of "flow” is the absolute worst thing about my job. It 
seems to have a mind of it’s own, the Interruption Monster, it seems to wait for the most inconvenient 
time to butt in. I find a good handful of fish oil caps and some tyrosine and lysine help a lot, with some 
St Johns Wort and passionflower and damiana for mood enhancement. I should be using ginko biloba as 
well, but I’ve never really noticed any effects from that stuff, so I don’t bother. 


richgoth (2008-07-21 23:39:21) 
haha no wonder I liked DL-phenylalanine so much! 
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rubber_shirt (2008-07-22 04:51:21) 
People should be taught to self-medicate. Doctors don’t know shit. 


carbonunit (2008-07-23 02:36:23) 

Yov're absolutely right. About the self-medication part. I think doctors are pretty good considering the difficult 
subjects they have to work with, but it doesn’t make any sense not to know how to control your mood or creativity 
with chemicals or food. 


7.7.14 PCD (2008-07-23 12:49) 


A couple of weeks ago I saw something that troubled me. I saw the familiar figure of an old acquaintance, 
not friend or enemy, but someone who has had considerable influence on my life. 


I was riding the bus up Marian street in Leichhardt, heading for a bookbinding class in Enmore. 
I saw someone walking towards the crest of the hill, where the town hall is, where the bus turns into 
Norton street. He was recognisable because he is extremely knock-kneed, and walks with a cane. His 
legs form an hour-glass silhouette, and his long white hair was distinctive too, spilling out from under a 
battered conical hat. It was the old artist PCD. 


I was shocked when the bus drew level with him. If I had seen him from the front I wouldn’t 
have recognised him. His distinctive horsey face was entirely swollen out, and what I thought was a 
bulky parka was actually him. He seemed cheerful enough, so maybe he isn’t sick, but it was a shock to 
see someone who was always so gaunt, so puffy. 


PCD was there when I first moved into the Cyberspace warehouse in 1992. I remember meeting 
him when Beachy, the fat junky, showed me around the dark unlit catacombs. I think he slouched past 
with a towel on his arm, alerting me to the fact that, as well as working in the studios, many people 
lived there as well. Suddenly I was confronted with a dazzling possibility. Instead of just following my 
plan of setting up a workshop to speed production of my quilts made of neckties (which were selling 
well at the street markets but I wanted to see them hanging on gallery walls), perhaps I could totally 
change my life? Perhaps I could emulate my favorite book, William Gibsons’ Mona Lisa Overdrive, with 
it’s vision of Dog Solitude, the abandoned factory in the wilderness of Detroit with it’s shadowy artist 
denizens? Here was Dog Solitude, waiting for me to move in! 


Not that PCD was entirely responsible for alerting me to the fact that people lived in Cyberspace, but 
he was the perfect role model, at first. Most of the other studios at that time were very barren, fresh 
built and barely personalised. PCD had moved in first and set himself up in style. His studio was near 
the entrance to the gallery, and was full of his materials and tools. He had been a mail artist mostly, 
but he had drifted into assemblages, made from the junk which surrounded us, unsold cast offs from the 
auction house next door. His room was crammed with filing cabinets full of his art correspondence, and 
many shelves of books and strange materials. He used to sprawl on a black leather office chair and watch 
TV. PCD looked very much like Elric, the albino king of Melnibone, with his craggy sardonic face and 
long white hair. He had a horrible, cracked grin which he used entirely too much, and a punnish sense 
of humour, perfect for mail art I suppose. 


While I constructed my new studio, building walls between the warehouse pillars with the plenti- 
ful supply of office partitions and old stage sets lying around, I learnt two important facts. First, the 
communal phone was just across the corridor. Second, most of the calls which came in were for PCD. 
Many times over the next few years I had to seek him out like a page in a hotel, or scrawl messages for 
him on the notepad which hung above the white pay phone. At the time it didn’t bother me, I welcomed 
the distraction from my attempts to make finer and more intricate quilts. 
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Apart from Sam Shovel, the landlord who rented the warehouse and sub-let our studios to us, 
PCD was the most genuine “artist” who lived there. The rest of us were art students or bookish street 
trash, adventure seekers, or junkies who didn't care where they stored their bodies as long as it was 
cheap. PCD ran the gallery from time to time, although he spent a lot more time running another 
gallery in Redfern, called Airspace. He used to exhibit a lot, building strange assemblages out of fresnal 
lenses and malfunctioning T'Vs and springs and fans, things that shivered and flashed. One of his best 
works was a huge steel plate to which he had bolted a forest of steel springs, and glued a shard of mirror 
to the top of each one. It was subtle; it looked like junk until you noticed how the reflected patches of 
light on the walls around it moved with every noise. 


He was also know for his books, compilation zines he issued at random intervals. He loved to 
play with the form. Once I helped him assemble one which was bound with sections of ornate gilded 
picture frames - he had bought a whole bunch of offcuts from a framing shop. Each book was stapled 
with furniture staples to a section of frame. By this time the fad for mail art started by Fluxus in the 
70s had pretty much faded away. PCD stood for Post Code Directory BTW. 


After a couple of years of running messages for him I started to get a bit tired, and his act 
started to pale. I had forgotten about the quilts by that time and was heavily into computers, infected 
with the Mac virus by Sam Shovel. One thing that rankled me about PCD was the way he tried to 
latch onto the ”cyberpunk” meme without having any real chops. He was all about having a fancy 
computer loaded with as many interface extensions and desktop toys as he could, without actually 
learning Photoshop or any technical skills. He spent a huge amount of time playing simple games like 
Tetris, while avidly devouring Wired magazine and learning all the new buzzwords he could, and not 
actually knowing what they meant. While the rest of us were setting up a local network and trading 
bootleg copies of Cuebase and Director, and teaching each other how to use them. 


Also, he was starting to lose interest in life. The artists who lived at Airspace took the gallery 
from him when he started getting slack with arranging shows, and spending all the money he took in, 
and falling behind on the rent. He lost interest in his art - his assemblage pieces got simple and lame 
and derivative, and we used to joke that he was from that Monty Python sketch, about the Society 
For Putting Things On Top Of Other Things. He stopped making the zine books, and devoted more 
and more time to hanging out in the common room, smoking poisonous little rollies of Dr Pat tobacco, 
eating nothing but the free Nun Buns that the nuns who lived across the road gave us. 


By the time our warehouse was sold from underneath us, and they started to demolish it while 
we were still moving out, he was far gone. I learnt that he had been on social security for many years, 
in fact it appeared he had always been getting some kind of dole all his life. I realised at that point that 
apart from being an artist, his real career was as a "dole bludger”. Not that I had any problem with 
that, in theory. In practice it meant carefully avoiding picking up any saleable skills, so he couldn’t be 
forced to take any kind of job. His case workers were getting more cunning and more desperate, and 
he was spending more and more time perfecting his act of being unemployable, which basically means, 
being a loser. I was surpised one day when he showed me a picture of his daughter, a beautiful witchy 
young girl, with inherited snow white hair, barefoot in a hippy dress. She lived with her mother on some 
commune and he had no contact with her. 


It was 1995. I had written a novel, learnt Photoshop (version 2.5!) and taught myself simple 
programming in Applescript and Hypercard. I had been online for half a year, learnt HTML, and set up 
a simple website to distribute my book online (when the publishers rejected it). [1]Here’s the newsgroup 
post where I announced Down to the world. Every morning the shudders of demolition woke us, as 
another few feet of the warehouse were nibbled off the end. Every day we desperately loaded trucks 
with furniture and possessions, moving to our new warehouse in Alexandria, like astronauts abandoning 
a space station while it spiraled out of orbit. At this time I really learnt to dislike PCD, who avoided 
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physical work like the plague. I think it took 5 truckloads to get all his junk to the new place, where he 
had a prime studio, large and airy. 


I should explain that Sam and PCD had a long history. I think Sam regarded PCD as a ward 
of some kind. Either he pitied his helplessness, or was interested in his experiment of becoming the 
unemployable man. At any rate, lugging his shit into the new place box by box while he was nowhere to 
be seen, really soured our friendship. 


The new warehouse wasn’t like Cyberspace. It was actually the office space above an office furni- 
ture outlet, all carpeted and corporate. I had a small single room at the front of the building, perfect for 
getting woken up by people knocking on the door late at night, looking for drugs. There were hundreds 
of pigeons living in the space above the ceiling panels, raining their lice down on me. I had a good view, 
of the old ACI glass factory, abandoned and ”cyber” as hell, just across the road. 


PCD settled in and immediately started to decay. Deprived of NunBuns he started living exclu- 
sively on ramen noodles. He smoked constantly and spent most of every day supine in front of the 
communal TV. He developed a round pot belly and came down with gout! It was the first time I had 
encountered this malady outside Charles Dickens, and it was a shock. How could you get gout in the 
20th century? His doctor proscribed green vegetables, which he decided to get solely in the form of 
broccoli cup-a-soup. 


Now, it was at this time, when I pretty much hated him, that he did me a huge favour. One 
day, he handed me a small clipping from the employment section of the paper. Some company called 
Spike was looking for someone who knew HTML, which he always called ”hotmetal”, mainly because he 
knew that it annoyed me. 


And so PCD totally changed the course of my life, getting me my first job in the emerging inter- 
net industry, 9 tumultuous months in the crazy testosterone-fueled cowboy mentality of Spike. I wasn’t 
their first employee, I was the second, but I was the first who lasted more than a month. 


Working at Spike meant 18 hour days, so I spent very little time in the warehouse after that. I 
spent even less time when, one morning, just as I was falling asleep after a marathon session, the landlord 
of the building broke in with a squad of hired goons and busted us all for living illegally on his industrial 
zoned property. I moved back in with my father and immediately lost contact with everyone outside my 
job. 


A few months after that, I left Spike, following an argument with Chris the boss, and immedi- 
ately started working with a competitor of theirs. Living with my dad and commuting from Beecroft 
started to suck very quickly, so I started looking for something closer to the city, something in warehouse 
form. I found it through another tenant of the old Cyberspace warehouse, Richard. Richard North was 
a van man, a trader in second hand musical instruments, and he had just started a new warehouse in 
Annandale. Once again, I spent a week building walls out of office partitions and old doors, and moved 
in - right next to PCD! Yes, after a major falling out with Sam, PCD had finally left his hospitality and 
sought other accommodation. 


Actually, he very seldom lived at the warehouse, and soon patched things up with Sam, who had 
moved to yet another warehouse on Parramatta road. I remember visiting Sams new digs with my new 
girlfriend Michelle. PCD latched onto her like a pro and invited her up to his studio to, I kid you not, 
"see my etchings”! To her credit she declined. Not that he was very attractive by this point, his teeth 
were seriously decayed, and craggy half-teeth made his smile look even more evil and depraved. He still 
stored his Things for Putting On Top Of Other Things at the Annandale place, so we saw plenty of him. 
Richard let him waive rent in return for cleaning the kitchen and bathrooms, which he seldom did, and 
then reluctantly. He soon figured out that, if he left them dirty long enough, Michelle and I would step 
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in and do it for him, just because we couldn't stand the filth. 


By a strange coincidence, Michelle's mother Pam also knew him! He was having an affair with 
an artist who lived in the same block of flats, in Balmain, and often stayed there for several days. 


Things fall apart, especially warehouses seem to have a lifespan, but I was the prime cause of 
the death of the Rose street warehouse. Someday Ill record the details. Suffice it to say, mellow hippies 
like Richard shouldn’t be so misogynistic as to completely ignore the testimony of Michelle when she 
told him that Paul, his under-medicated schizophrenic tenant, was harassing her. When Paul attacked 
her in the kitchen, right in front of Richard, he acted mighty astonished and apologised for disbelieving 
her, but then tried to smooth the whole thing over. We knew it was time to act. 


We carefully moved all our possessions out, defaulted a few months rent, and then told the local 
council that a tribe of ferals was living in a huge warehouse, packed with Styrofoam and flammable 
instruments, with only one entrance and no alternate exit. They busted it the day after we finally left 
for good, leaving nothing but about 5 kilos of carefully hidden meat behind. 


After that I seldom saw PCD. Once I spied him on the bus, heading for Leichhardt, and sat 
down next to him to have a chat. He completely ignored me, staring straight ahead and freezing me 
out. Of course, I quite like that, and had a long one-sided yarn with him. I think he believed I had 
broken some kind of warehouse code, so I was now persona-non-grata. He wasn’t living in Rose street, 
so it wouldn’t have inconvenienced him at all. I know Richard continued to run the place as a legitimate 
storage and art studio warehouse for years after we busted it. But it’s the vibe of the thing, innit? 


Over the years I saw PCD less and less. His limp grew worse and he acquired the walking stick. 
He would often catch the bus up on Norton street and get off down on Marian near where the fruit shop 
burnt down. I surmise he has finally grabbed the brass ring of the social service roundabout and scored 
a council flat of some kind. 


So here’s to PCD. Hate me or not, for all his faults, he did me a favour for which I am grateful. 
I hope your recent changes in appearance aren’t caused by sickness. Look me up sometime. 


1. http://groups.google.com/group/rec.arts.books/browse_thread/thread/fd9b8e52b38d7b0/ebd9133d6eec5fee? 


Ink=st&q=elric/40real.com.au#ebd9133d6eec5fee 


prof_null (2008-07-23 10:08:07) 

Wow, just goes to show what severe malnutrition can do for you. :( I went to rose st. once but there was already 
something going on by that stage and I am glad I left the warehouse scene before that, if only because (as PCD 
seemed to bear out) you couldn’t do much from that position. There was definitely some weird people in that 
scene! I only wish I had more pics of some of the incredible goings on in Cyberspace. Ciao, Matt. 


carbonunit (2008-07-24 22:24:42) 
It was a good warehosue for awhile, but it went bad. Richard ruined it when he got lazy, stopped trading musical 
instruments, and started trying to pack as many losers in as he could. 


(2008-07-23 12:25:23) 

Wow, PCD - now that’s memories. That spring thing with all the shards of mirror on it, I recall we sat around 
that for hours tripping... after we’d walked under Glebe, and then peeled the reflective stripes off the road... 
cheers mattg 


carbonunit (2008-07-24 22:23:15) 
It was a good "meditation tool”, that’s for sure. Do you remember his other pieces? I remember he liked to lay 
TV sets on their backs and balance glass lenses on the screen, that produced good results. 
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richgoth (2008-07-24 13:37:38) 

Instead of just following my plan of setting up a workshop to speed production of my quilts made of neckties (which 
were selling well at the street markets but I wanted to see them hanging on gallery walls), perhaps I could totally 
change my life? Now I know where I first met you! What a flashback! 


carbonunit (2008-07-24 22:20:24) 
Cool! Was that in the warehouse or at the markets? Sorry I can’t remember. 


richgoth (2008-07-25 03:06:19) 
It was at the Glebe Markets I think, shortly before I started selling stuff there myself so maybe 1995-96? 


carbonunit (2008-07-25 08:46:38) 
That couldn’t have been me then, I stopped around 91. 


7.7.15 Warehouse daze (2008-07-24 10:22) 


[1] 
[2] Warehouse _scum.jpg 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong 


PCD on the left, with his trademark leer, then Kylie Wingrave, I dunno with the red dredlocks, and 
myself on the right. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2696569431/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2696569431/ 
3. [http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


7.7.16 (2008-07-26 12:33) 


Everyone in this house is sick. My cold has resurged, Michelle is sick, Pam and Mick are sick. We are all 
sick. I have a fugness in my lungs and my right nostril is blocked, and has been blocked for a day now. 
How does that happen? I’ve never encountered that before, asymmetrical stuffiness. It’s just totally 
bullshit. 


hbdeath (2008-07-26 03:13:27) 
I get that sort of asymmetrical stuffiness all the time. In fact I had it several times just yesterday (the nostrils 
took turns at being blocked). 


carbonunit (2008-07-26 05:38:10) 


That’s the kind I usually get too. Now, however, my right nostril has been continuously blocked for more than a 
day while my left has remained unblocked. That is weird. 
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richgoth (2008-07-26 04:29:56) 
try some saline nasal spray, Fess or Narium brand. Or a sauna for a few hours. Happens to me too, everyone is 
born with slightly assymetrical airways. 


7.7.17 Warehouse Daze notes 1 (2008-07-26 16:19) 


There was no light in my studio in the morning, except for a few dots, holes in the wall or ceiling. The 
ceiling is the floor above. Above that is the actual roof of the warehouse, which is covered in skylights, 
so when the geometry is right the thinnest beams of sunlight grace the room. Everything was quiet, 
except when a pallet jack rumbled past overhead. 


I would reach above my head and retrieve my watch from the shelf, and get up. The only thing 
that was ever stolen from me, in all the years I lived in a warehouse full of ferals and junkies, was my 
watch. One day I left it behind when I went for a shower in the morning, and when I returned it had 
been nicked. 


Winter and summer, the temperature never varied much, because I was at the centre of the 
building. Sometimes, when extreme weather outside stayed the same for days at a time, the temperature 
in my studio would change, but most of the time it remained constant. Which meant I didn’t have to 
rug up or use a heater or fan very often. 


Heaters were a problem, because they burnt so much power, and we didn’t pay for our power, 
except as a proportion of our rent. Every year our landlord Sam would reach a point where he had 
problems paying the power bill from the rent money, and he would try and squeeze us for extra money. 
He would try and cut off the power for some tenants who were most outraged by the idea. I paid, because 
I could afford to, and I sympathised with his situation. Also, I very rarely used a heater, preferring to 
wear more warm clothes. Heavy dope smokers are more sensitive to the cold. That’s why Rastafarians 
are always wearing knitted clothing, even in the Jamaican sun. The heavy pot smokers used to run their 
heaters constantly to create little pockets of toasty warmth in this drafty shell of a building. 


It was the grunge years, a happy idyllic era when wearing the worst clothing you had was the 
height of fashion. In summer I pulled on a ratty T-shirt with a collar fraying from wear, grey washed-out 
jeans, and Converse shoes, before Nike bought them and they vanished behind the firewall of unaccept- 
able corporate possession. It was the fashion to wear a long-sleeve shirt with the sleeves tied around 
your waist, so it formed a kind of skirt or kilt. The idea was, if you needed warmth you could remove 
it and wear it normally. I often wore a shirt unbuttoned, which was highly impractical as it blew back 
around your arms and got in the way. 


In winter, one wore the same, with an army overcoat or parka for warmth. Nylon paratrooper 
boots were cool, the kind that lace up your shin. Flanelette shirts were iconic, so we tended to avoid 
them, as we were cyberpunks, not grunge rockers! There was a subtle difference. We wore far more 
black, and had a liking for silver jewelry and spiky rubber things. 


In those days I started wearing a fedora, long before Red Hat Linux and the much later craze 
for hipster pinstriped fedoras made of thin woven fabric. I wore genuine, smelly, second-hand fedoras 
from St. Vinnies, with leather headbands stained with sweat. A fedora was a good hat to wear in the 
city; with it’s aerodynamic tilt it stayed on your head even when the high winds whistled between the 
buildings. I wore it in homage to my literary hero William Burroughs - and to cover the bald patch I 
was starting to develop. I kept my hair long, my beard as well. I still remember the day I realised that 
there was no reason to keep shaving, that I could stop and let it grow. It was a terrible beard, though, 
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thin and scraggly up the sides of my jaw. I still retain the goatee, to hide my receding chin. 


Morning 


Getting started in the morning was always the hard part. With so little natural light, one lost 
contact with the diurnal rhythm. I always tried to get out and doing something before midday, out of a 
fossilized regard for common decency. 


Because I didn’t have a fridge, I had to walk to the local store at least every second day in win- 
ter, and every day in summer, for a 400ml carton of milk. This I used to make a giant coffee milk with 
Nescafe Gold. 


I would leave the studio and lock the door behind me with a combination padlock. Hopeful 
thieves would drift in off the street, if the door was open, and wander the corridors, bumping up against 
the doors trying to see if they were open or if anyone was home. Like any small village, pretty soon 
someone would notice they were strangers, and ask them what they were about, and usually they left 
once they realised the size of the building and the population it contained. 


I was usually the first one awake, and the warehouse would be quiet as a tomb, the gallery dark 
and unlit, white walls and columns eerie in the dark. There was a short passage which lead to the 
loading dock, past PCD’s studio, and past the wire gate covered in carpet underlay which lead to 
Richard Norths lair, where he stored the broken musical instruments and consumer electronics, tottering 
stacks of beta video recorders and an entire pallet of guitar MIDI controllers the size of suitcases, which 
he bought at auction next door. In the loading dock stood the garbage bins, which stank in summer, 
especially when Sam couldn’t pay the council fees and they stayed full for months. There was always a 
pile of techno junk here, often something large and unwieldy which couldn’t be stored further inside the 
building, like a pallet of steel bars or stacks of chairs. Sam often parked his car there, an old Peugeot. 


The main front door opened from the inside without a key, unlike the more decorative metal 
door. When I lived closer to that door, I had to open it dozens of times every day, or at least tell people 
to go to the other door where I could let them in. Outside, the sun would blind me, if it was shining. 
Hereford Street was a beautiful place. It was peaceful because it wasn’t a main route to anything. 
Nearby Wigram Road was a thoroughfare, for cars going from Glebe to Balmain or Annandale, but 
if you drove down Hereford street, you would have to pass through a one-way section, then when you 
reached the end of the street, another one-way lane which lead to Ross Street. 


Across the road a row of terraces of various states of renovation faced us. A rumour said that 
one of them was a brothel, although there were no overt red lights or signs. The houses had tall trees 
in their front yards and cracked stone stairs, and the iron railings were peeling and rusted. Some of 
them had rain-sodden arm chairs sitting on their verandas, others were meticulously landscaped with 
native grevillias and wattles. There was a nunnery, a red brick freestanding house, which housed about 
a dozen nuns of various ages. In the middle of a row of terraces stood a tall arch, which lead to the 
back yards - this remained from when they were domiciles for cavalry officers who stabled their horses 
behind. Through the arch you could see a virgin rock wall, a remnant from an even earlier time when 
the region was dotted with quarries mining the blond sandstone which much of Sydney is built from. 
Here, on the gently rising ridge of Glebe, as with Pyrmont, the top of the fold of rock yielded strong 
stone. The nearby Harold Park Hotel was also built in a quarry, while the Harold Park Raceway was set 
against a three-story wall of rock. 


I would turn left onto Ross Lane and walk up to Ross Street, to the corner store. I always 
bought milk, and sometimes the paper, before returning to the warehouse. There I would mix up my 
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coffee in a large dirty mug before wandering out again to see what was happening. 


Turning the other way and walking down the main corridor, I would pass a couple of side pas- 
sages, one which lead to a fire exit, the other to the main fuse box for our floor. The amount of copper 
in this monster was a nightmare, as people often replaced fuse wire with strands of copper so they could 
load more appliances on their circuits. In winter sometimes, you could feel heat radiating from the board 
itself. 


The main corridor ended in a blank wall and one to three vending machines. There were two 
drink machines, for most of the time I lived there - Pepsi and Coke. I was addicted to Lipton Ice, a 
canned iced tea sold by Pepsi, and drank hundreds of cans. Besides these stood a glass door which lead 
into the studio of Sam Shovel, the landlord. The corridor turned sharp right and lead into the common 
room. 


The Common room 


A semi-circle of chairs, im various states of decay, focused on a large T'V set on a plaster tree 
stump, which we liberated from the Opera Australia store of sets, downstairs. We had cable, long before 
it was common in Sydney - Sam was an early adopter. The first cable TV system was called Galaxy. It 
was actually a microwave transmission beamed out from Centrepoint Tower. You had to have line of 
sight with the tower to get the signal. Sam also had a full sized satellite dish on the roof, again long 
before it was common, and he got raw CNN feed during the first Gulf War through it. 


For a while we had a fully sized conference table, made of burled walnut with upholstered pan- 
els. The distressed frame of an old grand piano hung on the wall like a painting, strung up on some 
high tensile cable. Nobody who walked past the exposed harp could resists the urge to run their fingers 
across the strings, much to the annoyance of Greg on whose studio wall it hung. Some of the walls were 
constructed from old form-work boards, some from breeze blocks. Once Sam bought several large barrels 
of highly toxic sludgy grey paint at an auction, and we all pitched in to paint the walls this dismal drippy 
colour, like rain-sodden egg cartons. Then didn’t sleep for a week, as the chemicals leached slowly out of 
our blood. One of the walls was hidden behind an array of broken old TV sets ripped from a bankrupt 
RSL, stacked 4 high and five across, 20 in all, giant heavy wood-box monsters with rounded screens. 
They had no tuners and were useless for anything except installations. One night during an exhibition, 
we overheard guests discussing the significance of the one screen which was slightly darker than the 
other, set slightly off centre in this design. A huge bamboo pole hung from the ceiling near the kitchen 
alcove. Peter, our astrologer, had ridden home one day with this 15 foot pole balanced ridiculously 
across his bike. It was common to walk in and find someone hanging by knees or ankles, or by all four 
limbs like a sloth, while waiting for an egg to boil. 


Two other corridors lead off this room. One for only a short distance, past a derelict toilet, past 
the entrance to Dave Marlows studio, to the stairs which lead down to the back entrance. Dave had 
a studio here because he was a drug dealer and needed the back entrance to do business. A constant 
stream of his guests came and went without anyone else knowing about it. Another corridor lead up to 
the second group of studios, where Shadow, James and others had their dwellings. 


The kitchen nook was floored with lime green lino, which would get incredibly filthy very quickly. I 
often scrubbed that lino clean. In fact, the kitchen was usually very dirty all over and I often washed 
the whole place down. It wasn’t that I was a cleanliness freak, just that I liked it clean and had a very 
even-tempered outlook, so I wouldn’t give up even though I knew it would be just as filthy a couple 
of days later. I kept the cleaning stuff in my room where they wouldn’t go missing, and actually used 
to enjoy cleaning it down sometimes, especially in winter when the hot water would warm me up. The 
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stacks of dirty crockery under the sink sometimes got maggoty in summer, and Sam always dealt with 
this by the simple expedient of throwing them away. This drastic cull reminded the tenants to clean 
away their own mess, and also reduced the number of common utensils which could get dirty. Because, 
if there was one clean pot, people would use that and leave other dozen dirty pots under the sink. 


At the back of the kitchen, a large window looked out on Wigram Lane. I spent many hours 
looking out at the morning light, the back yards of the terrace houses on the other side. A tribe of 
lesbian chicks lived in one of the houses, but we never had any contact with them, just admired them 
from a distance. In those days Wigram Road had faded as a goth haunt and Glebe was very much the 
saphic epicentre of Sydney. 


7.7.18 10 weird and thrilling links (2008-07-28 09:15) 


”In the corner of the bath tub I saw Jed writhing around with a golden metallic object in the shit lasagna. 
He was freaking out and screaming. In the remains of the toilet tank was a bunch of flaming papers, right 
next to a can of paint thinner. I grabbed the can of paint thinner and in one swift motion clocked Jeb in 
the head with it. He started freaking out even more, and at this point I could see that the object he was 
writhing with in the tub was a saxophone. He seemed to be bleeding all over his head but it was hard 
to tell because of the shit smeared everywhere, coming out onto the floor. The lightbulb was covered in 
either nail polish or blood.” 

http://www.snipeme.com/misc.php?loc=shit 


”He heard and felt the explosions of the equipment module’s overheated fuel tanks, and from his seat, he 
watched the overhead exit hatch bulge inwards under the head-on blast of air. The rubber seal on the 
hatch began to smoke. As flames seared his cabin walls, he watched as smoke from the singed insulation 
filled the descent module. Since he didn’t have a space suit to wear, he could feel the heat against his 
unprotected skin. His body strained upwards against restraining straps as it tried to fall "down” onto the 
steaming hatch.” 

http://www.jamesoberg.com/062002flightjournalsoyuz5.html 


”From where I stood I could see a huge beam of projected light flooding up into infinity from the reactor. 
It was like a laser light, caused by the ionisation of the air. It was light-bluish, and it was very beautiful. 
I watched it for several seconds. If I'd stood there for just a few minutes I would probably have died on 
the spot because of gamma rays and neutrons and everything else that was spewing out. But Tregub 
yanked me around the corner to get me out the way. He was older and more experienced.” 
http://www.ecolo.org/documents/documents _in -english /cherno-alexander -yuvchenko.htm 


On July 13, 1978, Bugorski was checking a malfunctioning piece of equipment when an accident oc- 
curred due to failed safety mechanisms. Bugorski was leaning over the piece of equipment when he stuck 
his head in the part through which the proton beam was running. Reportedly, he saw a flash "brighter 
than a thousand suns”, but did not feel any pain. The beam measured about 2000 gray when it entered 
Bugorski’s skull, and about 3000 gray when it exited after colliding with the inside of his head. 
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/ Anatoli _Bugorski 


"Hello, Janna. Im Josh. This is lanthe, Will and Neil. We're friends of Audrey’s. I’m gonna make 
this short. We know there is no Jesse, and there never was. It was you. We don’t care why you did it, 
and we don’t care what’s wrong with you. You’re going to pack your bags right now, we’re going to call 
you a cab, and you’re going to leave. You’re never going to contact or even think about Audrey again. 
We’re going to take down the information from your driver’s license, and if you ever try to reach Audrey, 
there will be consequences.” 

http://www.laweekly.com/news/news/the-life-and-death-of-jesse-james/ 17427/ 


Gene Carson was an eavesdropper - not your garden-variety Peeping Tom, but one of the elite among 
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listeners. He worked for the National Security Agency since its founding in 1952. After forty-six years of 
service, Carson died, leaving a retirement account worth close to one million dollars to a woman that he 
felt he knew and loved, but who herself didn’t even know that Carson existed. 

http: //www.e-felix.org/issue5 /vamos.html 


I start at the feet and work my way up. I wrap him as tenderly as a mother swaddling an infant. I 
marvel at the play of light on the miraculous translucence. Soon, Roy Orbison is entirely wrapped in 
cling-film. I thank God that I was born to live this minute. 

http: //www.michaelkelly.fsnet.co.uk/karl.htm 


I used to feel like I wasn’t familiar enough with the great works of civilization. So I got all the great 
books they would let me check out of the local library, tore them up, put the pieces into brown paper 
grocery bags, and rolled those bags into seven monster cigars. And I smoked them! They had a sweet 
and ambitious flavor! I smoked the history of the world in a week! That was great! 
http://www.theonion.com/content /node/33582 


In their ten-thousand, three hundred and ninth year of marriage, Leila and Jasim began contemplat- 
ing death. 
http://gregegan.customer.netspace.net.au/INCANDESCENCE/00/Crocodile. html 


TEN PAST TWO P.M. About a dozen pilgrims are waiting, loosely encircling the catalogue bookcase 
on which the SNOOD volume lies open. The librarians at the round desk in the middle look out at the 
siege uneasily. From my right I hear "There he is!” Not thirty feet from the catalogue a man in a gray 
Inverness cape and a black clerical hat is making his way toward us. 

http: //www.theatlantic.com/issues/97nov/teller.htm 


hbdeath (2008-07-28 03:58:38) 
I liked the ”I think maybe he became mentally ill” line in the first story. No shit (as it were). The "Jesse James” 
story is beyond extraordinary. 


carbonunit (2008-07-28 04:58:19) 

Glad you like ’em. The Jesse James story is indeed incredible. I think that first one would make an incredible 
movie. The way it builds and builds to a climax of horror. It’s a genuine contemporary horror story with no 
need for supernatural elements at all. 


7.7.19 (2008-07-29 06:00) 


I’ve been watching that little graph on the front page of the [1]SMH going down, wondering when it would 
really start to bite. I used to have some large share holdings from 20 years ago when they privatised the 
Commonwealth bank, but I sold them. Bank shares don’t look so good once they tumble during a dot 
com crash, you realise just how recklessly the banks investors deal with the funds in their care. I lost a 
lot of value there but I realised that in the long run it wasn’t a good investment. 


Now the news that [2]all us losers with compulsory superannuation will be eating up to 10 % losses. 
This is entirely expected, because the funds invest the money in market shares, and other places de- 
pending on your particular super. I’ve had mine in a very conservative mixed portfolio for some time, 
about 80 % invested in real estate and capital, and every year I get several letters from the management 
firm saying "You know, if you had a growth formula on your super, the 90 % we'd have invested in the 
financial market would have grown by this much, why don’t you change your strategy?” I wonder what 
their next letter will say? 
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1. http://www.smh.com.au/ 


2. [http://business.smh.com.au/business/savings-savaged-as-super-funds-shed-10-20080729-3me3.html 


prof null (2008-07-29 11:43:23) 

Sadly, it looks to me like by the time that I am old enough to get my hands on it, there won't be any super money 
at all, so what is a good investment? 1 don't think there is one. Anyone who thinks they have a good one is bound 
to deny it, anyhow: why give your only ace away? 


7.7.20 Warehouse Daze: Sweet Revenge (2008-07-29 18:29) 


Gel trips were the bottom shelf of hallucinogens in those days. Little green squares of plastic impregnated 
with harsh, actinic stuff that was rumoured to be a mix of speed, psilocibin and morning glory extract. 
It was like the cask wine of trips; it worked, but at what cost? 


Well, the cost in money was pretty low, so one night like many others I swallowed one and wan- 
dered out to the common room to watch TV. There was a light crowd, just a few regulars slumped in 
the broken arm chairs watching documentaries on the cable. 


Richelle wandered past at one point. I was interested in Richelle. She was a university student, 
doing some mix of fine and applied arts and sociology at the University of Western Sydney. She was a 
big girl, the way I like ’em, with fine smooth pale skin, rounded face, sweet pouty lips and freckles. She 
kept her hair in nice clean dreadlocks, with little strips of perforated silver woven in. Unfortunately she 
did wear the worst clothing she possibly could, mainly washed out T shirts, once black, now grey, and 
her home made skirts, which were just cylinders of material like sarongs. 


She was obviously in an altered state of mind, and we picked up on each others twisted vibes 
straight away. She said she had a few friends in her room and I was invited to join them. It sounded 
groovy. 


Her room, at the time, was my old first studio, with the yellow walls and weird gallows poking 
out over the head of the bed. Her friends were strangers to me, skinny ferals she obviously knew through 
university. I said hello in my usual shy diffident manner and started chatting with them, or trying to. 
There was a problem with communication though. Everyone was sky high, and they actually seemed to 
be speaking a foreign language, or randomly jumbling fragments of my own language together seemingly 
in the hope that it would make sense to me. They were also incredibly energetic, literally jumping off 
the furniture and running around the room, gibbering at each other. I kept a tight reign on my paranoia 
and firmly told myself that everything was okay, and methodically set about trying to determine if they 
were just communicating with each other in a patios composed entirely of obscure cultural references, 
or if they were higher than the moon on some kind of mind shattering super drug. That seemed pretty 
unlikely to me, and deeply unfair if so, as there was a bit of a drought on at the time, which was why I 
had settled for a green gel trip for my evenings entertainment instead of something better. 


I tried and tried to get into the crazy spirit of the party, but there was no discernible pattern to 
their fragmentary ramblings, nothing I recognised, no movie or comic dialog for instance, it was all just 
really random. It started to annoy me. Not just because I couldn’t join in, but because it was so stupid. 
They were insensible. I was getting pissed off! They were ruining my mood. It was impolite, too, they 
could at least extend some bridge of understanding to me if they wanted to, but they were refusing (or 
their minds were too shattered to realise). At any rate, I excused myself, and walked out and left the 
warehouse for a bit of a walk in the soothing night air. 


I climbed the hill up Hereford street, heading for Glebe Point Road, the main thoroughfare. There was 
a crowd spilling out of the Friday night showing at the Valhalla cinema, so I headed down a quiet side 
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street and towards the park. 


There was a war monument in the park which always amused me. The stone banner on the 
plinth read ”To our Glorious Dead” which reminded me of the Grateful Dead, like it was a tribute band 
or something. Standing before this strange angular stone house-like monument, I realised I was in luck - 
there were several boxes stacked at the base, white waxy cardboard boxes. I knew from experience that 
they were full of cakes! Yes, Le Chocoreve, the French patisserie across the road, was in the habit of 
dumping their unsold stock here sometimes, to feed the bums. I felt no compunction against grabbing 
the stack of boxes myself and wandering back towards the warehouse, balancing them carefully. I was a 
bum too. 


I stopped half way home and checked them out. There was a nice selection of stuff. There were 
matches, the elongated pastry shells filled with fluorescent white whipped cream, one end dipped 
in chocolate. There were chocolate filled croissants, many jam and custard tarts, some individual 
profiteroles, and even some savories, sausage rolls and mince pies. A wicked thought congealed in my 
brain. I could use this windfall to freak out those freaks in Richelle’s room! 


So it came to pass that, shortly after wandering out, I flung open the door of Richelles studio 
and stepped back inside holding the stack of boxes aloft before me. 


”Did someone order cakes?” 
The bizarre jumping and frantic babbling stopped. They stared at me. 


”A guy just delivered these for you. He said it was for Richelles studio. I was just going out 
when he caught me.” I put them down on a table and started opening the boxes. ”There's some 
croissants, some tarts, even some pies! Looks pretty good!” Actually, the roiling effect that the drugs 
had on our stomachs made them look pretty unsavoury to all of us, but that was part of my joke. I 
knew that they would be simultaneously enticed by the calories, nauseated by the rich smells in their 
hypersensitive noses, and rendered paranoid by the question of, who on earth had sent them? They 
started to mutter and look worried. Richelle gave me a look. Giggling inanely, I backed out and closed 
the door to let them deal with their confusions. 


So, what to do with the rest of the evening? It was a nice night, the cooling breeze of spring or 
autumn, I can’t remember which, blew through the corridors. Perhaps a walk? A long walk, somewhere 
I didn’t usually go... To the Bridge, in fact? The harbour bridge. 


There was only one problem with that idea - I was twisted like a pretzel. The nasty green trip 
was fully in effect by this time. I could feel the muscles in my shoulder constricting almost convulsively, 
lending weight to the rumour that green gel tabs contained strychnine. My eyes were like black buttons 
on my face. I knew I would be transmitting a broad spectrum signal of suss for any security guards or 
cops we came across to pick up on. I’d have to do something about that, but what? 


Well, I reasoned, to get to the Harbour bridge, I'd have to walk throught the CBD of Sydney. 
Who usually walked through the CBD? Business men. How did security guards and cops recognise them 
and allow them to pass? They were suits. I didn’t have a suit, but I had plenty of ties. If I wore a tie, it 
would work like a talisman, and I could walk unmolested to the Bridge! 


And it worked. Early the next morning I watched the sun rise over the harbour mouth from the 
Bridge, and realised that, once again, I had confirmed the awesome power inherent in ties. These strips 
of brightly coloured material truly did have powers worth believing in. During my long walk, up Glebe 
Point Road to parramatta road, to the Haymarket, up George street and down to Circular Quay, before 
finding my way up one of the obscure pedestrian stairs to the deck of the bridge, my tie had protected 
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me. I still have it, a black and white striped silk number, a little narrow but quite cool for the time. A 
businessman would actually have been more likely to wear a floral print tie in the early 90s, with a bottle 
neck curve at the top of the broad end, to distinguish it from the extremely narrow and confronting ties 
of the 80s. But, my reasoning said, it would be hard to see in the dark of night. It’s not necessary for 
a tie to be fashionable to be functional. Every time I caught sight of a uniform or a crusing car with 
lights on top, I beamed that tie at them until they turned and went away in search of more likely prey. 
The fact I was wearing Docs, black jeans and black shirt with no jacket on a cool night didn't matter, I 
had a tie! I fit into a slot ready made in their universal order, like those fish who mimic the slime of a 
posionous anenome to hide within it's tentacles. 


bluedevi (2008-07-29 09:26:31) 

I love these warehouse stories. More please! And I like the tie-as-talismanic-protector thing. ”Beaming the tie at 
them” - heh. Reminds me of staggering around at Burning Man warding danger off with a glowstick as though it 
was a lightsaber. 


carbonunit (2008-07-29 22:00:26) 
I’m glad you like them. There will be more. I can’t imagine any serious danger at Burning Man surely? Glow- 
sticks are useful things, I remember a good story about one... 


bluedevi (2008-07-30 10:22:16) 

Well, there's no street lighting in Black Rock City and people go around on bikes, so you have to wear or carry 
glowing things to stop cyclists running into you at night. So the association ”glowsticks = protection” got set 
up in my head over the week we were there. On the second-last night we took acid and were wandering around 
exploring when a GIANT GLOWING MOUSE ON A BICYCLE, with a long nose and big teeth, appeared out 
of the darkness and circled round and round us, giggling insanely. My friend screamed. I don't blame him, it 
was fucking scary. I held up the glowstick in a warding-off kind of way and went ”Get behind me! Pll protect 
you!” He told me later I "had a Sigourney-Weaver-in-Alien sort of attitude.” Heh. *proud* 


prof_null (2008-07-29 11:58:19) 

Hm, yes the whole group thing has long been a mystery to me too: why do certain groups of people hang together? 
even when their communication is near nonexistent? I met some of Richelle’s friends too but there was always a 
distance there. It seems that most people get a circle of friends early and don’t go outside of that much - but then 
it’s always hard to get to know people. . . 


carbonunit (2008-07-29 22:01:54) 
I think they reconise each other as kindred spirits. Sometimes it’s not hard to know people. 


richgoth (2008-07-29 12:09:06) 
"Did someone order cakes?” heheh you ARE the devil! :-) I really like this but feel compelled to point out the 
spell checker has betrayed you: patois 


carbonunit (2008-07-29 22:02:34) 
Speling wus neva my fortay. 


richgoth (2008-07-29 23:29:57) 
oh reilly? 


7.7.21 Cyberspace Daze - Fude (2008-07-30 09:00) 


NunBuns 
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Man cannot live by computers alone. Luckily providence was on our side, and we were grateful 
recipients of the bounty of the Lord in the form of NunBuns. 


Roughly once a week the nuns, who lived in a small red brick nunnery across the road, would 
deliver to our door a garbage bag full of NunBuns. Nunbuns were really nothing but regular bread rolls, 
which they received, along with occasional other baked products, from local bakeries, when they were 
too stale to sell, or when an order was cancelled. Part of the "good works” for the nuns consisted of 
dividing and distributing bread to the poor. We were poor, and lived just across the road. It was always 
a pleasure to hear a knock at the front door, to walk through the gallery and open it to find nobody 
there, but a big Hefty garbage bag full of bread rolls waiting on the stoop. 


At one point we had a Mac Plus on our local network, set up near the kitchen, the main pur- 
pose of which was to broadcast the presence of NunBuns to anyone else logged on. Whoever found the 
buns waiting outside would broadcast a message to [Everyone] that the NunBuns had arrived. Very soon 
doors would creak open all over the warehouse and the denizens would emerge blinking into the light, 
wandering towards the kitchen to claim their share. 


Sometimes, as well as dinner rolls and French bread sticks, there were iced buns and jam donuts. 
The bag usually lasted a couple of days at least. It was unwise to leave it for long in case the cockroaches 
invaded. Stale NunBuns would get toasted with cheese under the griller of one of the stoves, and all that 
would remain was a garbage bag full of crumbs. 


Cyberpunk cuisine 


Cooking in the warehouse was kept primitive and simple. We had few implements, except for 
several large saucepans and the stove. The most signature dish in the warehouse, apart from toasted 
NunBuns with cheese, were baked potato wedges. This was simply potatoes which had been chopped 
into wedges and baked on an oven tray. They were usually underdone because we were so hungry. 
Drizzled with a little oil or melted butter, sprinkled with herbs, and baked, a dish of potatoes was the 
perfect thing for watching TV in the winter, when the wind would gust up the alleyway behind the 
building and in through the kitchen window, which had no glass but was simply screened with wire. 
Even when Sam fitted office partition panels into this window to keep the wind out, enough air came in 
from the bathroom and toilets to prevent warmth accumulating. The only option was to rug up and eat 
starch. 


The most elaborate cook amongst us was David Marlow, who would cook his own signature dish, 
a vegetable curry. Heavy on the potatoes, and he always added half a lemon for some reason. He had a 
bad habit of leaving pots of lima beans boiling, then going for a smoke and forgetting them, until they 
boiled dry and started to burn. The distinctive smell of scorched legumes would fill the warehouse until 
I sprinted down the hallway and heaved it into the sink. 


James Firth-Smith loved spaghetti with pesto, which was my first encounter with this substance. 
I used to refer to it as ”pestilence” before I tried it, and when I did I changed my mind and ate it often, 
with parmesan cheese and garlic. James also drank the largest, most potent coffees, made in a tall glass 
tumbler with 3 heaping table spoons of International Roast, the methylated spirits of the coffee world. 


Kylie Wingrave had a severe food allergy, which used to render her delirious when she ate sugar 
or vegetables like carrots or tomatoes. She used to eat tins of baked beans, until we noticed that the 
sauce contained more sugar than many deserts. I once tried to cook a dinner for her of poached chicken 
breast, boiled rice and fried bananas. These were essentially the 3 foods she was allowed to eat. 
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Zen, former inmate, visiting once after he left, introduced us to a favourite of his own invention. 
The local Thai takeaway could be induced to serve $2 cartons of steamed rice topped with satay sauce. 
It was a horrible slippery combination of starch and grease, perfect for after booze. They hated us 
for asking for this cheap concoction instead of their delicious dishes a la carte, and served us with 
undisguised loathing when we dared to ask. 


My own typical day would start with my big mug of milk coffee, breakfast and caffeine com- 
bined. Later in the day I might have a nunbun, but often I wouldn't actually eat anything substantial 
until 3AM the following morning, when I would race up Hereford Street to the shops on Glebe Point 
Road. There I would buy a yeros kebab made from the last scraps of meat from the rotisserie, hideously 
black and greasy from an entire day cooking. They also had excellent potato scallops, which were so 
greasy they were like sponges dipped in hot fat. Sometimes I would get health conscious and eat an 
entire head of lettuce drenched in Kraft Italian dressing, with chopped tomatoes and cucumber. 


During the day I would of course drink several cans of my favourite beverage, the LiptonIce Tea 
from the Pepsi drink machine. The glowing Coke and Pepsi machines at the end of the main hallways 
were Cyberspace icons. Later Sam added his own vending machine, a primitive snack machine with 
malfunctioning baskets. At first this was stocked with cheap snack foods, such as No Frills chips and 
chocolate, but later he added such useful items as floppy disks and 1Meg RAM chips. Peter the bicycle 
man thoughtfully added a line of dried sea cucumbers, which looked exactly like dried cat turds. Nobody 
ever bought those except for a joke. 


Sometimes, when we felt the need for a burst of protein, I would cook up a big dinner of spaghetti 
bolognaise. We would eat it at the huge conference table in the gallery, by candle light, stoned and 
zoned, our faces flushing with the meat and carbs. Another good cheap protein source I liked was 
leatherjackets, which are a species of fish. They are related to sharks, and called leatherjackets because 
instead of scales they are covered in shark skin, a thick, rough integument which is actually covered 
in millions of tiny teeth. The aborigines used to use it as sandpaper, for smoothing the shafts of their 
spears. Apart from being tasty and incredibly cheap, they are also the best fish if you don’t like fish 
bones, as their skeleton is strangely melded together like a cage, and their ribs are fused into plates. 
They looked cyber and they were incredibly easy to cook - one simply unzipped their leather jackets, 
fried them in the electric frypan, and served. 


richgoth (2008-07-29 23:35:21) 
hideously black and greasy from an entire day cooking. glad I swore off yeeros in 1996! 


carbonunit (2008-07-30 00:08:53) 
I gave up smoking but I would never give up yeros! Really, the overcooked meat is much safer than the under- 
cooked. Have you ever seen a big frozen yeros cylinder being delivered? It’s really just sausage meat. 


richgoth (2008-07-30 11:55:25) 
yeah I know... I have a glass stomach these days...I rarely eat takeaway at all 


7.7.22 Damn, now they cured Alzheimers (2008-07-30 16:22) 


http://www.msnbc.msn.com/id/25918231/ 


Now you can't avoid experiencing your own death with a clear and lucid mind, by living long enough to 
go senile. Oh well, maybe if I eat enough red meat Ill get CJD before I have a heart attack. 
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7.8 August 


7.8.1 Warehouse Daze - Shadow (2008-08-01 09:06) 


Shadow the warlock once told me that the secret to keeping a woman was simple. You just had to give 
her some acid, and then give her oral sex for several hours without stop. After that, she was your slave 
for life. 


Of course, Shadow was a free spirit so Im not sure he ever tested his theory. His studio was a dark 
room tucked away down the secluded second corridor, where he crouched with his computer, a 486 PC, 
full powered for the time period, and dialled bulletin boards all day. He would browse and trade the 
philez scene, text file rants about conspiracy theories and secret world governments, and maybe later he 
would call a friend for a game of network Doom over the phone. 


Shadow looked like a warlock; tall and thin, pale and a bit spotty, with long lifeless hair. He wore 
leather trench coats before Columbine, and big San Francisco boots with metal buckles. He loved to 
drag his boot-heels on the unfinished wooden warehouse floor when he walked down the corridors, so you 
would know it was him going past. His bong was an awesome hand-blown glass dual-chamber job. It was 
a serious bong, an experts bong. 


Rumour had it he was the son of a powerful city councillor; that she threw money at him in return 
for contact and regular updates on his state of health; that the only reason we hadn’t been busted by 
the sherrif for living on an industrial zoned property was because of the strings she pulled. Rumours he 
may have started himself. I never learnt his true name - not surprising, many people in the scene went 
by pseudonyms and were trying to reinvent themselves - Shadow, PCD, Sam Shovel, Midnight, Aegar. 


He once told me the incredible story of the lost BBS called The Secret Garden, once run by our mutual 
friend Aegar. It was a primitive BBS on a slow computer, with a single modem so only one user could 
connect at a time. The BBS was connected to a "door game” which was a role-playing game map gen- 
erator. Over several years they built a detailed, poetic environment, the Secret Garden, a world of their 
own, a huge garden with a succession of forests, giant trees, animated statues, sentient animals, caves, 
fountains, lakes, characters, buildings and machines. They would leave each other surprises in hidden 
locations and forget about them and rediscover them later. They wandered through their world like 
wizards, creating new wonders by typing through a phone line at 1200 baud. Only two of them could 
ever meet there; one on the line, one sitting at the computer at Aegar's house. In the end, the garden 
vanished into nothing in an instant when the hard drive died. There was no backup. 


I spent many happy hours in his studio watching over his shoulder as he played network Doom and 
discussing conspiracy theories with him. He wasn’t fixated on any particular nexus of power, a trait 
which makes some conspiracy theorists boring. He knew vast amounts about the Bildberg group, the 
ancient history of the Masons and how sects implement mind control. This was soon after Ruby Ridge 
went down, and he had reams of information which had flowed from the states through the Fidonet adhoc 
network to his favourite bulletin boards. He reached a wider audience when he started calling his friends 
who had industrial or techno shows on Radio 2RSR, the low power community station which was the 
start of so many beautiful careers. They would put him on air with a minimal backing and he would spiral 
out a long, intricate thread of conspiracy speculation that never ended, but was occasionally punctuated 
by wet blasts on his double-chamber bong. One time, when he was busy spreading his memes through a 
friends late night show, he realised the host had fallen asleep. Shadow finished an hour-long rant to find 
that the music had stopped and there was no reply from the host except faint snores. Undeterred, he 
cranked up his own stereo to provide the music, and launched into another adventure in alternate reality, 
interrupted occasionally by amused warehouse denizens dropping by his room to broadcast shout-outs to 
their friends. 
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Such a pity that someone so knowledgeable about mind control would succumb to the lure of heroin. 
I heard later that he became an addict during a stay in Amsterdam, typically bypassing the available pot 
and hash and going straight for the hard stuff the junkies were shooting in Needle Park. Many years later 
I came across him on King street, zonked and ruined, moving in slow motion, barely able to function. 
The sad living death of a once-bright mind which torched itself because it was too cynical to believe in 
anything. 


richgoth (2008-08-01 08:39:54) 
After that, she was your slave for life. another priceless installment! 


bluedevi (2008-08-01 11:11:26) 
This is such great writing. There's something tragic and fairytale-ish about the Lost BBS. 


carbonunit (2008-08-01 23:39:27) 

I’m so glad you like it. There's plenty more on the way. That story of the Secret Garden had a big impact on 
me. That, plus tripping, plus raves, plus ST:TNG with all those story lines of holodeck adventures and virtual 
environments, plus Gibsons trilogy, plus other works like Jeff Noons Vurt, plus Society of the Spectacle, that’s 
what this time was all about. We were highly aware of the Other Worlds, our warehouse was like a simplified 
version of the outside world, and we would pass from level to level, from outside to inside, from straight to twisted, 
into our creations and out again. I might expand on this later. 


7.8.2 Public Fruit (2008-08-01 09:36) 

Genius idea - map the public fruit! 

http://www.fallenfruit.org /whatisfallenfruit.html 

I want this on a Google map overlay, with calendar input so it alerts you when you’re near a tree 
which should have ripe fruit at that time of year. I wanna walk around with an iPhone showing my 


location with reference to local public fruit trees, with an arrow pointing towards the ones which need to 
be harvested now. Make it so! 


(2008-08-15 08:00:40) serial planter 

if it grows easy like avacado’s just growit werever you want.Plant seeds in pots on your veranda till established 
then go and find a nice secure spot with your mini mattock and plant it in your wettest season.Costs you nothing. 
Brisbane-mangoes-everywere. Blue Mountains,Lithgow-back lanes,everyone grows fruit trees 


7.8.3 2008-08-02_1029.36_Jellyfish (2008-08-03 20:35) 
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[2]2008-08-02 1029.36 _Jellyfish.JPG 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong 


Iron Cove was full of these jellyfish like chrysanthemums yesterday. I wasn’t game to check if their ten- 
tacles stung. 


1. http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2726930757/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2726930757/ 
3. i : 


http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 
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.4 2008-08-03_1010.46_Fin (2008-08-03 20:46) 


17 MN | 
(2)2008-08-03 -1010.46 _Fin.JPG 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong 


I love this building, next to the Petersham Hotel. It’s just a block of flats, but it looks like the hood 
ornament on the bonnet of a Lensmans space ship. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2727076295/ 


2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2727076295/ 
3. http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


richgoth (2008-08-03 23:42:18) 
I think theres a stranded guild navigator inside there [Third-Stage _Guild _Navigator.jpg] 


7.8.5 Warehouse Daze - James (2008-08-04 18:16) 


Years before I met James in the warehouse, I severely annoyed his famous uncle. This is how it happened. 


I had been making my tie quilts, using ties I bought in bulk from Waige and Co., a second-hand 
clothes processing factory in Banksmeadow. Most of Sydney’s clothing charity bins go straight to Waige 
and Co.s conveyor belts where their staff, who almost all seemed to be Polynesian, would sort the 
different types of clothes. Every few weeks I would catch a train and a bus and buy a big 20 kilo sack of 
ties for about $7 a kilo. This I would lug home again, and sort. I would pick out the brightly patterned 
polyester ties, which were the best ones for my purpose, the silk ties, which I used separately to make 
more expensive quilts, and the rest were waste. Waste included mainly plain, drab ties, dark blues and 
greys, with a pattern too large to make a good patch, and other unusable ties were those knitted or 
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woven from wool, and the leather and vinyl ties which were popular in those days. 


Obviously I couldn't just leave them in a clothing bin, because Pd probably end up buying them 
again. Over time I collected a couple of full sacks of these rejects. My father used some to tie up the 
trees in his garden, but that was about the only use they were good for. The only sensible option was to 
dump them in the bin, if I could find an unguarded industrial dumpster near enough to take them. 


Then I had an idea - what about giving them away? What if I took them into the city and 
tried giving them away to the businessmen in Martin Place? It would be a cool experiment, even if they 
weren’t interested. 


I contacted old school friend and artist Edan Mumford and bounced the idea off him. He loved 
it. And so, we met at Martin Place on a bright sunny day around midday, lugging a sack full of the 
better rejected ties. Our mission: to give them to the wealthy suited businessmen who passed through 
the square at lunch time. 


We selected the best ties and draped them across our arms in enticing displays, like merchants in 
a marketplace displaying their wares. Then we waited for a suitable dressed-up businessman to approach 
where we were standing near the war memorial. Stepping into their path we would invite them to select 
a tie, free of charge, gratis for the taking. 


Most of them backed off and passed around us with suspicious stares. They didn’t even look at 
the ties. They did their best not to interact with us in any way. Some were obviously enraged, perhaps 
sensitive to the symbology of the tie as a leash, a rope around ones neck, tying them down to their 
careers. The rest just navigated past us with their force screens on high, trying their best to edit us 
out of their world. We were just an obstacle between them and their lunches. I don’t think they even 
understood what we were doing, because sometimes they did stop, and then it took minutes to explain 
to them that yes, they were just neck ties, yes, they were free, no, it was not a publicity stunt, or a 
movie, or a psychological experiment. 


Our favourite victims were the ones who were moved to rage by the sight of us giving something 
away for free. They seemed to interpret some kind of criticism in the gesture, as though we were 
highlighting the amoral nature of their world by giving away one of the most potent symbols of their 
lifestyles. Their faces flushed, they literally snarled at us as they stamped past, muttering "Think you're 
funny don’t you?” and ”Get a job!” 


The only people who stopped and chose ties for themselves were foreigners, immigrants who ob- 
viously didn’t understand the subtlety of the situation, but wouldn’t pass up anything free. One 
middle-eastern gentleman with his sons in tow spent ages fossicking right through our sack, selecting a 
handful of the best ties to take with him. 


Whenever anyone questioned us what our motives were, we told them the truth - we had a sack 
full of ties we didn’t want, and we thought this would be the best place to get rid of them. They weren’t 
satisfied with that, because the people who asked had usually already formulated an answer and were 
only checking to see if they were right. They would argue with us. Where were the cameras? Was 
this a religious thing, a charity stunt? Were we communists? They needed to find some handle, some 
understandable explanation for this action, but we wouldn’t give them one. We had ties, we were giving 
them away. That was all. 


It was a lot of fun, but we only succeeded in disposing of one sack full of unwanted neckties. 
Months later I was starting to contemplate dumping the rest when Edan called up with a brilliant 
idea. An artist, John Firth-Smith, famous for his high-concept paintings and drawings, was having an 
opening at the Art Gallery of New South Wales that night. Edan’s lecturer at university had invited 
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him to come. Perhaps 1 could bring some ties, so we could stand at the gallery door and issue a tie to 
each attendee, as though it were a requirement for entrance? The crowd would interpret this as exactly 
the sort of thing Firth-Smith would do, even though it wasn’t his idea! It would be a delicious stunt 
to highlight the stale, obvious, programmed nature of his brand of ”rebellion” which had become so 
acceptable to the art establishment. 


I was delighted! Art terrorism and waste disposal taste so good together! We met in Martin 
Place well before the exhibition was to start, lugged the sacks up to the gallery and sat on the steps 
waiting for the crowd to start arriving. 


Soon the attendees started to arrive, and we offered them ties exactly as we had been doing in 
Martin Place with the businessmen. Of course these people reacted entirely differently; smiling and 
joking with us, most of them took a tie and wore it, or detourned it in some way by tying it around 
their heads or wrapping black ones around their biceps like mourning bands. They obviously believed 
that John had planned the whole thing, although when anyone asked us we told the truth; we weren’t 
connected with him in any way, we were just trying to get rid of some unwanted ties. 


When the flow of arrivals slowed and stopped we entered the gallery and wandered amongst the 
crowd. Edan pointed John Firth-Smith out - he was angry! His mouth was set in a thin grimace smile 
and his eyes were mad and starey. Everyone was talking about the ties, playing with them, swapping 
them, showing each other fancy tie knots! I don’t think he liked having his brand diluted. We ate and 
drank as much as we could and went home early. Just as we were leaving a frantic artist pulled up and 
demanded to know what we were doing with the half-sack of ties that remained. We handed it over, 
much to his delight. Mission accomplished. 


That stunt would have been less than a year before I moved into the warehouse. James Firth- 
Smith was already living there when I arrived. His studio was actually part of the space rented from 
Sam by Richard North. Richard stored various kinds of junk there after he had bought it at auction, 
before he could either repair it or find a buyer. 


James studio was quite small, and always very dark. It was bare, ill-lit, and the floor was al- 
ways covered in crumpled newspapers and empty beer bottles. Beer was the great constant in his life. He 
was from Melbourne. His bed was a low stack of wooden pallets with a mattress on top. His wardrobe 
was a broom stick nailed to the wall. The walls were unadorned cinder block and wood. 


James himself was a skinny, ungainly, froglike guy with a shaven bald head and the stoop of 
someone who spends most of their day hunched before a computer. In fact, he did spend most of each 
day hunched before his old Amiga, which was hooked up to a midi unit and keyboard sampler. He wore 
greys and blacks always, and a belt with a huge chainsaw buckle, and hobnail boots. Like Shadow, the 
sound of his heavy metal soles clonking down the hallway always announced his passage. 


Every morning he would emerge from his studio at the crack of noon, ready for his 3 huge cof- 
fees made in tall frappe glasses using International Roast. Later he would return to his room and 
settle down before his computer to fiddle with his compositions. Before moving to Sydney he had 
been in several industrial rock bands in Melbourne, especially The Prostitutes, with his good friend 
Chris Dubrow, who went on to much greater success with Soulscraper and then Insurge. James was 
an excellent keyboardist, but he spent most of his time composing complicated, tantalizing, infinitely 
poignant sequenced chord progressions, and then deleting them because they weren’t good enough. 


James favourite haunts were early openers like the Judgment bar at the Courthouse hotel on Ox- 
ford street, and the Bentley bar. He felt most at home surrounded by young drunk people, playing pool 
and yelling at each other. He really loved that seedy live-to-drink atmosphere that such places are filled 
with, where the leathery old bitter-faced men sit apart and stare into their beers, ignoring the loud music 
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and swarming youth. He liked to surround himself with bikers and ex-cons and lowlife. He smoked like 
a chimney and lived on coffee and beer. 


His girlfriend was incredibly beautiful. She used to visit him in his warehouse hole and stay 
overnight. Imagine the scene: a dark dirty hall, mounds of junk in the corners, a TV flickering on 
an old tree stump, weird troglodytes sprawled on rescued armchairs around it, dressed in ragged grey 
and black clothing spray painted with graffiti, watching late night TV. Suddenly an angel appears, 
blonde and pure, clad in spotless white terry toweling bathrobe and bunny slippers, a toothbrush in her 
mouth, wafting past with the scent of roses on her way to the shower. I swear the shower recesses were 
themselves cleaner every time she used them, while she somehow remained uncontaminated. Rumour 
had it she had moved to Sydney from Melbourne just to be near him. 


James wouldn’t work in an iron lung, but he was never short of money. Sometimes he would ac- 
company Richard to an auction, especially when there were computers on the menu. At one such auction 
he successfully bid on a set of 3 Mac Quadras which had been workstations in an architects office. They 
had been networked together and all the cables came with them, bundled up in a plastic bag. 


When he got the machines home he scanned their hard drives for data which had been deleted, 
a standard practice. On one machine he recovered an expensive copy of ArchiCAD for Mac, worth about 
$6000 second hand. When he tried to run the program, it informed him he didn’t have the right dongle. 
A “dongle” is a plug of some kind which contains an electronic key, which needs to be plugged into the 
computer to allow software to run, a popular bit of hardware based copy protection for high end software 
in those days. Going through the bag of cables James found 3 short serial port plugs, which looked like 
adapters but didn’t actually change the nature of the port they were inserted in. These, of course, were 
the dongles. They must have been included in the auction by mistake, because, as he found out after a 
few calls to the company which developed the software, they represented James right to possess, and 
more importantly, on-sell, 3 copies of the program, for a total of $18 000. After a little negotiation with 
the company to secure boxed copies of the latest release of the program, he reaped his profit, but first he 
spent a week carrying the plugs around in his jacket pocket, occasionally taking them out and plonking 
them down on the table and explaining that they represented eighteen thousand dollars value. Like the 
rest of us he loved those occasions when the cyber-future poked it’s ugly head into our present, he loved 
the idea of the chips in those dongles being equivalent to money. 


Another time he decided to turn his hand to gambling. He got an exercise book and started to 
peruse the race papers, compiling tables and judging the form, developing a betting system. The system 
he came up with was simple - bet on races featuring young jockeys on their second or third race, i.e. 
take advantage of the racing culture, which tries to assist new young talent by giving them easy wins in 
their first races. 


His system worked. For months he spent nearly the entire day in the common room, welded to 
the TV which was tuned to the TAB pages of the Teletext system, computing form. When he had some 
sure bets he would go to the local TAB and place them, or phone them in. I’m just glad he didn’t 
degenerate all the way to getting a transistor radio and walking around listening to 2KY like the old 
men do. 


James abused his health hard; drinking, smoking, eating nothing but starch, never exercising, 
and breakfasting on those giant coffees. He loved to stay awake for days at a stretch, not with drugs but 
with alcohol and will power. He loved to go out at 6AM in search of a good bloody mary. 


Eventually it was all the slouching he did in his reclining chair which caused the most trouble - 


his spine gave way and he developed a serious slipped vertebrae. Much more serious than a slipped disk, 
a slipped vertebrae can shear off the spinal column if it slips all the way out of line with the spine. 
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His father, a famous eye surgeon, came to the rescue and lined up back surgery with one of the 
best surgeons in Australia. James went to Melbourne for a month. When he returned, he proudly told 
us he was a cyborg. They had used a large steel plate as a splint, bolted to the errant vertebrae and the 
ones above and below. His account of the pains of the surgery were terrifying. For awhile we all became 
super conscious of our posture, and improvised back supports from pillows. 


When the demolition started on our warehouse he bought a house in Melbourne and moved back 
to his home town. Sometimes he would visit Sydney again or send me emails. We heard that he built a 
squat-style bed out of pipes and scaffolding, and filled the house with outdated computer gear bought 
at auction. 


Soon after I moved into the warehouse in Annandale James appeared again and stayed with us 
for awhile. He drove a single-seat ex-Post-office delivery van and was busy buying and selling from the 
auctions again. Michelle was not very impressed with him, because he had stopped bathing and stank 
like Pan. He had taken to boiling his clothing in black die in lieu of washing them, and he spilled dye 
on the counter tops in the kitchen. After a month or so Chris Dubrow, who was also living with us, 
convinced him to come on a holiday to Bali. James travelled on to Jakarta and had the good fortune 
to be there with a camera during the civil unrest of the elections which overthrew President Suharto. I 
received terrifying emails with attached pictures of huge mobs of protesters in uniform colour clothing, 
running like herds of wildebeest while armoured vans fired water cannon at them. The energy and 
madness totally amazed him, and he decided to change his life completely and live there. 


James disappeared into the heart of darkness. Only cryptic emails from disposable accounts 
proved he was still alive. He had been adopted by a society of ex-pat westerners who were addicted to 
the illicit pleasures which could be had cheaply in the large clubs, run by the Indonesian military, which 
were sordid dens of underage prostitution and vice. There were rumours from other sources that he 
had bought a small fishing village and was living amongst them like a benevolent dictator, that he was 
starting a business to buy the worn out rustic wooden fishing boats and run them down to Australia 
to be converted into colourful houseboats. Other rumours had it that he was an industrial spy, that he 
was making huge amounts of money by pretending to be a representative from an Australian import 
company, and visiting the network of factories in Java which bootleg consumer electronics devices. He 
would compile as much information as he could on what they were doing and then sell reports to the 
companies which owned the brands Indonesia was ripping off. Not that they could stop it, Indonesia is 
a hotbed of piracy, but they liked to know. 


You see, it's hard to rebel when you have a famous successful reprobate in the family. No mat- 
ter what you do, no matter how hard you try to rebel and be your own person, your parents will just 
recall the time wacky old uncle John, who is now worth millions of dollars as an artist, shacked up with 
a model and a kilo of horse, or got drunk and smashed the headlights on the Premiers car. There's 
nothing to push against, no boundaries to cross. It wasn’t like he could go the other way and appall his 
bohemian relatives by being successful either - his father was the best eye surgeon in Australia, a close 
personal friend of many famous politicians and business identities. 


Ah James, where are you now? Have you finally escaped from the approval of your family? Or 
are you doomed to an eternity of acceptance and understanding? 


prof_null (2008-08-04 12:45:37) 
Great stuff! there’s a lesson in there , I think. 


richgoth (2008-08-05 03:38:42) 
so thats what a dongle is! 
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carbonunit (2008-08-06 04:46:30) 
Heh, I bet you thought it was a larger version of a Prince Albert! 


7.8.6 Ata recent meeting... (2008-08-06 12:37) 


Some Guy: Blah blah blah blah BLAH blah bla bla bla blah blah blah blah blah BLAH blah bla bla bla 
blah bla bla BLAH blah bla. 


Some Other Guy: Bla blah bla bla BLAH blah bla blah blah blah BLAH blah bla bla bla blah blah. 
First Guy: What do you think, Matthew, you're not saying very much? 


Me: Terminate. With extreme predjudice. 


malwae (2008-08-06 04:21:58) 
I totally want to use this in the next meeting I have with marketing... 


carbonunit (2008-08-06 04:44:49) 

Heh. I didn’t REALLY say that, it’s just that I felt like that guy in Apocalypse Now. That's often how I feel 
in meetings. Everyone else is skirting the issue, and then they turn to me and I say something too blunt and 
technical like This is actually impossible, for this reason.” and so on. 


richgoth (2008-08-07 13:18:13) 
hehe I managed to use the phrase "fuck you you fucking fucks” in the office the other day :) 


7.8.7 Beautiful article about Genesis P Orridge (2008-08-06 18:49) 


http://radaronline.com/from-the-magazine/2008/07/genesis _porridge _jacqueline _breyer _plastic 
-surgery -01.php 


richgoth (2008-08-07 00:33:12) 
I was wondering why he had the boob implants...now I know the background story... amazing article! 


(2008-08-10 02:00:46) burning silo’s-hereford st. vet. 

while i was reading this the entire back of the industrial area on the other side of the road(acres)mostly grass 
scrub and oily machinery bits had caught fire and got metres from the grain silo’s-woops there goes the neighbour- 
hood!.and i didnt even notice.Onya Gen i’ve got tits too of course mine were gods wrath for eostrogyn mimicking 
chemicals loosed in the environment but the politics are the same.Gendernaughts venturing beyond the paille and 
the veil.And a love story a rare thing and so vivid. 
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7.8.8 Rebinding the Cyclopedia (2008-08-07 09:55) 


The [3]Household Cyclopedia of 1881 was already quite damaged when I bought it. It was a cheap 
book in it's time. The spine was glued to the binding, the leather had decayed and pages were coming 
out. Squashing it down on a flatbed scanner hundreds of times didn’t do it much good either, even though 
I was trying to imortalise the content within. 


Now, a decade later, it has been reborn! 


[5] 


Well, rebound at least. I took it to a course at [6]Amazing Paper and learned book binding by re- 
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binding the Cyclopedia. 


First I had to totally remove the old binding and look at the pages. A lot of them were torn and 
needed to be fixed with lots of Japanese tissue and paste. Basically I had to repair the fold of the outside 
pages of each register, and some of the inner ones as well. Then, I bound them together. The original 
binding was cord binding, but Rosemarie at Amazing Paper seems to like tape binding better, so I had 
to repunch the holes. Wish I took a photo of that, but I will document the next book better. 


What you see above is the book, rebound, with spine built up with layers of carrtirdge paper and 
mull, lying next to the new cover. I recovered the book with brown buckram. 


Now with any luck it's good for another 100 years. 


http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2660916314/ 
http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2660098077/ 
ttp://mspong.org/cyclopedia/contents. html 


ttp://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2740007062/ 


t; 
2 
3 
4. 
5. http://www. flickr .com/photos/nattspong/2739178581/ 
6 
7 
8. 


EE 


ttp://www.amazingpaper.com.au/ 
ttp://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2740026018/ 
ttp://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2740034474/ 


i 


richgoth (2008-08-07 00:26:43) 
amazing work! 


prof_null (2008-08-07 09:21:00) 
Good work - what’s your next project? 
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7.8.9 2008-08-07_1437.10_Green_storm (2008-08-07 20:30) 


[1] \ aS Fis 
[2]2008-08-07 -1437.10 -Green _storm.JPG 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong 


Green clouds are WRONG. I’m sorry, this storm today was wrong, it should not be. Can Do Better. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2741279238/ 


2. http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2741279238/ 
3. [http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


richgoth (2008-08-07 13:06:47) 
its the millions of tiny frogs about to rain down on us! 


hbdeath (2008-08-08 06:10:34) 
It did a perfectly good job on my modem, which I’ve only just got replaced on its account. 


7.8.10 Warehouse Daze - Mark the Sheep Eater (2008-08-08 15:48) 


My third studio was the first with a window on the outside world. It was just a transom window which 
looked out at footpath level on the tarmac of Hereford street, but it was better than nothing. It allowed 
me to resynchronise with the diurnal rhythm, and get some fresh air. It also allowed anyone who wanted 
access to the warehouse to shout at me until I emerged and opened the door. 


The space next to mine had originally housed Mark Dixon, the computer hacker and punk, but when I 
moved next door it was storage. Dividers and folding screens for the gallery were kept there. It didn't 
even have a proper door, the entire wall was mounted on hinges and a wheel so it would open right up. 


Pretty soon after 1 moved in, Sam rented it to a very strange character, even for the warehouse. He 
was much older than us, with a cheerful demented round whiskery face like a simple-minded prospector 
character from a western movie. He wore overalls every day, or rather, he wore one pair of overalls every 
day, yellow ones, and gum boots. His name was Mark. 


We mostly ignored him at first, because he was so much older than us, and didn't really interest us. 
He didn’t have a computer or any cool ideas. One time he showed me some “light paintings” he had done; 
drawing with coloured lights by setting up a camera in a dark room, opening the shutter, and sketching 
on the film by waving coloured lights around in the air. That was the only artistic creation of his 1 ever 
saw. 


Mark drove a microscopic van, about 2/3 the size of the VW microbus. His main activity and source of 
income seemed to be selling recycled plastic drums. He would set out in his van and return with large 
blue empty drums lashed to the roof, the kind which olives and other pickles are often imported in. The 
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drums weren't very clean and stank of pickling brine. He would roll them through the gallery and into 
his studio and push the door closed. Pretty soon there was barely room for him inside there. When the 
door was open it wasn't obvious where he slept - perhaps inside one of the larger barrels? Although he 
was always bringing the barrels home, there didn’t seem to be very many going out. He claimed that 
people often bought them for use as tumbling compost bins, but we hardly ever saw him sell one. 


The strangest rumours started circulating about him. Rumours were pretty rife in the warehouse, because 
we were all reinventing ourselves and loved stories and novelty. The rumour about Mark went like this: 
he had previously been a normal, boring Telegraph-reading punter years before, with a job and a wife 
and a small house in Redfern, until one day he lost it. He disappeared completely, for months or perhaps 
years. When he was finally found, it was because a farmer in remote western NSW called the police. 
The cops came and found a naked, hairy man, crouched over the carcass of one of the farmers sheep, 
eating the meat raw. He had had a nervous breakdown, went bush, and lived like a feral animal until he 
was recaptured and given help. The light paintings were part of his rehabilitation therapy, and now here 
he was, living in midst, right next door to me, with only a wall made from office partitions, carpet over 
wood veneer and honeycomb cardboard, between us. 


Oh well, we didn’t mind. We didn’t mind when he wandered out of his studio wearing nothing but 
a casually draped toga made from an unzipped sleeping bag, exposing his bum, on his way to the show- 
ers. We didn’t mind when the barrels he rescued started to have caustic, poison or biohazard symbols 
stencilled on their sides. I did mind when he started trying to set me up to sell his barrels for him, by 
telling me that he had to go out just when a potential customer was stopping by, and would I mind 
showing them the barrels and minding the money if they bought one? Actually I wouldn’t mind, IF he 
didn’t try and tell me the price was $100. He laughed when I refused, but he tried again and again. 


It was especially awkward the day that we were sitting in the common room watching TV, and Mark 
and one of Shadows ex-girlfriends, the one who looked like Blossom, wandered past hand in hand and 
entered the shower together! Now THAT was a very special Blossom! 


Then one day he moved out, leaving his barrels behind and owing Sam some rent, as usual. I still 
saw his ridiculously tiny van from time to time, swaying under the load of barrels lashed to the roof, 
because they were too large to fit inside. Soon after he left, the importing concern on the same level 
as us moved out. Sam rented their space, we broke through the wall, and extended our empire into the 
available space. I moved to my fourth and last studio, in the former offices of the importer, on the corner 
of the building looking down on the Harold Park hotel. I had windows along two entire walls of that 
studio. 


richgoth (2008-08-08 12:04:52) 
oh christ, I think I met Mark the sheep eater at Glebe Markets too... He had a long vaguely demented conversation 
with me and kept trying to sell me a barrel! 


prof_null (2008-08-09 10:40:45) 
Great stuff, but then I would say that right? Keep it coming! Is Marcus going to make a cameo? 


carbonunit (2008-08-12 10:46:39) 

Perhaps you could write the saga of Marcus? I remember, the first time I became aware of him, he was arguing 
with you in the kitchen. His voice was really high pitched and squeaky and sounded like trouble! I thought you 
were pretty brave having a heated discussion with a freshly released ex-con! 
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7.8.11 (2008-08-11 17:14) 


Michelle and I spent the weekend staying in a cottage in Katoomba, for my 40th birthday. There was 
snow! Not a lot, but it stayed on the ground and made everything white and it was the first time I ever 
saw snow actually falling from the sky. 


We didn't do much while there. We checked out the book shops, and ate at the Paragon and [1]Avalon, 
and visited [2|Norman Lindsay’s house/museum to look at his paintings of voluptuous women. Michelle 
made me my favourite vegetable soup. We fired up the slow combustion stove at the cottage and watched 
Robot Chicken and Venture Bros. 


Michelle gave me a birthday present which is so amazing I can barely believe it exists. I will post 
about that properly later. 


1. (http: //www.avalonkatoomba.com/ 


2. [http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Norman_Lindsay 


(2008-08-11 12:42:16) 
wow, happy 40th dude :) cheers mattg 


7.8.12 Zombie Puppets! (2008-08-11 19:40) 


Michelle found these zombie marionettes in Bali. She smuggled them back without letting me know by 
posting them to herself through a good shipper, who wouldn't damage them while fumigating. This is 
important with this kind of delivery. 


[1] 
Zombie puppets! I keep failing to understand how awesome these are. I will tell you some of why they 
are awesome. 


They have actions! Two of them have snapping jaws which are operated by a string, and Mr Purple 
has authentic zombie broken-neck head-flopping action! 


They are old! These guys are from an entirely different zombie mythology to that which we are fa- 
miliar, they were made in the 60s and they represent zombies from Balinese mythology. Note that their 
lips have skinned back, which happens with all dead animals and people too, but which you rarely see 
with western zombies. In fact... 


They are zombie pirates! Well, most likely. In Bali your stock Bad Man for any story or dance or 
play is a Malaysian pirate, who worked the straits of Singapore for centuries but weren’t too lazy to go 
further afield as far as Bali when they got hungry. These guys look like the standard Malaysian pirate 
character from a dance, with their checked sarongs and collar shirts. In fact, in Balinese religion all 
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demons and bad things come from the sea, so drowned Pirates would make the best, or worst, Zombies. 


Zombie Puppets! OMG! Zombie Puppets! Zombie Puppets! Pirate Zombie Puppets! Antique Bali- 
nese Pirate Zombie Puppets! 


Michelle says the guy who sold them had a small shop full of antiques. He had put these puppets 
on display for Nyepi day and the Ogoh-Ogoh, but he had actually taken them down and was about to 
put them away. As often happens in Bali he couldn't believe that she wanted to buy them, despite the 
fact that she said so, and that they were for sale and everything. She had to insist for an hour before he 
could get his head around the fact that a westerner wanted these ferocious evil-looking things. 


I am so lucky to have a girlfriend who understands how awesome zombie pirate puppets are, in the 
greater scheme of things. I mean, they are pretty much the greatest things that exist anywhere, right? 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2753089794/ 


richgoth (2008-08-11 11:50:00) 
now build a puppet theatre! :) 


haruspexx (2008-08-12 03:30:24) 
Yes, you are absolutely right! they are the most awesome thing ever booking my plane ticket to bali right now :-) 


carbonunit (2008-08-12 10:44:02) 
You'll love it. Don't let anyone tell you Bali is played out, it’s still an amazing place. 


prof_null (2008-08-12 04:29:30) 
Like the cultural subtext here - Malaysian zombie pirates - wonder what the modern equivalent would be for us? 


a Darth Vader puppet? Grey Aliens? 


carbonunit (2008-08-12 10:41:53) 
Biker zombies. 


7.8.13 Why Microsoft and Intel tried to kill the XO $100 laptop (2008-08-13 12:34) 


Nicholas Negroponte had a vision: to build a $100 laptop and give away millions to educate the world’s 
poorest children. And then the fat-cat multinationals got scared and broke it... 


http://technology.timesonline.co.uk/tol/news/tech -and _web/article4472654.ece 


7.8.14 (2008-08-15 11:40) 
Someone in the office has changed their phone ring to a sound which is exactly like the beginning of a 


kookaburra call. It’s strangely unsatisfying hearing just the beginning and anticipating the finish and not 
hearing that part. 


7.8.15 Warehouse Daze: Mozart (2008-08-17 15:58) 


How Livejournal - writing about your cat! But I couldn’t write about the warehouse days without 
including Mozart. 
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[1] Here is a picture of my main computer for much of 
my time in the Cyberspace warehouse, a Mac II. It was a truly beautiful machine, capable of incredible 
feats of artistic creation, despite the fact it was Apples first proper colour computer. In fact, it had a 


maximum 256 colour display, but it used them well. 


It is sitting inside a printer hood, a sound insulated box with a Plexiglas lid. I had to do this 
because Mozart my cat was obsessed with sitting on top of the monitor. 


Even when I only had a Mac Plus, Mozart would jump on 
top and sit down, enjoying the warm air puffing up into his fur from the thermal cooling. Worried about 
shedded hair clogging up the circuitry, I tried taping thumbtacks to the top, but he just gingerly lowered 
himself down onto them and ignored them. Then I tried fashioning a crown of thorns out of barbed 
wire, which gave the computer a strangely Catholic appearance, but Mozart proved capable of leaping 
into the exact centre and sitting there safely. Even when I bent the strands into a tangle, he insisted 
on trying to stand with his legs between the strands, and I was worried he might fall off and end up 
hanging from a hook like meat in the butchers shop. 


In the end, the only solution was to put the entire computer inside this hood, which was meant 
to contain a noisy wide format dot-matrix printer. He still sat on top, but now there was no danger of fur 
and dirt getting inside, and he could enjoy the hot air in peace. This kind of sums up our relationship. 


I essentially bought Mozart with a quilt. 


The last quilt I made in the warehouse was a quick and easy job, made of squares from Hawai- 
ian shirts interspersed with black cotton. I made it, backed it with thin polyester, and went to sell it on 
commission through a local art gallery. 


AD163 was a combination art gallery and cafe run by a Glebe local who was heavily involved in 
the art scene at the time. He was British, maybe illegal, and popped up everywhere there was art 
in those years. He tried very hard. There were musical events in his basement, poetry readings, 
performance art. I think he was disappointed that the scene was as dry and sterile as it was then. 
Australians are shy and unwilling to get involved in artistic events as Brits are. 


He did like the quilt, and was willing to try to sell it. While I was haggling over the price, a 
small black kitten came out from behind his counter and started attacking the laces of my sneakers. He 
was very young, at the stage in his life where he seemed to have 4 corners with a short leg sticking out 
of each one. He threw himself on my canvas shoe with the loose laces and started biting them. There 
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was another kitten, but it wasn't as interested in strangers as this one. The gallery guy told me he was 
called Mozart because of his habit of walking along the keyboard of a piano they had. He had been 
dropped out the back of the shop by a stray cat. They took the kitties in and fed them, and would I like 
to keep one? 


Now that was the question. There was no doubt in my mind it would be fun. There were no 
other pets in the warehouse at the time. Mark Dixon had already left, taking his Norwegian forest 
cat with him. I wanted a cat. I remember leaving the shop and walking home slowly, pondering the 
question. Mozart was black, he was bold, he wouldn’t shed or leave white hair on my clothes. He wasn’t 
scared of strangers, he was active and healthy. He might improve my luck with ladies... 


I went back and carried him home. 


[3] Right from the start he seemed to have evolved for the warehouse 
life. His dark coat, (actually a super dark brown) (but then all black cats have some colour in their fur), 
made perfect camouflage. He scampered around the studio exploring every nook fearlessly, stopping 
every now and then to shit in a corner. I soon had him house trained, and spent many happy hours 
lugging heavy cat litter bags back from the supermarket. 


Mozart was a forceful and direct cat. His intelligence manifest itself in atypical cat behavior. He 
moved like a small bear, perhaps a panda, padding along with a certain bullish straightforwardness 
unlike of your normal feline who weaves and sidles through life. Dave Lawford always thought he was 
part alien, because of his habit of hiding within the structure of a chair or sofa and then emerging, 
snarling, showing lots of teeth in his black mouth, looking for a hand to bite. He only ever nipped, 
although that was enough to put many people off him. People are always funny about animals which 
want to use their mouths on you. I mean, who has ever really let a dog lick their face? 


[4] Soon after I acquired him, I moved from my first to 
my second studio, and he had more room to move around in. One thing about the second studio was 
that it had a second door, made of wooden bars far enough apart for Mozart to wiggle through. So he 
had his freedom, as he could emerge from the studio at night and wander the halls, but he could always 
bolt and hide whenever a dog or mean person approached. 
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I was worried about the effect lack of sunshine would have on his health, although I knew that 
cats didn’t make vitamin D like humans did. He never got ricketts, but I wanted him to have some sun 
exposure, so every now and again 1 would take him to a local park. There he could wander around while 
flinching constantly from the sounds of wind and trees and birds. Sometimes the sun would achieve 
the right angle to shine in through the kitchen window, and then Mozart would be there sitting in the 
square of light as it inched across the floor. 


Mozart liked various flavours of Whiskas cat food, but hated raw fish or any seafood. Mostly he 
preferred meat, and loved fresh lean red meat most of all. One of his favourite foods was fresh sheeps' 
heart from the butcher, cut into small sections and trimmed of fat. Dry food was a no-no, because it 
gave him diarrhea and he would leave puddles of yuck in various places for me to shovel up. I never gave 
him much in the way of milk for this reason. Sometimes a chicken neck, or left over kebab meat, but 
mostly tinned food was good enough. 


Dave Marlow had a fear of mice, perhaps because he stored a fairly large amount of valuable 
medicinal herbs in his studio, and perhaps because subconsciously they represented the hordes of bogarts 
who used to sit around his table like a circle of buzzards around carcass, waiting for their turn at the 
bong. Anyway, he insisted there were mice infesting his studio, and he always liked to encourage Mozart 
to hang around. Not that Dave thought he could catch and eat them, but because he thought the smell 
of carnivore would warn them off. The clientele seemed to appreciate a cute black cat roaming around 
them, occasionally jumping into their stoned laps for a brief cuddle. 


Sam Shovel wasn’t terribly fond of him, but never mistreated him either. He would tolerate 
Mozart to wander around in his studio, and looked kindly on when he got into a shoelace attacking 
frenzy, but he got justifiably pissed off when he hung camouflage netting in the hallways and Mozart 
took to shitting behind the drapes. When we had to leave the warehouse I took the netting down and 
vacuumed up the kilos of dried turds that bounced out of the folds. 


Most of the time he was well house trained, although he has always had a propensity for display- 
ing his annoyance by pissing, or getting ready to piss, in the wrong location. I think he learnt this 
technique of getting his own way, by just doing what came naturally when his litter got too foul for him 
to stand. He would go to a fresher smelling corner of the room, start to scratch, and the next thing he 
knew I would spring into action, first to stop him pissing, then to change his litter. Over time he applied 
this technique to other things, usually when he wanted to be let out, or the food wasn’t to his liking. He 
would start that rhythmic scratching, and his master would jump to attention. 


Matt Godden, our resident goth, loved him, and his girlfriend Sharon did too. Mozart liked 
them; they liked a fry-up of grilled chops now and then, and Matt kept a pet rat in a cage. Mozart 
would never try to eat him, but he liked to watch small rodents. Sharon loved to pick him up and cradle 
him in her full rounded arms, and he would gratefully bury his head in her ample cleavage and drool. A 
cat after my own heart. 


Shadow liked him because of his fascination with magic and wicca, and would encourage him to 
explore his studio, especially when he was trying to impress a new lady. I didn’t mind, but much later 
I was to hear a troubling rumour, that he had once boxed Mozart up and taken him to the studios 
of 2RSR when he was doing a radio show with some friends. Apparently Mozart didn’t panic, and 
wandered around quite patiently, but I hate to think what might have happened if he got loose. 
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[5] A E Sm He was not exactly friendly with other cats, but he 
didn't attack them on sight, ma he seemed to recognise their place in the scheme of things. Just across 
Hereford street, in one of the terraces, lived Nicholas Gledhill, the child actor and star of the classic 
Australian movie Careful He Might Hear You. I knew him from school days, when we both sang in the 
St. Andrews Cathedral choir. He owned a nameless white cat with a bottle stopper hanging from his 
collar for a tag, who used to come in and explore the warehouse. It was an impudent little bastard, 
and seemed to delight in testing Mozart's patience by poking his head into every corner of his home. 
Mozart followed him around whenever he came over, as though to make sure he didn't get into any 
mischief. They used to sit in the gallery, with a suitable space between them, moving from place to place 
occasionally as though playing chess on an invisible board. 


Most dogs he hated. In the warehouse, the studio was his territory, but the corridors and com- 
mon rooms were open space. A dog could come into the warehouse, and he might hiss and retreat to 
the studio. If the dog tried to push his nose through the studio door, Mozart would try and claw it 
off. Peter the astrologer had an ancient black dog called Grendel. It was the most decrepit animal ever 
seen, a smelly fat old beast who really only moved twice a day, first to stagger from Peters studio, up 
the hallway, through the gallery and to the door alcove on Hereford. Then in the afternoon he would 
stagger back. On each trip he would brush against the walls of the corridor in such a way as to leave 
black greasy marks there. Mozart couldn't be bothered even hissing at him. 


One time he nearly caused an accident, when he pissed on some newspaper which I had used to 
cover up a bare live wire that was sticking out of the floor of my last studio. The wire started fizzling and 
hissing, and if I hadn’t been there might easily have caused a fire and destroyed the building. Needless 
to say I carefully trimmed the line down to the floor level and embedded the bare end in epoxy resin 
glue. 


He wasn’t much of a cat for jumping, which was a survival trait in a warehouse full of traps 
such as windows looking down onto a lower floor loading dock. He was more of a cat for wiggling through 
gaps than jumping over obstacles, and sometimes he would come and find me with his face festooned 
with cobwebs which he wanted me to wipe off. 


As soon as the final days loomed and the demolition started I moved him to my fathers house. 
Dad really loved him. He got along well with the Ginger Cat, dads old cat, and he had a forthright and 
matter of fact personality that dad valued, in people as well as cats. He was cautious about wandering 
the back yard because of the flocks of myna birds who would send up an alarm call and swarm in the 
trees when they detected a cat, so he rarely ventured up the back without a human present. He was 
much more of a lap cat than the Orange Cat, so he spent a lot more time with dad. The only sour note 
in their relationship was that dad was stingy with food, both for himself and for his pets, and he had a 
disgusting habit of palpitating Mozarts gut to estimate how much food he had had to eat before giving 
him more. He also used to strenuously scrape every last particle of dried fish from the old food plate all 
over the new serving, like it was some kind of garnish. 
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[6] Mozart is still going at the ripe cat age of around 16 
years, which isn’t bad for a cat aihich has spent years living outdoors. Recently he moved back indoors, 
as he seems to have given up the idea of fighting Chucky for dominance of the household by pissing in 
every corner he can. In the cold winter it’s better for his old bones. Now he spends most of his days 
and nights sleeping on a fluffy quilt on the couch, snoring quietly. He even tolerates Tilly, and Pam has 
caught them curled up together in the middle of the day. 
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7.8.16 Warehouse Daze: Tim (2008-08-18 14:09) 


Each evening after sundown Tim would emerge from his studio with an aluminium teapot full of used 
leaves. He would boil a kettle of water, add it to the pot along with some fresh tea, and return to his 
studio. I presume he drank the tea there, as he would soon emerge again and repeat the ritual. It was 
the only nourishment we ever saw him consume. Once he was suitably refreshed, usually several hours 
later, he would go out for a night of adventure, dressed in his standard outfit of ballet leggings, paisley 
shirt with two ties(!), embroidered jacket and pointy boots. 


The first time I talked to him, he came to my studio to see if I had a calculator he could borrow. I 
handed him one, and followed him back to his own studio to see what he wanted to use it for. The 
floor was carpeted deeply with used and musty clothes, and a few other items. An old black and white 
behemoth TV and a vacuum cleaner, both in a state of partial dismemberment, lay amongst the mess, 
both on and working. The combined hiss and drone seemed to be his music. He had a large old ledger 
open on a rough wooden table, and he sat down and started checking the totals in some columns of figures 
written in faded copperplate handwriting of an earlier era. The room was dark and cold, and he hummed 
and muttered to himself as he checked the century old arithmetic carefully. I picked up a crucifix roughly 
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cut from a piece of fibreboard. He noticed and explained that he had recently been bothered by vampires, 
but I could have the cross now because they had buggered off. I thanked him and left him to finish his 
work in peace. I’ve still got the crucifix - tested and proven, it’s a useful thing to have around! 


One day we were watching a news documentary in the common room, about teen suicide. They had 
a section about one of those guys who try to shoot their heads off with a shotgun and survive, horribly 
disfigured. The lad looked like he was constantly hollering, his mouth was scarred and his jaw fixed open 
in an O that looked like he was shouting. Someone remarked that it would be horrible to be so disfigured 
because you could never go out anywhere. Tim, wandering by with his teapot, remarked brightly "Oh 
no, you could just put on a scarf, beanie and sweater and go to the footy!” I don’t know if that translates, 
but it was the funniest thing ever said in the warehouse. 


prof_null (2008-08-18 08:30:45) 

The first thing I saw when I got into the warehouse was a room with no door where there was a man sitting on a 
swing (like a budgie swing) in a room spread with broken glass and a teevee working (sort of) in parts spread all 
over the place. I guess that was Tim. surreal. 


carbonunit (2008-08-18 09:39:55) 
I reckon. It was where Sam moved after he moved out. I remember Tim didn't have a proper door, but someone 
had nailed a sheet of plywood across the doorway and he propped it open for access. 


richgoth (2008-08-18 12:09:20) 

Once he was suitably refreshed, usually several hours later, he would go out for a night of adventure, dressed in his 
standard outfit of ballet leggings, paisley shirt with two ties(!), embroidered jacket and pointy boots. Sweet Father 
Dis! another half remembered character from my undergrad days! 


carbonunit (2008-08-18 21:00:08) 
You knew Tim? What was he getting up to out in the world? 


richgoth (2008-08-18 23:14:15) 
I think I remeber him hanging out in glebe market or manning bar or somthing He certainly looked otherworldly! 


7.8.17 Michael Watch (2008-08-18 14:57) 


It’s been a long time since I posted one of these. Not that Michael has stopped disgusting me though. 


Several weeks ago Michael acquired a rash of some kind under his watch band. He wears a cheap 
black resin digital watch and it’s a tight fit on his fat wrist. You and I would most likely remove the 
watch at this point, perhaps switch it to our other wrist or wear it on our belts like a hospital orderly, 
carry it around in our pocket or something, but we would give our wrists time to heal before wearing it 
again. 


Not Michael! His response to this situation is to pack an economy size 1 litre pump bottle of euca- 
lyptus infused hand cream in his already overstuffed backpack. Each day, whenever the watch irritates 
him, he removes the big bottle from his backpack, dispenses some cream, and, holding his hand up in 
a melodramatic fashion, as though demonstrating proper cream-applying technique to a classroom, rub 
the stuff in underneath the watch band in a circular motion. He rubs and rubs and rubs for about a 
minute each time, then puts the hand cream away. This has been going on for at least 5 weeks so far. 
I’m waiting for leprosy to eat through his wrist and his hand drops off. 
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richgoth (2008-08-18 12:06:23) 
. I’m waiting for leprosy to eat through his wrist and his hand drops off. hahahahah then you can make a hand 
of glory out of it ;-) 


carbonunit (2008-08-18 20:58:58) 

I think you need the hand of a hanged murderer for that. With candles made from his own fat. You could open 
a candle factory from Michaels supply, but he hasn't murdered anything worse than the English language. He'd 
keep the hand as a nose pick! 


7.8.18 Warehouse Daze: Dave Marlow (2008-08-21 09:49) 


Every day a certain number of people walked through Glebe on a mission. They would leave the 
well-traveled streets and walk down Wigram Lane, the dark alley which ran behind our warehouse. 
There was an unmarked door in an alcove, where they would casually step inside and press the buzzer. 
Soon the door would be opened to reveal a tall thin English gentleman, aged in his 50s, with a mop of 
pale greying hair and deeply lined face. He would warmly and politely usher them inside and up the 
desolate concrete stairs, past some abandoned toilets and showers, and into a studio. 


The studio had standard jerrybuilt walls made from old formwork and carpet panels. The roof 
was exposed wooden beams with little crossed joists between them. Just inside the door waited a round, 
low coffee table surrounded by mismatched but comfortable seats. The gentleman, who bore a marked 
resemblance to both Brett Whitely and John Pertwee, would sit in a large, black reclining swivel chair, 
like the captains throne from a starship, and busy himself with some implements on the table. His 
visitor would seat himself and examine the plethora of toys and strange artifacts which covered the 
table. There might be little kaleidoscopes and faceted lenses and spinning mirrors and freznel lenses and 
flexible mirrors. Clockwork toys, little marching robots, clicking beads and blocks, Newtons cradles and 
other executive toys. Parts of scientific instruments, dials and valves and machinery, shiny metal spigots 
and flanges, gear wheels and micrometers, telescope stages, thick slabs of perspex, and curly metal scurf 
from lathes. Costume jewelry, goggles and glasses, mineral samples, dried white coral and fossilized 
amonites, nuggets of molten iron and dried insects in plastic. All these and more would be jumbled up 
into a messy layer of fascinating colour and motion on that wide round table. A classic 60s stereo, a 
black and white saucer pod on a parabolic stand, stood in the corner, usually tuned to a college radio 
station. There was a colour TV on one of those high AV stands they used in school, and he would often 
play tapes of fractal zooms and other eye candy on that as the music played. The table and seats stood 
in a pool of light in the mostly dark room. 


Usually there were several other folk seated around the table already, especially on Friday and 
Saturday nights and other busy times. They would be from the most widely separated strata of society. 
Businessmen in pinstripe suits would sit next to crusty-punks whose tee-shirts were shedding from their 
bodies like snake skins. Flaming gays in rainbow drag next to brickies labourers in Jackie Hows caked 
with mortar. B-boy rapper yo-yos next to day-glo ravers and rock pigs in black leather jackets. 


If they knew each other or not, they would soon get friendly and chatty. Everyone was there for 
the same reason. They would all surreptitiously glance at Dave as he fussed with his scissors and bowls 
and scales and plastic bags, and everyone smiled when he paused and started loading The Bong. 


Dave's Bong was a serious bong. It was made from about 2 feet of polished stainless steel pipe 
seated in a block of Plexiglas. Dave would pack the cone with mulled pot, which was the customary 
smoke in those days - "mulled” meaning it had been mixed with hot crispy tobacco from a cigarette that 
had been toasted over a lighter. As the giant weapon made it's endless passages around the table the 
already pleasant vibe would nicen up well, and soon the happy customers would be purchasing another 
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baggie of Dave's pot. 


Dave had manners that were somewhere between the languid lord of the manor and a Zen tea 
master. He was highly dedicated to his trade. Understandably so, because it was crucial to his existence, 
in more ways than one. 


He had come to Australia as an artist, but had outstayed his visa. He was in hiding, an illegal 
immigrant. For this reason he couldn't work a normal job, so dealing grass was his sole income, and the 
only sort he was suited to. But, it also served to supply his enormous appetite. Boojum was as essential 
to his health as vitamin C to a normal human. To see Dave during a famine was a pitiful thing. His 
friendly glowing demeanor would fade and die and he would take on the appearance of a shell shocked 
victim of a tornado, shuffling idly around the warehouse staring from hollow eyes and forgetting even 
the most basic habits. Not only couldn’t he buy pot, he couldn’t sell it either, and he would worry 
constantly as he whittled down his capital to buy food, or often went without so he would have enough 
cash to kick-start his business once the drought ended. 


He was also an artist, and one interesting side effect of being a fugitive was that he couldn’t ex- 
hibit under his own name. He affected a woman’s name, and often found his art hung in exhibitions by 
feminist activists who radically excluded men from their midst. This amused him in a wry way. He was 
a computer artist; he generated large abstract graphics on a Mac II FX in Photoshop. The machine sat 
on the other side of the room from his table, and he might start a normal evenings work with a half 
finished graphic by selecting a large oval region and spherising it, to make it bulge like a bubble. On 
the large graphic this could take 10 minutes to compute - nowadays it would finish in seconds, but we’re 
talking a 10Mhz computer here. During that time he would sell some deals, pack a bowl and send the 
bong on it's way around the table, then return to the computer and run the Lens Flare plugin on the 
same region, to put a highlight on the newly created bubble. This might take another 10 minutes to 
compute, as the graphic was loaded into memory, processed and saved again to the disk buffer. Sitting at 
the table he would chat with the customers, watching the progress popup on the screen across the room 
until it disappeared and he could execute the next stage in his creation. After hundreds of these abstract 
effects had been applied the finished product generally looked like an impression of life on Jupiter, with 
bubbles and blobby shapes floating amongst clouds of colour. It was impressionistic and gorgeous. 


There were some customers who seemed to spend most of their waking hours "visiting Dave”, 
just sitting around his table stoned off their brains. Several of them even moved into the warehouse, just 
to be closer to their supplier. I remember two in particular. One nameless guy made small stained glass 
boxes, which he sold to market stall holders. He had a technique where he would cut his glass, wrap 
an adhesive-backed copper ribbon around the edges, and then solder the pieces together using plumbers 
solder. He was far more dedicated to his craft than I was to my quilts, and to his credit he made a tidy 
living, which he mostly spent on pot. Most of his day he worked tirelessly in his tiny cramped workshop, 
seated at a desk surrounded by towering racks of drawers and tiny shelves loaded with his collection of 
fancy glass fragments. Another regular, who didn’t move into the warehouse, had a similar craft, casting 
resin pyramids for paperweights or novelties. He constantly experimented with his product; including 
little plastic animals, phosphorescent paint, glitter, beads, dyes and stains in the plastic as it set, poking 
it with satay sticks to create spikes, injecting air bubbles with a syringe, even constructing little scenes, 
like inserting fish and then creating green weed for them to swim through by poking the liquid resin with 
a feeler gauge coated in oil and green dye crystals. The finished pyramids were sold in boxes to novelty 
companies, and he also supplied the glass box maker with a regular supply to use as ornamentation on 
top of especially elaborate boxes. Meanwhile, the box maker would be working on new ideas of his own; 
hinged lids, vertical boxes like steamer trunks with opening drawers, little claws of solder at the corners 
of boxes grasping crystals, or little Victorian claw feet grasping glass beads. 


Most of the toys on Dave's table were supplied by [1]Peter Murphy, an expert photographer. Pe- 
ter is a truly unique artist who specialises in panorama photography. In those days he was just 
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beginning, constructing his first slit-scan camera using parts from other cameras he bought at auction, 
in a tin can body. He used to attend the auctions constantly, traveling everywhere on his bike, and 
would arrive at Dave's with a basket full of the shiny metal parts from telescopes or interferometers, or 
distillation apparatus or fuel injectors or hand built scientific meters in Plexiglas boxes, which he traded 
for goods. Dave would add the fresh supply of wonder to his table, maybe retire a few old favourites by 
giving them to visitors, and the cycle would be complete. 


Dave was a man of mystery, which was something necessary to his survival. We knew that the 
cops knew he was there, because on more than one occasion he received cops in his studio and talked to 
them for some time. One of the theories floating around was that they regarded him as a harmless part 
of the street life, a good dealer in other words, who would never deal the hard stuff and could be relied 
upon to keep his head down and not get too greedy. This may have been wishful thinking. The police 
can be totally pigheaded about the law sometimes, but at others they have been known to be insightful. 
They might indeed have recognised the value in knowing exactly where the stoners were buying their 
weed, and knowing that, as an illegal immigrant who would be deported if he got caught, he could be 
relied upon to keep his nose clean and run his business with discretion. Or more likely they were selling 
him his main supply. There was always speculation about where Dave bought his impressive bricks of 
compressed heads which came wrapped in brown paper lunch bags. 


One night like any other 1 left my studio around 3AM for a pee. Crossing the common room on 
my way to the toilets, I became aware that Dave was standing near the kitchen, talking to someone. The 
being he was talking to was a bit pudgy, had pure white skin like new paper, and was wearing skin-tight 
shiny black suit. He looked like a borg divested of his cyber bits. He smiled at me. I thought I was 
dreaming. 


In my personal opinion small amounts of cannabis are highly beneficial to ones mental life, but 
large amounts over long periods can definitely lead one to stray into deserts of negative thoughts and 
paranoid delusions. David definitely used to conceive terrible hatreds for certain people, and they for 
him. In the end he was done in by his mutual hatred for Marcus Johnston. 


Marcus was an old friend of Sam Shovel our landlord; they had lived together in the Ultimo 
Project, a forerunner to the Cyberspace warehouse. He had been serving time for some crime, I was 
never told what, and when he was released Sam gave him a place to live in the warehouse, right next 
door to Dave. I think their argument started over noise and inconvenience of all the visitors to start 
with, and cascaded into the general power and territory thing which happens in warehouses and jails 
and other pressure-cooker environments. What I can say for sure is, after a short period of time they 
loathed each other on sight, there were shouting matches, pushing and shoving, then one day a band 
of masked men invaded the warehouse, pushing through the door on the rear alley and rushing up the 
stairs, straight into Dave’s lair, which they ransacked with surgical precision and left too quick for us to 
do anything about it. 


This deeply annoyed the fearless Sam, who wasn’t used to having his generosity repaid in this 
manner. We all knew who had organised the raid, in fact Marcus might have been one of the masked 
men; there was definitely one with long dreadlocks hanging out from under his ski mask. Sam was 
already considering tossing Marcus out on the street, because he had been doing other things, such as 
cracking the communal pay phone and stealing the coins. Sam confronted Marcus one memorable night, 
the cops were called, they wisely talked the guys out of fighting, and Marcus moved out. Soon after 
that, the federal police (in Australia an entirely seperate branch to the local bobbies) staged their own 
raid up the back steps, captured Dave, and deported him the same day. 


Or perhaps it wasn’t Marcus who dropped the dime! Perhaps it was Kevin Sullivan, the afro- 


haired artist who lived with his partner and son in a large but cramped studio, until his partner shacked 
up with Dave. The feud between them was shorter and less violent, and Kevin moved out of his own 
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volition, although not far. In fact he moved to the floor below ours, the basement, the cement-floored 
floor where Opera Australia used to store their sets and costumes. He set up his own kingdom down 
there, a kind of sub-Cyberspace, a purgatory version of our level, colder and darker and full of freaks so 
freaky they freaked even us out! Alcoholics and hard drug addicts and murder-faced rappers packed the 
place, so it was like a literal underworld, Cyber hell, a moral instruction on the consequences of letting 
oneself slip too far. He could well have dobbed Dave in to Immigration. 


This was soon before the end, when they tore the warehouse down while we were still living in- 
side, and we moved out at the last moment to another smaller warehouse in Alexandria. The next time 
I heard about Dave was years later, when he had returned to Australia, this time on a legal visa, and 
was living with Sam again. This was several warehouses after Sam had left Alexandria, and they were 
now in Annandale. 


And then Dave died. Or was murdered by Sam, if you believe the rumours. It happened like 
this: apparently Dave had commandeered one of the communal chairs in the warehouse and taken it 
into his studio without asking. Sam asked for him to give it back. Dave refused. Sam broke into his 
studio and took it back. Dave, perhaps triggered by bad memories of the old warehouse days in the early 
90s and what happened when people broke into his studio then, went off his nut. He confronted Sam 
and had a futile screaming match with him, but dropped to the floor in the middle of a rant. He had a 
heart attack. Sam called the ambulance and gave him CPR but he died on the way to the hospital. The 
murder accusation usually floats on the concept that Sam didn’t do proper CPR but finished him off, 
and that he had deliberately started the argument in the first place to give him a heart attack. Pretty 
flimsy, but there you go, some people will believe anything, if it adds drama to their lives. 


A sad end for someone who brought so much happiness to so many. I prefer to remember him 
in Cyberspace, the benevolent ruler of the round coffee table piled high with toys, generously giving of 
his green bounty to anyone who asked. The end of Dave Marlow was tragic, but, don’t let it be forgot, 
that once there was a spot, for one brief, shining moment, the Camelot of pot... 


1. http://www.mediavr.com/blog/ 


prof_null (2008-08-21 11:15:27) 

Mmm, Dave was the guy who welcomed me to the warehouse in the first place. It was double - weird for me 
because her reminded me of a guy who I met years before running a cheap hotel in Amsterdam. He always denied 
knowing anything about that. Although I stayed in a few other warehouse after Cyberspace including two with 
Sam, none were as good - Kev’s place in Redfern was a nightmare. I wondered if it was Kev’s ex who did it - 
she had a cadre of women around her who seemed to take all too much interest in everyone elses biz - but that’s 
just speculation again - Marcus is an easy bet for that ignomy. I suspected at the time that Sam got him in there 
to get rid of Dave. One thing I really dislike about the smoking scene is the weird paranioas I have seen other 
people exhibit (and on occasion myself!) - which is why I prefer to not go there these days. I still have two of 
those great pyramids though. I think the guy’s name was George. I met Mark the plastic barrel guy on my only 
recent foray into Glebe - he set up a pile of stuff for sale on the PO steps. He always reminded me of a cop or a 
hardened crim becuse of his crewcut hairdo. Haven’t seen any of the others apart from yourself for a very long 
time. . . oh, wait, I did meet shadow once, went to Melbourne for a sort of holiday with him a few years ago. I 
got he impression that i had progressed but he still seemed tyo be stuck in limbo, which was a bit rough. I guess 
i just liked the guy because he reminded me of what I had been like many, many years ago. 


carbonunit (2008-08-21 22:51:39) 

Fascinating! I hope it was him running that hotel in Amsterdam, I can just imagine him there plying the cafes 
with his produce. I’d love to hear more about Kevins place in Redfern, I checked it out once with Sam when he 
was considering moving there and we agreed it was too damaged and the location too dangerous. 
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prof null (2008-08-23 00:13:59) 
I might write about Kev’s if I can remember enough to make it entertaining. The Dave thing is one of the great 
unsolved mysteries of my life - maybe things went pearshaped for him and he had to pretend it wasn’t him, but 


we'll never know now. 


7.8.19 2008-08-15_Ming Harry (2008-08-21 10:46) 


[1] 
(2]2008-08-15 -Ming _Harry.JPG 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong 


Pioneering Aussie techno promoter Ming D’arcy has been giving my nephew Harry joyrides all over Syd- 
ney. What a guy! Harry loves it, especially visiting recognisable landmarks. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2782108905/ 


2. (http: //www.flickr .com/photos/mattspong/2782108905/ 
3. http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


7.8.20 Warehouse Daze: Bolo (2008-08-21 11:04) 


There was a time when, if you walked into the Cyberspace warehouse on an average day, you wouldn’t 
meet anyone, but you would hear strange sounds. From the closed studios around you would come sinis- 
ter crunching noises, gunshots, explosions and despairing cries. We were playing a network game called 
[1]Bolo, and we played it non-stop for months. 


[2] * It was a tank game. You drove a small, icon-sized tank around a tiny map consisting of 
several kinds of terrain and water. Other players guided their own tanks around the same map, and 
when you saw each other, you could fight. You could shoot your opponents, or lay mines for them to run 
over. You could see the mines you lay, but they couldn’t, not unless you laid them when they were on 
the same screen as you. There were trees, which you could harvest, sending out your little pilot man to 
cut them down. When the little pilot accumulated enough wood he could use it to build fortifications or 
bridges over water. 


This game was originally programmed for the BBC model B micro computer, though I never played 
it on that platform. The BBC had built-in Ethernet networking, and Bolo was created to demonstrate 
the uses this might be put to. 


In the warehouse we played it over the Appletalk network, which was one of the things that made 
Apple the best computer company ever. Appletalk was a simple, slow, reliable networking system that 
worked through twisted-pair copper wire. The connections were made with a tiny Appletalk box which 
plugged into your computers serial port, and accepted two phone jacks connected to standard phone line, 
or, if you were at the end of the chain, a terminator. This easy chain architecture was the genius of the 
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thing - you could build and extend a network without even trying. I remember the day I was working at 
my desk and I heard strange sounds next door. Suddenly a phone wire started worming it's way into my 
studio from a gap near the ceiling. Sam was networking me and there was nothing I could do about it! 


The Appletalk network gave us invaluable experience at using a network before the concept even be- 
came standard for offices and creative studios. We used the Chooser software to connect to each others 
hard drives and browse shared folders, and the Broadcast plugin to send messages. here's a screen shot 
of the network circa 1993. Boris was David Lawford, Xenomorph was Dave Marlow, trash musOS was 
James Firth-Smith, RED DWARF was | LJ User: prof -null | and so on. 


5] | Send message to: 
dl Boris 

AppleShare BroadCast ita CommonRoom Trash 

Foundry Artists Association 

Hilery Oultan 

Natasha 

Ram 

RED DWARF 

Sam 

trash musos Inc 

Vlad 

XENOMORPH 


Ty 
| A Recei 
E Beerns CEC) CD 


Paint'vriter 


@ Active 
O Inactive 


AppleTalk 


Anyway, Bolo. The most important infrastructure on the map were recharge bases and pillboxes. The 
pillboxes were like stationary tanks, and once you had destroyed one by shooting at it, then picked it 
up by running it down, you could send your little man out to build it again wherever you wanted. It 
wouldn't shoot at you, because it now belonged to you, but it would shoot at anyone else. The recharge 
bases were little squares. When your tank sat on top of one, it's damage level would decrease slowly as 
it was repaired. 


This simple game was so absorbing! It was possible to edit maps, make them as small or large as 
possible, write rude words in the fortifications. There were extensions - robot brains for the tanks, for 
instance - and cheats, which allowed you to see the entire map and track your enemies across it, or see 
their mines. 


Sam Shovel was always a winner, and he played hard. One time he constructed a tiny map, a square 
island with particularly weak recharge bases, and we attacked it in waves, until there was no land left, 
just recharge bases in the sea. The game was all in the fine details. For instance, if you weren’t playing 
for points, and you didn't care about how many times you died (each time you died, your tank would 
appear on a boat on the ocean facing the shore, so you could just land again and continue playing) you 
could do fun things. You could attack and destroy a pillbox, return to your boat, and head for the high 
seas. Out at the edge of the map was a barrier of mines. If you rammed this barrier, your tank was 
destroyed and the pillbox was left behind. If you repeated this tactic again and again, you could capture 
and store all the pillboxes the game held. Then, you could go and pick them all up in one load, return to 
the island, and plant them right around your enemies base, fencing them in and destroying them utterly. 
Of course, once this tactic was known, if you started to notice the pillboxes disappearing, you could go 
and cruise around the borders of the map looking for the stash and nab it for yourself. 


The little man was a great source of amusement. If he was shot or walked over a mine he died with 
the cry "Eaugh, they got me!” You were then without a pilot until a new one parachuted in. You would 
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see the top of the parachute drifting across the map, a tiny circle. When he landed he would appear 
running back towards your tank. Other people could see him too, and shoot him. He was hard to spot, 
but the most satisfyingly cruel thing to do was to build fortifications around him to trap him, wait for 
his tank to appear, and then shoot him down like a dog! 


Later on, when we acquired more powerful computers and faster Ethernet connections we played more 
modern first person shooters such as [3]Marathon, but I will always have a soft spot for the simple tiny 
map of a Bolo game. 


1. http: //en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bolo_(computer_game) 


2. [http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Image:Pillwar.png 


3. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Marathon_ (computer_game) 


prof null (2008-08-21 11:31:52) 

I’ve still got Bolo and some of the brains for it but the map editor disappeared somewhere. I really must thank 
Sam for getting us all into the Mac thing in the warehouse, it's kept me sane and ccreative through many years 
now. Them was fun times. I think it was me who actually showed Dave how to use Photoshop like that. I was 
sorry that i didn’t get the chance to collect all his other artworks. 


carbonunit (2008-08-21 22:44:52) 

You did a good thing, showing Dave how to use Photoshop. Do you have copies of his stuff? You should post 
them online. Try a free Flickr account. Can you remember who the other computers in the Chooser window 
were? 


prof_null (2008-08-23 00:08:06) 
I only have that one pic I already posted, and that’s because it was a printed copy and I got it by mistake from 
Sam's printer with something of mine on the flipside. 


7.8.21 (2008-08-24 19:59) 


Watching Idol for a laugh. Kyle Sandilands comes up with the goods: ”I think, if you're a muso and you 
don't try to get on Australian Idol... you're just not serious!” 


Pity all those poor fools who lived and died before there was an Idol and who thought they were musicians. 
They were wasting their time and living a lie, obviously. 


hbdeath (2008-08-24 10:18:50) 
I don't know how generations of Australian musicians have lived and died without managing to feel validated by 
that sociopath Vile Sandilands. It was probably even easier for them than I suspect it was. 


richgoth (2008-08-24 23:25:02) 
god I hate that syphlitic cock-head 


7.8.22 (2008-08-24 20:01) 


This morning I ripped out the peach tree which was growing down the side of the house. It was in a pot 
but it had sent thick roots out through the drainage hole into the soil. We took it over to Marrickville 
and planted it in the community garden there. I feel like a cuckoo which has successfully laid it’s eggs in 
another birds nest. 
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Michelle’s nan planted the original tree from a seed, in the 60s. Its still surviving in the back gar- 
den. It's progeny is growing a few feet away, and this tree was descended from that tree. It was already 
producing a few fruit last season. There are also trees growing in the USA from the grandmother tree, I 
sent the seeds to a friend there disguised as a box of chocolates. Its genetic future is assured. 


7.8.23 Warehouse Daze: Kylie and Marcus (2008-08-24 22:08) 


When I first moved into the warehouse Kylie was living in what was to become my third studio. She 
dropped by as I built the walls of my first studio and we talked often. I thought she was very cute, in 
a breathless, Marilyn Monroe way, but I could detect a darker edge, a suggestion of madness or trouble 
in her past. In a way she reminded me of the character Betty from the movie Betty Blue, in the early 
part of the film, before her nervous collapse. She looked very similar, with her dark hair in a bob, fair 
skin and pouty mouth, but she wasn't as healthy and tanned. In fact, she seemed worn, tired, as though 
she was under a great strain, the sort of stress that leeches the shine out of your skin and leaves grey 
hollows under your eyes. 


She had moved into the warehouse soon after the beginning, when Sam leased a new floor of the 
warehouse from agents Silver and Co., and built the first studios, about 6 months before I arrived. She 
told me about the exhibitions I missed, such as the one where the Loop Orchestra played. I had a Loop 
Orchestra album which I loved, and she told me how they performed, setting up dozens of tape recorders 
with loops of tape stretching across the gallery, spooling around cotton spindles. 


The Loop Orchestra are also notorious for all being survivors of mental institutions, and while 
Kylie never was institutionalized, the story of her life, or the scraps I was to gather, suggested she 
came close. As we talked over the weeks and months I discovered that she was recovering from an auto 
immune disease, a relative of the mysterious Chronic Fatigue syndrome. This had raged through her 
body for about a year, leaving her too weak to move, hardly able to turn over in bed. She had been 
treated under the assumption that it was a food allergy, and she was currently on a very restrictive diet, 
eliminating everything except poached chicken, bananas and rice. This incredibly restrictive menu was a 
bit of a trial, but she coped by the simple method of ignoring it completely and eating what she wanted. 


She was obviously under the effect of something. Sometimes she would wander around in a daze, 
wearing the first things she picked up when she awoke in the morning. When she came out one morning 
wearing a woolen jumper pulled on like trousers we knew she was suffering particularly bad. Her eyes 
would cloud and go scummy and dull, and her skin would sweat clammy moisture and soak her hair. 
Her speech would trail off or go on strange tangents, as though she was talking her her sleep. 


Despite her problems she was a delight to know and everyone loved her. I was particularly inter- 
ested in her, but I was wary, having learnt the hard way that relationships with needy girls can be hell 
for both parties. Anyway, I thought she and James were an item. James, to his credit, looked after her 
well and watched over her. 


Kylie went to the University of Western Sydney, doing a fine arts degree. She had amazing 
drive. Even in her condition she used to ride a small motor scooter the 50 kilometres or so to the 
university and back each day. She used to hang around my studio constantly, listening to my tapes 
and CDs. Of all the inmates there she was the most interested in the more experimental side of arts, 
including music. One day I played her an album by Terry Riley, Cadenza on the Night Plain. Riley is 
a compadre of Phillip Glass and Michael Nyman; his music is rythmic, repetitive classical strings and 
orchestra. She told me that she once had a boyfriend who claimed to be a composer, who once played 
her that piece and claimed it was his. 


One peculiar thing about her was her addiction to self help books. It wasn’t usual for people 
our age to even know about the existence of such classics in the genre as I’m Okay, You’re Okay, 
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and Psychocybernetics. This last intriguing titled book was also a favourite of my father, who had a 
collection of self help paperbacks he bought at church fetes. He would obsessively underline key passages 
he agreed with most strongly. Kylie would fill notebooks with affirmations, like a school girl writing lines 
for punishment. 


Marcus was an old friend of Sam Shovel who had gone to prison for some reason I never learnt. 
Probably theft of some kind. When his release date approached, Sam told us about him and explained 
that he would be moving into the warehouse, at least until he found a place to live. Most of us were 
horrified at the idea of some thuggish ex-con ruining the peace and tranquility of our secluded existence, 
but Sam was the Man, and he set up a studio next to Dave Marlow’s drug den. 


I remember working on a quilt the first day that Marcus appeared. I became aware of a high 
pitched, argumentative voice coming from the common room. Greg Zambo was having an argument 
with someone whose voice, although definitely male, was an octave higher. This was the first time I 
came across this peculiar phenomenon; criminals often talk in high pitched whiny voices. Perhaps it’s a 
defense mechanism, a sign of fellowship, or perhaps it’s the only way to be heard in a crowded noisy jail? 


I came out to investigate, and there stood Marcus. He was solid and muscular like an American 
bulldog, and he had long dreadlocked hair down his back. He had several tattoos up his arms, as one 
would expect, and hazy clouded grey eyes. I felt a visceral dislike for the man, and the way he was 
arguing with Greg, disagreeing noisily about everything they could find (mostly New Zealand bands if 
I recall), but after awhile I realised he never became too angry. He was just enjoying his freedom by 
engaging in something which, in prison, would only attract the guards, who would break it up. Welcome 
to the free world, where you can argue with someone without going into solitary. 


Marcus soon settled in and started charming us with his sense of humour and artistic abilities. 
He had a style similar to the Mambo surf wear designs - in fact, he claimed that Greg Mombassa and the 
other Mambo artists had ripped off his style. He painted and sculpted cartoonish creatures, all spikey 
parts and bright colours, very fresh and cool, Manga inspired, like streetwise graffiti style Pokemon or 
the backwoods relatives of Sonic the Hedgehog. He definitely had talent. He also had a real talent for 
interior decorating. In a few months his studio was a riot of colour and cool touches; painted mural walls, 
lampshades, funky bachelor pad home-of-the-future atomic age kitsch and artworks. He had a liking for 
kidney-shaped coffee tables and triangular lampshades, Turkish hookahs and fur covered waterbeds, all 
of which were easy to acquire cheaply in those days, from the neighboring auction house or just left out 
on the street. It was fascinating to see this tough criminal, given complete freedom, create such a lush 
and ironic retro space to live in. 


Kylie Wingrave liked Marcus. When Marcus came along something happened to her.She came 
alive more than we had ever seen before. She flirted outrageously with him, and he returned her 
affections. This amazing funny thug, fresh out of jail, banded with muscle from constant weight lifting 
inside, with his gap-toothed grin and mass of dreadlocks, turned her on enormously. I think there was 
an element of caveman romance in there, I think he represented protection from the problems of life 
which had beset her so badly so far. 


And so, soon after he arrived, Marcus and Kylie were an item, together everywhere, talking con- 
stantly, having noisy sex in her studio and emerging seconds later sweaty and smiling for a shower. This 
last was a bit distracting and frustrating, especially when I was laying out a quilt in the gallery next 
door, but I took it with good grace. There was a kind of custom of having really grunty sex in the 
warehouse, because everybody knew everyone elses business and there was no use in hiding it. Marcus 
and Kylie came second in the noisy sex stakes to Matt Skidmore and Katie Plummer, who once amazed 
everyone with a marathon half hour performance. 
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Kylie moved out of her studio (allowing me to move in) and into Marcus's place. They made a 
good couple. Kylie was truly happy at last, and Marcus was like a big kid. His energy activated her 
languorous lassitude and pumped her up. 


We had some interesting times then. Kylie designed and built a major conceptual piece for her 
art degree, using a dozen ceiling fans and several bolts of black underfelt cloth, all crap from the 
warehouse junk piles. For the exhibition each student was assigned a cubicle in the display hall at the 
university, each the same size, which they could use in any way they liked. Richelle Norfolk and myself 
helped her build her installation, hanging the walls and roofing over the cubicle with the underfelt, then 
bolting the fans to the floor so they revolved upright. The front of the cubicle was walled with office 
partitions which had Plexiglas windows, and there was a black light mounted inside. The glowing white 
fans revolving at knee height in black space was mesmerizing sight. 


Marcus was productive and had pieces in many exhibitions around the Sydney scene. He made 
paper mache sculptures of his characters, and drew and painted them as well. They were the sort of 
designs that would have made a killing if licensed for surfer tee shirts. His art career climaxed with a solo 
exhibition in our own gallery. We were fascinated when it turned out he had invited a solid contingent of 
Sydney’s underworld and colourful racing identities to the show, as well as the usual critics and buyers. 
They enjoyed themselves immensely, looking at the funny pictures of crazy Roth-style characters, and 
at us waif-like and weird cyberpunks in our dark lair environment, and at Marcus himself, the successful 
artist, wearing nothing but a pair of white Jockey boxer shorts and his dreadlocks, drinking beer from a 
longneck bottle. 


Things started to go wrong. Sam accused Marcus of stealing things from his studio. Marcus de- 
nied it, laughing his head off all the while. Then, somebody started breaking into and stealing the coins 
from the payphone in the hall. 


Sam solved this mystery in his typical way - he rigged up a video camera and a computer with 
some time lapse security software which shot one frame of video a second, and left it trained on the 
phone all night. In the morning, there it was - a snapshot record of Marcus walking past the payphone 
in the early hours, returning, deploying a cloth bag, unlocking the phone with a key and catching the 
cascade of coins. He didn’t even deny it when Sam confronted him, he just grinned in his cheeky monkey 
way and laughed. 


Marcus started to fall into certain defensive behavior patterns I’ve seen before and since this 
time; where somebody in the wrong, whose position is totally indefensible, acts as though they just don’t 
care. He started trying to undermine Sam’s authority, encouraging anyone with a beef against him to 
speak out, as though he wanted to oust Sam as landlord and take over the joint. To Sam, he just acted 
as though he was completely justified in stealing the phone money. Perhaps this was also leftover habits 
from inside the big house, where fighting for dominance is a nonstop battle. 


Marcus started to slide downhill. He started drinking heavily, getting drunk and shouting and 
whining in that high-pitched voice. I remember once walking back to the warehouse up Wigram lane 
with him and James one night, he realised he really had drunk too much. But, it was easily remidied - 
he gripped his stomach, pressed in and neatly vomited a gallon of beer into the gutter. He was loosing 
weight too, and since most of his mass was muscle, this was not a good thing. He wasn’t working out 
any more. 


Sam tightened security on his own studio, replacing his door with a bullet-proof glass door from 
a bank. They had many arguments. One night, my friend Dave and I were tripping and watching the 
U2 Zoo TV concert broadcast in his studio. It was a brilliant performance; all the giant screens all over 
the stage, constantly feeding back, showing clips from movies, bombsight footage, war documentaries, 
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and local T'V, including the live broadcast concert, and Bonno swaying around the stage holding a 
small handicam pointed back at himself, his bug-eyed face filling the screen, and sometimes appearing 
hugely magnified on one of the screens over his shoulder, and all this in turn being captured by more 
cameras and fed to us on Dave's tiny TV with the damaged screen that turned one corner of the image 
permanently green, like a giant object lesson in Situationism, the Spectacle laid bare before us. Then, 
faintly, the sound of strife penetrated our ears, strife in the real world, outside the realm of images. 


We emerged from the studio to find most of the other warehouse denizens standing in the hall- 
way outside Sam's room, while he and Marcus stood toe to toe inside the glass door, screaming at each 
other. Kylie was very quiet; perhaps she knew it was a bluff. But then, she had been very quiet for 
some time. As she grew closer to Marcus she moved further away from the rest of us, and as Marcus 
raged and partied and threw himself into enjoying the hedonistic lifestyle of a rockstar artist she seemed 
to move into his shadow and hide there. 


Dave and I were too out of our skulls to do anything, we could only watch as Sam and Marcus 
faced off, nose to nose, but never striking each other. Peter the astrologer took things into his own hands 
and went to call the police. We faded from view when the cops came around to break up the fight - the 
last thing we wanted in our state was to be questioned at length on what happened. 


So Kylie and Marcus left the warehouse and moved into a new studio in the Silknit building. 
This multi-storey warehouse in Surry Hills had an interesting mix of inhabitants. Most of the building 
was occupied by sweatshops for the garment industry, and had been for generations, but rising rents in 
the area were driving them out and the designers were moving in. Many designers were living in their 
workshops, and some were just living there and working elsewhere. So, the place had a strange mix; on 
each floor you could find rooms packed with Asian seamstresses working at rows of industrial sewing 
machines around the clock, and other rooms converted into art spaces full of rock stars and models and 
tomorrows fashion millionaires. The Silknit building was later to star in a T'V advert for jeans, and was 
soon after that stripped and remodeled into a highrise apartment building full of "funky lofts”. But they 
could never get it as funky as it was in the days Marcus and Kylie lived there! 


It was a miracle of low-rent ingenuity. They had a bar, made of pallet timber and corrugated 
iron, with stools made from beer kegs with upholstered seats covered in scraps of leopard skin upholstery. 
They had wildly asymmetrical couches rescued from the kerb, Japanese screens patched with wallpaper 
samples, potted palms growing in spray painted cooking oil drums, and a lot of space in between. While 
the immigrants laboured in the sweatshop next door they would party into the night with their friends. 


By this time it was becoming increasingly obvious that Marcus was a junky. The muscles he had 
worked so hard for were wasting away. Now when he wandered around in his underwear it wasn’t funny 
and cool, it was tragic, and the boxers were the same ones as before, now piss-stained and unsuitable 
for public wear. His face was drawn and lined, and he was affecting a five o’clock shadow and sunglasses 
to hide the damage and the bad skin from impurities in the smack. He wore sunglasses, too, to hide his 
pin-prick pupils. He was drinking less and falling down more, and eating hardly anything at all. I asked 
Kylie and she confirmed everything, although she insisted he was going to go on the program and get 
methadone treatment. 


But he didn’t. Pretty soon they were behind on their rent for the studio and had to move again. This 
time they rented a small apartment in the Kawasaki building, on Cleveland street in Redfern near the 
rail bridge. The building housed a motorcycle dealership downstairs, with a few small studios above. 
Their flat was one single room with a mezzanine bedroom. The only window was a skylight. It was 
hot and stuffy, and because they were in a proper flat now and not an industrial warehouse space 
they couldn’t modify it in any permanent way. Their situation was getting desperate. Social services 
was starting to put pressure on them and reducing their dole. Marcus wasn’t creating anything new, 
and nobody bought his designs. One time I dropped in to visit them and found Kylie alone. She was 
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distraught, weepy, but she didn’t want to talk about it. The Marcus breezed in, very pleased with 
himself. He showed us how he had shoplifted cans of food from the local mini mart by hiding them up 
the sleeves of his parka. 


When I left Kylie came with me because she was heading for Glebe to go to her new job. She 
explained in the taxi that she was working at Kings Court, the brothel, but "only as a receptionist”. 


Several weeks later Marcus called me, very excited. He had a great plan and needed my help. 
He wanted to produce a live theater version of ’And the Ass Saw the Angel’, the novel by Nick Cave. He 
had permission, Nick liked the idea. It was going to be funded by Henry Rollins through his publishing 
company, 2.13.61. It would have original music by Nick Cave and a cast of Australian stars. All that 
was needed was a script, and that was where I came in. 


It was great writing practice, working under pressure from a volatile ex-con junky. For several 
months I worked solidly on the adaptation of this complex novel, for a 3 hour performance in the Horden 
Pavilion or similar space, with 5 main sets, to be called Doghead. Every few days I would dutifully bring 
printouts of my updated work to their place to discuss. Marcus slid steadily downhill, getting more 
and more wasted each time I saw him. He would read through parts, criticise them in a general way, 
and send me away to make changes. Sometimes he would take printouts to send to Nick cave or Henry 
Rollins, and tell me later what their opinions had been. 


Pd like to say I wasn’t taken in for a second. I thought I wasn’t taken in. I thought I would 
just go along with the joke, just to stay close enough to them to keep an eye on Kylie. Marcus I didn’t 
care about. In fact, Marcus could just die for all I cared, as long as Kylie was okay. But now I know 
that most people who have been hypnotised say that they too were just going along with the show, just 
pretending to be hypnotised so as to not hurt the feelings of the hypnotist, so how can I deny that I 
was conned? Kylie would tell me later that she thought the whole thing was genuine; that he would 
spend hours on the phone supposedly talking to Rollins or Cave or one of the other celebrities who were 
involved. In hindsight the whole scene takes on the surreal atmosphere of a performance itself. Marcus 
never produced any hard evidence, he never had letters or faxes or money. 


Eventually he couldn’t keep up the pretense, and threw some kind of tantrum over some scene or 
another, how I wasn’t conveying the essential nature of the novel, and making the audience walk around 
too much from one stage to another to advance the story. This was about the time that the Cyberspace 
warehouse was falling apart, so it wasn’t difficult to accidentally-on-purpose lose contact with them. By 
this time my concern for Kylie was all but dead. I knew that she would follow Marcus off the ends of 
the earth if he asked her to, and her once vivacious, kooky persona had been totally subsumed into his 
fast-talking huckster crap. She had totally given up her art. She didn’t need anyone to watch over her, 
and there was nothing I could do to help. I had been fooling myself worse than anyone fooled me. 


I didn’t hear from them again for years, until I was working at Spike. I received a phone call 
from them both inviting me to get involved in some kind of investment opportunity, that they couldn’t 
tell me about over the phone. Marcus pitch was so bad, so desperate, I started laughing, and Marcus 
laughed too - he couldn’t keep his voice straight. It was a pathetic charade. 


Then about 2 months after that I received another phone call. It was Kylie this time. She said 
that Marcus was dead. She had returned from work to find him slumped across their dining table, dead 
of an overdose. Her voice was tired and emotionless but perhaps a bit relieved. It was like being told 
that an ancient relative had died after being in a senile coma for many years.I didn’t feel a thing. 


richgoth (2008-08-24 23:22:44) 
This was the first time I came across this peculiar phenomenon; criminals often talk in high pitched whiny voices. 
Its the heroin... I have been meaning to ask my medical colleague if its a change to the vocal chords or maybe 
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somthing in the speech centre of the brain. But every single heroin user I have met has had it... Even an ex of 
mine developed it when she went on the drugs Did Kylie have natural red hair? I think I knew her if she did..she 
eventually got some weedy looking dreads going if its the same woman 


carbonunit (2008-08-25 01:04:58) 

Interesting... perhaps it affects the inner ear and changes the pitch of perceived sounds? No, Kylie had dark 
hair, which she died black. I remember she liked a brand of dye only available in Chinatown which was illegal to 
import because it was so toxic, but the demand from elderly asians and goths made it a popular contraband. 


prof null (2008-08-26 12:48:32) 

Wow, you wrote far more than I ever knew about them - but the story is very familiar. I guess that’s why I didn’t 
want to be involved with them at all - Pd seen that kind of scene before. sigh. I do hope Kylie is doing better 
now though. 


carbonunit (2008-08-26 19:50:15) 
Kylie is doing much better now, she was working as advertising coordinator at the Art Museum last time I heard 
from her, a couple years ago. 


7.8.24 (2008-08-26 08:55) 


My dad once told me about a disturbing dream he had. He was sitting in a darkened theatre. Slides 
and film clips of events from his life were being projected on the big screen. Andrew Denton was sitting 
beside him, and as the show rolled on Denton kept turning to face him, nudging him roughly, pointing 
to the screen and insistently whispering "See? See? Do you understand now? Can you see the pattern?” 


peculia (2008-08-25 23:00:49) 
That gave me the heebie-jeebies just to read ... 


7.8.25 (2008-08-26 16:20) 


My dad once had a great idea for an ad campaign. It was a combined TV spot for Lifesavers and Allans 
Steamrollers (which are confectionery for you foreigners). 


In the Steamroller spot, some council workers are laying a new road surface. There's a truck, and 
guys with shovels spreading the tarmac, and the foreman looks up and blows a whistle and gestures off 
camera. Then a marching band of Bondi life savers strides into view, stomping on the new laid tarmac. 
The foreman wipes his face and exclaims "But I wanted a Steamroller!” 


In the Lifesaver spot, you are at the beach. Sun, sand, waves, kids, and a pretty girl is struggling 
pathetically in the shallows, flopping about in an obviously pretend display of drowning. People stand 
and point in alarm, then they turn around and start cheering. The camera swings around to reveal a 
giant steam roller slowly chugging down the beach toward the girl, who stands up and indignantly cries 
"But I wanted a Lifesaver!” 


Corny, but it has a certain something. Better than his proposed slogan for Lowes: ”Go to Lowes, 
for your clothes.” If you didn’t like that one, he said, perhaps this one would be more effective: "For your 
clothes, go to Lowes.” 
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7.8.26 Incoming from Twitter... (2008-08-26 18:02) 
e 11:58 I just saw a scooter with two front wheels. [1] # 


Automatically shipped by [2]Loud Twitter 


1. http://twitter.com/mspong/statuses/898860487 
2. http://www. loudtwitter.com/ 


richgoth (2008-08-26 08:20:50) 
yep, so did I- they are freaky, especially when thers a roof as well! 


carbonunit (2008-08-26 12:20:17) 
I don’t really see the point. The only advantage I can see is that they balance upright without a kickstand. 


richgoth (2008-08-26 23:13:55) 

I think they lean like motorbikes, bit all three wheels stay on the ground. I think they are for people with no 
balance They would be easier to ride than a trike which corners slow, needs to be steered carefully rather than 
leaned, and requires the rider to get up and shift weight quite dramitacally to keep all the wheels on the road 
(and you really don’t want to flip a trike) 


7.8.27 Warehouse Daze: Mark D (2008-08-27 15:02) 


Mark D was a crusty punk who lived in a barren unfurnished studio just off the gallery area, with a 
large Norwegian forest cat and an IBM PC. He used to wear ancient punk band T-shirts that were so 
rotten the knitting was coming undone and millions of tiny mouth-like openings were forming in their 
fabric. He had red hair and freckles and a long dour Scottish mug but he was a total gentleman with 
an amazing lack of ego. A quality a lot of punks share, in my experience. The stereotype of the violent 
brawler punk with Doc Martins and a mo-hawk terrorising grannies on the high street is far from reality. 
Most true punks are more peaceful and well balanced than ordinary humans by virtue of regular anger 
release therapy at gigs. 


Mark liked local Sydney punk bands like Toe To Toe and World War XXIV. He would attend 
every gig at the Vic On the Park hotel, which was the punk venue at the time. However, unlike most of 
us in the warehouse, he had a regular job and donned polyester slacks and a shirt and tie every Monday 
after a weekend in his ragged shreds and go to work networking offices full of PCs. 


Another interesting thing about Mark and punks at the time was, they were not averse to raves 
and techno. In the early 90s techno was still incredibly new, the only radio station playing any techno 
was a 23 watt mono community station, and only at night. Mark would tune in their shows, and turn 
up at plenty of the underground raves at the time, in his torn rags. He never danced but he liked the 
din and to hang around and watch the insanity. 


You couldn’t call him a weekend punk, not when you saw his studio. Mattress on the floor, 
dirty plates and cups, the walls were bare, no decoration of any kind, windowless and mercifully badly 
lit. The door was a large section of gallery wall which swung open on gate hinges (this was Mark the 
Sheep Eaters studio, later). Mark D was the archetype of a "hellman” which is a peculiar concept, but 
it basically means an extremely rough dude who has a high pain threshold and low regard for social 
niceties who drinks hard and looks like hell. Hellmen don’t believe in appearances, they don’t believe 
walls need painting, they don’t like carpet because they prefer concrete slabs etc. The Hellmen were one 
of his favourite bands also I believe. 
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Mark had an IBM PC, in a pizza-box case, which he kept open with a tea towel draped over the 
top so he could insert and lift out PCI cards whenever he needed. It was a miracle of constant 
modification, although to be fair it was considered fancy then for a PC to be able to play an audio CD 
through the sound card. MP3s were unheard of, and multimedia was just a novelty on the PC, although 
common on Macs. Back then Amiga was still a viable force in home computers and the preferred 
platform for video editing. Mark was mostly concerned with testing the networking cards which he spent 
much time installing. 


Most nights Mark spent online, connected to a bulletin board, chatting or dealing in warez or 
porn. He spent most of his time chatting, and was well known on a lot of boards. Often he would have 
a few friends over, and they would take turns playing turn-based door games or just conversing, or 
stalking women, or people who claimed to be women. One time he successfully stalked one, with mixed 
results, with a bit of help from myself. 


One night he came and told me he was chatting with a girl who had the handle Rosie Cross, 
and she had challenged him to figure out what it meant. I said it was a reference to the Rosicrucians, 
who were a mystical order who believed that everything was connected, and who made the study of 
scientific thought and classical mysticism a kind of religion. I looked up a few facts about them and sent 
him back well armed to charm her with his knowledge. He excitedly informed me later that she was 
impressed and would visit him later that week. 


On the night when she was due I dropped around to his studio. The lights were out, the techno 
was loud, and there she was, a fat, odd-looking women in her late thirties, dressed in shapeless pullover 
and track pants, with a strange head dress seemingly made from a length of the woven towel found 
in public toilets, wrapped around her head like a turban. This was Rosie X, who has since become a 
well-known celebrity in the internet art scene in Australia. She would go on to become a highly respected 
journalist on the subject of cyber culture, but for horny twenties-something guys she was a bit of a 
disappointment. 


Still, and this is the important point, they were having fun. She was busy introducing Mark and 
the other guys to some new boards they were unaware of, and they accepted her totally. She seemed to 
be enjoying herself too, despite the hideous surroundings. 


Also present that night was Shadow, who would soon live in the warehouse himself, and Aegar. 
All 3 guys had known each other when they went to school at Glebe High, and they formed a group 
called the Knights Who Take Nips, who used to meet at night in secret to drink spirits, as the name 
would imply. Their special pleasure was to find some secluded bit of urban infrastructure, a factory or 
tunnel somewhere, and crack a bottle of scotch and get wasted. They had all gone on to become BBS 
mavens. 


Like many tenants Mark D fell out with Sam, over some point of law regarding running a heater 
overnight or leaving the outside door open or something. He moved out, from the shabbiest studio in the 
warehouse to the shabbiest house in Sydney. It was a small free-standing brick cottage in Leichhardt. 
At the time huge excavations were being dug right next door, to house the underground car park of a 
shopping centre. There was a 2 story cliff of raw earth inches from the boundary of the block the house 
stood on, and subsidence was cracking the walls and jamming the doors so badly it was a cert the place 
would need to be demolished. In fact, it’s still there today. 


Mark liked the place because the rent was incredibly cheap, he had the whole house to himself 
and he could exactly what he wanted with it. The owner was most likely trying to squeeze just a 
little more money out of the place before he sued the developers next door into buying it from him to 
recompense him for the subsidence. The walls were stained with soot from the open fire place, the fridge 
was covered in graffiti, and I managed to capture the place in all its glory here: 
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http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/sets/270305 / 


I lost contact with him when the warehouse was torn down and we moved to Alexandria. Ru- 
mours are that he got married and started a family and still works in IT. 


7.8.28 Incoming from Twitter... (2008-08-27 18:02) 


e 17:18 My bus home had a system crash. A robot voice told the driver that the hand brake was not 
applied and then the engine died. [1] # 


Automatically shipped by [2]Loud Twitter 


1. http://twitter.com/mspong/statuses/900235334 
2. http://www. loudtwitter.com/ 


prof_null (2008-08-27 10:02:19) 
A tragic sign of the modern age perhaps? - all that technology means more exciting failure modes. :) 


carbonunit (2008-08-27 22:11:04) 

Yes, it was obviously a failure of the sensor not the brake, I mean he used the handbrake once the engine cut out 
and it held us on a steep hill. The thing that amazed me is that the same computer must have been handling 
the ignition or something, because everything shut down, including the lights. Very bad design. 


7.8.29 Warehouse Daze: Peter the Astrologer (2008-08-28 09:25) 


Peter looked exactly like Rick Moranis. Same ferrety face, same mannerisms, different mode of speech 
though. In his own way he was a tough motherfucker. Nobody could divert him from his path. 


I realised this the day he brought home the bamboo pole. He rode home on a too-small fixed gear 
bike with a 20 foot bamboo pole balanced over the handlebars, and strung it up with rope near the 
kitchen. It was customary to hang from this pole like a sloth while waiting for your dinner to cook. 


Peter was an astrologer. He had large books of ephemeris, tables of times of the motions and con- 
junctions of the planets and stars, and also the larger asteroids and moons. In fact he had a huge library, 
most of which he stored in a giant array of milk crates. Lets see, they were stacked 5 high, there were at 
least 5 rows, and each row was at least ten crates long. 250 crates. Around his huge block of milk crates 
he hung the walls of his studio with greasy bike frames, chains and gears, and every now and then he 
could be persuaded to piece together a functioning bike from these materials all of which he had salvaged 
from the side of the road. 


His ancient dog Grendal would stagger out of this studio every morning and make the long slow journey 
to the front door, where she would slump in the dust just outside and soak up the sunlight. At the end 
of the day she would return, like the changing of the guard. On each trip she would rub up against the 
walls of the corridoor, over time building up a long greasy smear at knee height. 


He had an ex wife would come to the warehouse sometimes to fight with him, mostly over the fact 
that he didn’t provide her any money to look after their daughter. He fought with many people. Sam, 
when he couldn’t pay the rent. Dave Marlow, when he couldn’t pay for pot. Through all these troubles he 
maintained his cheerful hippy disposition, doing charts for the girls and rescuing stereo parts and cooking 
weird foods like trepang and seaweed. He was responsible for putting trepang, dried sea cucumber, in 
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the vending machine at the end of the main corridoor, in case we felt like some ourselves. he sold quite 
a bit of it, as a novelty. They looked like dried penises. 


Many years later, when I was living with Michelle in the Rose street warehouse in Annandale, he visited. 
He asked us what signs we were. I am Leo, Michelle is Scorpio. That's a very bad combination, he told 
us, very prone to conflict. But, he said with a smile, Leo-Scorpio relationships could be very exciting, 
because of the tension between our personalities. Truer words were never spoken. 


richgoth (2008-08-29 04:23:14) 
If he got that bamboo from st stephens in Newtown, I think I met him too! 


7.8.30 (2008-08-28 21:39) 


Michelle and I are going to Melbourne tomorrow, to visit our friends Mal and Cam, and go to the Gallery 
of Victoria to see the [1]Art Deco exhibition! 


1. http: //www.ngv.vic.gov.au/artdeco/ 


prof_null (2008-08-28 12:02:14) 
Cool, I am working during the day but if you want to meet up call me on 0421 877 652. no obligation, of course. 


richgoth (2008-08-29 09:40:56) 
BOOZE!!! 


7.8.31 Warehouse Daze: Aegar (2008-08-28 22:08) 


Aegar never lived in the warehouse, but he spent an awful lot of time there. When Mark D lived with us 
Aegar was a constant visitor, hanging out in his barren studio and connecting to chat boards. We often 
talked about conspiracy theories, of which he had an encyclopaediacal knowledge. I think the fabric of 
all known conspiracy theories formed an unbroken surface in his mind, so that he could map connections 
between any two theories and show for instance how mercury in measles inoculations was the work of 
the Masonic order, or how UFO aliens had told the ancient Aztecs about the moons of Saturn. It was 
all there in his head. 


He was addicted to the new age conspiracy theory magazines, such as Nexus, and their early online 
counterparts, both bulletin boards and web sites. Before the internet was widely available in Australia 
he used to surf the boards which carried Fidonet news, reading all the latest text files. His friend Shadow 
was an unflappable all-knowing cognoscenti, with a twinkle in his eye, not taking it too seriously, bemused 
by the idea of an all-controlling international Zionist government or hidden line of kings descended from 
Jesus. Aegar was more serious, deeply concerned with subjects where conspiracy theory touched the 
personal, such as health and mind control conspiracies. For instance, he believed that the modern diet, 
with it’s concentration of refined sugar and fats, wasn’t the creation of a random evolution driven by 
consumer demand and tastes for junk food, but was in fact a deliberate attempt by a secret cabal, using 
advertising and peer pressure, to render the human race ineffectual and mentally clouded, the better to 
be controlled by government. 


When I argued that our elected governments themselves ate diets just as bad as the proles did, it didn’t 


change his beliefs. As for himself, he never allowed anything unnatural into his body. He would only buy 
organic vegetables and was a strict vegetarian. 
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Aegar and I hit it off pretty well. I liked his sense of absolute cynicism. After Mark left the ware- 
house he used to come over often to visit me, and we would walk up to Glebe Point Road and have a 
foccacia in the cafes there. Lolita’s was his favourite. We argued about everything, but it rarely got out 
of control. He could tolerate dissenting points of view. I always made a point of getting some salami on 
my foccacia when we had lunch, just to make sure he was aware I ate the flesh of dead animals. 


Aegar lived with his parents in an old terrace house on City road just opposite the park. He didn’t 
like them very much. I visited him there often, but never met them, they were always away on some 
kind of business. The house was neat, tastefully furnished, always ready for a photo shoot in an architect 
magazine, which was just as well, his father was an architect. Aegar would make soup with celery and 
mushrooms with aricine balls floating in it, and tell me how colloidal silver was a superior substitute for 
antibiotics, but it had been suppressed by the drug companies because they couldn't patent it and make 
a sufficient profit. 


Back at the warehouse we would argue about whether AIDS was created in a secret government lab 
to depopulate Africa, or how the moon landings had been faked. One thing he was spot on about, we 
later discovered, was ECHELON, the American governments electronic intelligence project to scan and 
process all electronic communications in the economic competitors of the US, especially Europe. But then 
he would move on to HAARP, the strange radio project where the US mil uses giant antenna arrays to 
transmit very strong long wave radio signals around the globe, and explain that instead of communicating 
with underwater submarines as they claimed this radio transmissions were to cloud peoples minds and 
prevent the populace from rising up in armed revolution. 


Most of these theories were attempts to explain why everyone else in the world was different to him, 
or why they failed to act in accordance with his wishes. There was nothing that Aegar or Shadow would 
have liked more than to see an armed revolution or civil war in the US, even though the thought of 
either of them picking up a gun and storming Parliament House for a little revolution of their own was 
laughable. They were so slack. They would smoke their cones, drop their trips, and type their little 
screeds on their bulletin boards, while arguing over why everyone else hadn't yet created a paradisaical 
utopia where robots did all the work. 


Aegar was there when techno first raised it's ugly head. When he was at school he had been into 
heavy metal, and still had a large collection of albums, but the hard edged trance techno which was the 
mainstay of the raves around this time soon caught his attention. He spent a fortune on expensive white 
label vinyl, and the obligatory Technics 1200 turntable pair with mixer. He very rarely performed live, 
but for years he played on the MDA show on Radio Skid Row. He introduced a lot of us to the rave scene, 
although I soon found I preferred the more experimental ones with drumming and industrial sounds, to 
the vanilla-scented smoke-filled trance rooms he preferred. At the time there were several small raves 
every weekend, usually attended by a very small cadre of people. They would be set up in a hall or 
factory somewhere, either illegally or by renting the space for an ”art performance”. Within a couple of 
years the property owners knew about this and would prevent it. Aegar didn’t like the free raves in City 
Park, there were too many ferals and dirty hippies there. 


There was something ambiguous about Aegar. He never had any interest in women, and seemed deeply 
bitter about being rejected, but he never spent time with the girls so I never actually saw him being 
rejected and couldn’t judge if his bitterness was justified. He was tall and good looking, with olive com- 
plexion and black hair. His bitterness formed a cloud around him that kept the chicks at bay. Then there 
was the time he offered me some amyl nitrate, and the time he implored me to come and watch the gay 
Mardi Gras parade with him... But we stayed friends regardless, even when the warehouse was closed 
down and we moved to Alexandria. Even out there in the industrial zone of the inner city there would 
sometimes be a knock at the door and Aegar would be standing there, eager to come in and tell me that 
cooking with aluminium pots would give me Alzheimer’s syndrome. 
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richgoth (2008-08-29 04:08:14) 
I wonder if he joined the tantric sex cult I recently discovered that is somehow conected with the former editor of 
Nexus? 


carbonunit (2008-08-29 07:00:12) 


While I know he knew about tantric sex, and would have been interested in joining a tantric sex cult, I don’t 
think he would have actually done so... 


7.8.32 2008-08-21_0610.42 Sunrise (2008-08-29 05:42) 


[1 
[2]2008-08-21 -0610.42 _Sunrise.JPG 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong 


Has there been like a volcanic eruption or something recently, perhaps a huge jungle burning up in the 
tropics or a peat fire across Siberia? The sun rises recently have been amazing. This is not HDR this is 
real! 


1. http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2805103383/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2805103383/ 
3. 


http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


7.8.33 Melbourne (2008-08-29 16:57) 


Sitting in a game cafe on Swanston street, surrounded by the sound of dying orcs. Going to dinner at a 
Mexican restaurant with Mal and Cam later. Found a copy of Two Lane Black Top at Victoria Markets. 
Feet are already sore. Melbourne graffiti is beautiful, much better than Sydney. The girls are lovely and 
vivacious but have terrible English skin. Everyone dresses like French boulevardiers. Sat next to a guy 
on the free city circle tram who was rhapsodizing about Kevin Warrick the cyborg pioneer. Art deco 
tomorrow. 


7.8.34 (2008-08-31 19:55) 


At the airport waiting for our flight home, which has been delayed so long we might be breaking curfew 
when we arrive. Had a lovely day hanging out with Mal and Cam and | LJ User: prof -null | at the Lucky 
Coq in Prahran. Melbourne is a fantastic city, we are totally moving there as soon as we can arrange. 
Trams rule. Took lots of photos of the amazing grafitti all through the city laneways. The Art Deco 
exhibition was incredible, my head is still buzzing with the ideas it gave me. Did you know that the term 
Art Deco wasn’t coined until the 60s? Makes one wonder what the current style will be called, if there is 
one, after 30 years. And will Deco-punk displace steampunk? It will if I have anything to do with it! 
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prof null (2008-09-01 07:53:10) 
It was great to0 see you all there. Is Mal online anywhere? 


carbonunit (2008-09-01 23:59:23) 
Not yet, but I’m working on it! 


7.9 September 


7.9.1 Happy 9/11! (2008-09-02 09:19) 


From [1]The Onion of course. 


1. http://www.theonion.com/content/news/cheney_waits_until_last_minute?utm_source=onion_rss_daily 


richgoth (2008-09-03 00:39:54) 
all thats missing is a [1]Perazzi Bresscia 28 gauge shotgun hanging over the mantle 


1. http: //www.myscienceproject.org/shooting.html 


7.9.2 Art Deco (2008-09-04 20:33) 


The term [1]Art Deco wasn’t coined until the 1960s. That was the most surprising and enlightening thing 
I learnt at the [2]Art deco exhibition at Gallery Victoria. At the time that designers were working in the 
idiom they had no formal name for it. They mostly called it the Modern style. 


Walking around the gallery examining a wide range of objects was very valuable in revealing the com- 


monalities of the style. 
659 


1. Blocky straight lines. 


2. Trying to create unnatural and futuristic effects with the limited materials available at the time. 
For instance, beaded dresses, dresses covered with sewn on beads to make in effect glass clothing. 
Woven fabric with metallic threads. Fabric printed with large geometric shape patterns - woven-in 
patterns have to be rectangular like tartan, and previous printed patterns tended to be Art Neavau 
leaves and flowers. A wooden writing desk gilded with white gold to create a metal finish. Arm 
chair with thick glass sides, as though the seat and back are floating in mid air. Wooden chairs 
covered in "shagreen”, shark skin, for a weird white textured effect. Japanese dark glossy lacquer on 
wooden screens like black ice. Dresses of material cut on the bias, which hangs like flowing liquid 
but is very wasteful of material. 


3. Streamlining, in imitation of the first streamlined vehicles, cars and trains. Streamlining was 
celebrated as a modern innovation, because previously vehicles were only designed to be reliable. 
It was felt that, as the reliability problem had been solved by modern science, the next step was to 
go faster. Celebration of this ideal was carried over into streamlined toasters and coffee pots. 


4. Embracing the new materials; perspex, tempered glass, bakelite. Note that bakelite tended to be 
faux marble or ivory at first but then was coloured in unnatural hues. In fact, Bakelite was preceded 
by widespread use of ivory and odd woods to do white inlay in black surfaces etc. so bakelite was 
just a continuation of the hunger for futuristic effects. 


5. Human hostile, industrial designs. Cocktail glasses with sharp square designs in the stem, makes 
them hard to hold, or the illuminated columns and revolving door of the hotel, which makes it 
hard to see, or a spherical Bakelite ash tray with a scross shaped inset lid which would be like a 
puzzle to open. Based on factories and power stations and machines which are designed to work 
automatically hence are not designed for human use. The dashboard of the Cord motor car is shiny 
steel. The sculpted heater has no visible controls or switches, like a part of a big inhuman machine. 


6. Innovation for innovation sake. Going to great lengths to add features that are really beyond the 
capabilities of the technology. 


7. {3]Tamara de Lempicka paintings, like mannequins or robots. Man Ray photos, thin alien people in 
odd poses. Cecil Beaton photos, carefully staged composed fantasy scenes. And all the lithograph 
posters stretching and distorting reality shapes. All the pictorial work avoids pure depiction or 
realism. Everyone always dressed formally for cocktail hour, men in black suits and ties, women in 
tight beaded frocks. Humans were depicted as having entered the golden age when machines did 
the work and all they needed to do was socialise and control their machines. 


In the exhibition itself great emphasis was placed on the way Art deco borrowed and stole from classical 
antiquity, Egyptian art and Eskimo masks and so on. But they were just using them as source books for 
geometric designs which they admired more than the curvy vines of the Art Nouveau school. 


Art Deco began to die when the technology advanced to the point where it could be mass produced. 
Ironically, things designed to look mass produced or at least machine made, lost their cachet of exclusive 
luxury once machines could actually produce them. For instance, a shiny black lacquered desk with inlaid 
white ivory horse design is luxurious, until a plastic slab with inlaid printed design of white plastic can be 
rolled out of a factory every second, and sold to proles for peanuts. However, with mass production came 
mass taste, and mass produced items are always toned down for maximum appeal to a wider market. 
The items in the exhibition could be mass produced much easier than they were made, but they never 
would be. Consequently Art Deco looks like a better alternative universe where disposable furnishings 
have style instead of bland conformity. 
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My big question is, what style surrounds us at the present time, which we don't have a name for, 
and which future people will romanticise like we romanticise Art Deco? 


I think the answer is Happy Comfort Ergonomic Drab, the computer-optimised blobby style of the present 
day. Office chairs, computer mice, keyboards, monitors and computers themselves are the bakelite radios 
and cocktail shakers of the present time, and they have universal design motifs. Instead of being stylish 
but difficult futuristic machine parts they are optimised for comfort, cheapness and profitability. Com- 
puters have shaved their material content to the bare minimum necessary, and litigious society has forced 
manufacturers to pay great attention to ergonomics, to avoid being sued for bad backs and carpel tunnel. 
Surfaces are matted, grippy, warm and flexible, "friendly”. The silicone wrist rest is an iconic example. 
Office decor has invaded everyday life far too much. Ikea furniture seems to have mated with modular 
office desks and screens. The iconic clothing would be ultra-fine spun fleece hoodie jackets, which are 
inhumanly comfortable - seams have been reduced and elasticated, the lining is as fluffy as a cotton ball. 
Perfectly white clothing, microfibre shirts. 


But the real style now exists in reaction to this base. Steampunk is a popular aesthetic joke which 
seems to be propelled by dissatisfaction with standardised consumer toys. So, an iPod, which would 
have delighted an art deco designer, is cheap and mass produced, so we desire to make it look like a 
19th century inventor made it out of riveted wood and brass gears. I don’t believe we should embrace 
the ipod standard of standardised convenience and never customize our mass produced crap, but I think 
gluing old brass clock gears on every surface is a poor substitute for a design aesthetic. Steampunk is 
just a branch sticking further out of the tree, far enough to have a name. There are other branches. A 
resurgence of grunge, of recycled clothing chic and messiness. The popularity of knitting, of handmade 
clothing, of uniqueness in defiance of mass production. The real style, that ends up in the galleries of 
the future, might be more what you see on King street. After all, the Art Deco pioneers were radical 
dadaists as well as bourgeois cocktail drinking industrialists. 


So what can we do, and what would make us proud to do it? This is something I think about a 
lot, why I wanted to see this exhibition in the first place. It’s so hard to create now without recycling 
the old jokes. Here are some ideas: 


What would an Art Deco designer do in the modern age? Instead of having to painstakingly insert 
tiny disks of ivory into a carved out wooden desk surface, you can laser cut pricise shapes and fit them 
together. So, go crazy! Make a stencil of your own face and lazer-cut it and a negative ground and put 
them together. Make it out of durable perspex or glass or something. 


Bitmaps! I love bitmaps and have for decades. Now I have an excuse. My bitmap quilts are already Art 
Deco Now! 


But really, an Art Deco designer in this world which has inherited Art Deco as a colour on the palette 
of design, might react against mass production and go feral. Perhaps that is why phenomena like Make 
magazine, which promotes a culture of modifying consumer devices and breaking warranties by cracking 
the case open and tinkering with the insides, or completely replacing the case, are so popular. Perhaps 
all the knitting and retro style clothing and shabby chic and wunderkammer culture and custom figurine 
collecting are the real modern deco? I dunno. 


How about some equivalents? here are the things which were commonly designed in art deco land, 
and their equivalents we should design in our time: 


Cocktail glass Water bottle 
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Cigarette case Vitamin pill box 


Tiara, fascinator Headphones 

Lighter USB keydrive 

Coffee pot and service Coffee machine 
Engraved glass vase Go cup 

Car Bike 

Cocktail dress Bomber jacket 
Phonograph Laptop 

Book binding Hard drive enclosure 
Compendium Phone 


But I still dont know what to do. I didn’t get any blinding flash of insight or instructions from above. 
Nothing seems to demand being modified. 1 will think on this some more. 


The exhibition is excellent, I highly recommend it. The [4]Cord 812 is magnificent, but I especially 
liked [5]this guy, part of a mosaic by Napier Waller, on a building in Melbourne and reproduced at the 
exhibition. I think the imagery of this guy, created in 1933, modulating a stream of data through his 
head and broadcasting it again through his trumpet, is surprisingly cogent. 


1. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Art_Deco 
2. [http://www.ngv.vic.gov.au/artdeco/ 
3. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Tamara_de_Lempicka 


4. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Image:1937_Cord_812.JPG 


5. (http: //www.pbase . com/bmcmorrow/image/49898597 


malwae (2008-09-04 12:26:24) 

I’m kind of intrigued by the steampunk designs of common objects - like the guy who makes the brass computer 
keyboards, complete with old typewriter style round keys. I’ve seen USB drives modded out steampunk also, as 
well as the usual stuff like tableware, phones, and eyeglasses. Takes the mass produced thing and makes it look 
like something painstakingly handcrafted with technology a few generations back. 


carbonunit (2008-09-04 19:41:29) 

So am I, but it isn’t a real style, it’s just pasted on. It might become a real style, and that would be a good 
thing. Instead of comical witty keyboards with old typewriter keys stuck on a plastic mechanism you might have 
a well-designed keyboard with enamel keys, solid metal base, all made of brass, built to last for decades. I can 
imagine an Art Deco keyboard like this. It wouldn’t just look hand crafted, it would be, and it would be it’s own 
thing, not a pastiche. 


richgoth (2008-09-04 13:05:57) 

Its funny, Gothic was called "the modern style” in the middle ages... Its not until the 1760’s that people called it 
Gothic you can laser cut pricise shapes and fit them together. So, go crazy! Make a stencil of your own face and 
lazer-cut it and a negative ground and put them together. Nearest laser to me: 300 metres downhill :-) All you 
need is the CAD software to make the files for them 


carbonunit (2008-09-04 19:42:33) 
So tell me more about the laser? Do you know what format files they accept? 


richgoth (2008-09-05 01:21:00) 
http: //www.excellaser.com.au/Services.html 
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(2008-09-05 19:18:50) Hi to you 
Thanks to you 


prof null (2008-09-07 08:29:07) 

Fashion objects seem to have more value once they are old - I can imagine that after a few decades any decent 
item that is still intact (even if it doesn't actually work) would be regarded as Plastic Chic or Oilpunk or whatever 
they call the age we are in later - but there is a major difference between the Art Deco age and modern gadgets: 
you really can’t customise the innards of your laptop or coffee maker much without some serious technical nous. 
Actually Pcs are probably the worst thing to make stylish cases for since they keep getting replaced. Imagine if 
you had a Mac SE30 in mint condition with a gold plated case and peripherals. It’s usefulness would be pretty 
low wheras a lot of the deco items are still usable since they were so simple. I think the big thing for people is to 
escape the mass-produced throwaway approach: that many of them do it with a few bits of junk and a tube of 
glue is a measure of how well they can do it, as opposed to the idea. In future there may be nothing other than 
personalised products if some have their way: automated manufacturing will be able to shape, colour and style 
every commodity to your tastes, within certain practical limits. This could be good but I can see a huge downside: 
horrible pink monstrosities of plastic shaped like toys or black MMORG beasts hogging the roads and footpaths 
Ske (Hey, that could make a good story!) Actually it’s not bad because there will still be plenty of room for 
hand crafted things, since the creators would tend to have style or a sense of taste better than the average doofus. 
Your examination of Deco is very good. Perhaps we should be jumping the gun though and planning for styling 
items that are not yet on the market? 


carbonunit (2008-09-07 22:17:18) 

These are some great points. I agree that a computer becomes worse than a doorstop after a certain length 
of time, whereas an art deco coffee service will work forever. So, the computers won’t survive, but what will? 
Probably just unused Ikea flatpacks in peoples garages. Your point about how make-on-demand might produce 
an avalanch of hideous garbage reminds me of the high hopes we had for the Internet in the early days, as an 
educator and enabler of people, and how that turned out. ”Oilpunk” is really good! That nails it. Everything in 
this office I’m in right now is oilpunk. Steampunk vs. Oilpunk! Metal, leather and wood vs. plastic. I guess that 
glueing cogs on a computer is at least a symbolic resistance against the overbearing triumphalism of oil. 


7.9.3 Warehouse Daze: Down, Chapter 6; Thursday (2008-09-05 10:28) 


I started writing [1]Down in late 1992, on the old Mac Plus, with its small, toylike keyboard. It was an 
excellent writing machine. With no connection to the internet there was no distraction, and the small 
black and white screen was the same dimension as a sheet of paper in a typewriter. 


It’s a failure as a novel, but there are some good bits, still. This chapter for instance, which is good 
mainly because it’s a very accurate description of a nights adventure I shared with Jean Cameron. Pretty 
much every detail is accurate. I can list the ones which weren’t. 


e There were never any trips called Forceps, they would have been Strawberries. 
e The acid casualty was someone I met during the Gulf War 1 demonstrations. 
e The first part took place in the warehouse. 

e There was no band called Anchovy Smegma, although I wish there were. 


e The radio show was called Stalking the Nightmare, the DJ was not faceless and unknown, he was 
Terry Brown, who used to run The Land Beyond Beyond comic shop, and lives in Jugiong now. 


e Jean lived in the house where she sprayed a message for Kat on the wall outside. 
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e Reg’s real name is Dan, and he can still be found around Newtown. I often spot him at the cafe 
next to the Dendy cinema. 


Other than that, this is an accurate description of a much better than average nights adventure. Some 
things have changed since then, some not. The Grace Bros. building has been turned into student 
accomodation. The 7/11 on King street is still there, and probably still selling bulk whippet bulbs to 
late night stoners. The Newtown tram sheds still haven't been developed, and the Vegan Eggflip is 
probably still in there, waiting to enlighten the lucky souls who find it. 


Kat saw our message and knocked on Jeans door about a week later. He was recovering his 
composure after the pogrom on his art, and ended up painting a giant mural of Geronimo on the wall of 
the shop next door, over our grafitti. It’s still there but mostly hidden by a tree. 


CHAPTER 6 
THURSDAY 


They were called Forceps, blotter trips stamped with broken hearts, out of Holland or Belgium. 
No one knew what the contents actually were; some thought it was micro doses of LSD with am- 
phetamines to amplify the effects, others claimed it was small amounts of strychnine, poisoning the 
nerves and making them more conductive, or a mixture of MDA and LSD, or perhaps some cocktail 
of other drugs, Ketamine or mescaline. There were fantastic, convoluted arguments among aficionados 
about what exactly the chemical constituents of their favorite brand was, and they still found themselves 
none the wiser; not that they minded, it was as pointless as arguing politics or sport. No lists of 
ingredients or instructions for dosage. No consumer affairs bureau to call if they failed, or took off like 
rockets and ripped the persona from the brain as effectively as a bullet to the temple. 


Micheal knew a true acid casualty, a stumbling, fevered shell of a human who hung around Mar- 
tin Place when he worked in a sandwich shop there during the holidays. This person obsessed him, 
with his endless concentration on the ground, moving slowly along the street watching the cracks in the 
concrete and never stepping on a line while shoppers and workers swerved after picking up his presence 
on their loony-detecting radar. Ragged like a hermit, alone among the teeming streets and towers. 


One time a storm broke, bathtubs of warm summer rain that turned suddenly cold and froze the 
marrow as Micheal and several suits raced for cover. They turned and saw the uncomprehending face, 
mute and unintelligent as a meek Frankenstein monster, peering into the dark of the shop awning they 
huddled beneath. Rain coursed through his hair and turned grey with dirt. His head steamed. The 
man had an inflamed face similar to the faces of alcoholics, scarlet with dark blood, but not swollen, 
thin and wiry instead. Heat seemed to pour from his body like some chemical reaction raged inside. He 
rarely ate and there was no accounting for the energy that poured out. A girl spent hours talking to his 
uncomprehending face one day, a girl in a shoulder-padded suit with briefcase and phone who recognized 
him as she passed, but she found no response. His sister, girlfriend, welfare nurse, no one knew which, 
she hinted disturbingly at some life he had once lived, now lost. 


And Micheal scratched out some words that came to him on the bus home, and stuck the scrap 
of paper on the back of his door with blue tack: 


HO HO HO! 

What a very luscious joy it is 
To be free, at last, 

From the dark. 

I sucked your letter dry 
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And that strange ink 

Has written much that is, 

And will always remain, secret, 
In the cold, dark, lightless vaults 
Of my skull. 

Now I step from stone to stone 
Slowly yet easily, 

And no longer need to see 

The eye of the passer by 
Watching me. 

Now I search for grace more than sustenance. 
Now my hair and face 

Are labels of my penance 

When I suffered on the rack 
And came out clean 

In dirty grey and shoeless 

Being fully in possession 

Of the message that you sent me 
In a square. I say, 

"This is not madness, 

This is freedom.” 


But that didn’t stop him from indulging now and then. It’s all in the mind, he told himself. 
You have to have the right attitude. No history of madness in my family, rock solid Protestants all the 
way back, not a trace of imagination among the lot of them. 


He waited for June to arrive, idly amusing himself picking stuffing from the ruined cushions that 
graced the floor. 


A gentle knock. Bone on wood. 


June rapped with Skull, human headbone and constant companion. Dead for decades, Skull 
maintained a cryptic silence, but he was popular and often found at parties where admirers spent hours 
running their hands over the smooth dome of his head and around his vacant orbits. Their hands 
left a patina of sweat in grey patches; June brushed him twice a year with tooth paste that left him 
creamy white and perhaps even strengthened his bones, (it does get in!), and he survived longer than 
his brothers; pig and dog skulls, goat and horse, cows with flaky grey horns, sitting on bookshelves and 
hanging from bedroom walls, gracing writers tables and students bedrooms where they listen silently 
to the music. These dried out and became brittle through lack of love. They break when dropped, a 
second death. Once Skull had walked among the millions of India, with a different name and a life; then 
he died and joined the river of bones that flows from those shores, (Indians often arrange for their bones 
to be sold to medical supply companies to provide for their families after they die), and now he was the 
beloved stranger who never had to ask for people to hold him. 


When Micheal opened the door June placed Skull in his hands, 
more carefully than if he was a baby. Empty cavities gazed up from 
the smooth, calm face. 


"Come in.” he said. 


She did and he closed the door. 
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"Let's drop the bombshells now.” 


He handed over chipped and rusted Anticol tin he kept them in. She flipped off the lid, licked a 
finger tip, touched one of the tiny squares and transferred it to her tongue. 


"There. You should take yours now, too, give it time to warm up before the show starts. Are 
these clean?” 


”Fairly. They can cause trouble if you've had too much to eat during the day.” 
”Too much to eat? I've been living on liquids again. It happens sometimes.” 


"Yeah, me too. Sometimes I come home from uni and everyones just leaving for a band and 
then it’s too late when I get back and I wake up late...” 


”I would have done so anyway, just in case. It’s pretty gross, to feel your own intestines writhing, trying 
to do something that’s suddenly become alien to them.” 


They sat down on the floor, ignoring the bed, leaning back against the furniture, listening to the 
music and talking. 


”The Catherine affair is definitely getting weirder.” announced June. 

”Yeah? What's the story? I haven’t seen her since yesterday morning.” 

"Karen told me last night she was fervently taping the soundtrack of a B movie and re-arranging 
the words. That’s where the cassette player went, she was using that and some kind of old fashioned 
tape machine, and a TV, that she must have bought yesterday.” 


"Cool! I thought something interesting would turn up there. What about Lang?” asked Micheal. 


”He wasn’t surprised. Seemed fatalistic, but didn’t say if she used to do this sort of thing before. 
He went in, briefly, and Karen was bracing herself for some kind of fight, but everything was calm.” 


"Karen hinted at this. She wants me to take part in some kind of performance. I think she's 
got Catherine on the ball too.” 


"Don't know about that. Karen was out all day but Catherine stayed here. I heard weird sounds coming 
from that room when I went out in the yard.” said June. 


”I don’t know if Karen’s got a game plan yet. But she went to Andrew’s place, and they’ve 
probably got something ready by now.” 


June idly picked up his bookbag and rifled through the contents. 


"What's this?” she asked, holding up The Last TV Dinner: Post Modernism and the Nature of 
the Catastrophe. 


"Sociology. Lots of books like that one, lots of books with hyphens in the middle. Churned out 
for intelligentsia consumption only, that’s why the cover’s ain’t got pitchers. It’s basically about how 
books like itself can’t compete with television and other media, which is all designed to appeal to the 
moment and titillate the audience without providing any real wisdom, which is a pretty cynical attitude. 
Those books are mass produced to do exactly the same for people who pride themselves on not watching 
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TV.” 
"Like affirmations, do you know what they are?” 
Micheal shook his head. 


"Like prayers, really. Like prayers to yourself. They're these short, poetic statements you're sup- 
posed to repeat to yourself over and over in your mind, and they have different effects; some motivate 
you to succeed in your business, some help you make decisions like deciding to leave a husband or start 
a new career, and some are just supposed to make you feel better about being a woman.” 


*T’ve seen those before. I saw an add in Cosmo.” 


”You read Cosmo?” June was quietly amused; she rolled over on her side and laughed hard but 
silently, holding her stomach. 


”Yes!” Micheal retorted, smiling himself. ”Whenever I can! How else am I supposed to know 
what’s going on if I don’t peruse an informed journal of culture like Cosmo?” 


”Watch television!” 
Yeah.” 
"What were you doing before uni?” June asked. 


”I was living in a place that was an outer suburb of hell.” said Micheal. ”The air was a constant 
soup of car exhausts, and smells from the back of the greasy spoon down the block where they tipped 
the scraps into a tiny bin and they overflowed and festered on the hot concrete. I once walked past 
and saw the maggots squirming frantically out of the mire of rancid meat and wilted lettuce that was 
turning into black slime, and they struggled away over the baking driveway, only to dry up and die 
within metres, forming a patch like a microscopic battlefield after a war, all the soldiers dead.” 


"That summed up the entire suburb for me. I saw the way people had been forced out of the 
city and into this area trying to escape, not heat like the maggots, but their own view of themselves, 
and died even as the maggots did, though their souls dried up, not their skins. A wave of people lured 
into flats, promised security and something with no name but more precious than money. The closest 
word for it I can think of is decency. The desire to be normal. God bless them all! He can understand 
their desire to be good, if only they could work out what it was.” 


”So I dived down into that morass, seeking stable employment. Working out there was a hell; 
spending time with the Empties, Sub Zombies, not entirely lost but mostly, especially anyone in a 
position of power. Walking through the crowd at the local watering hole summed it up for me forever. 
The memory of that barren room, and the people. Somehow they seemed dirty. Cleaner than the 
egrungiest feral in the city, but their souls tainted by too many friday night raffles and systems entries 
where the entire department would hang on the result as though they expected to win. Dissapointed 
when they lost, and they would drink deep to drown the failure.” 


"When I met Karen she pretty much introduced me to the city scene. See, I was fresh from the 
country, and although I'd done a lot of thinking and decided it wasn’t the life I wanted to live, I hand’t 
realised the options. She was living in this squat with a band called Anchovy Smegma, and doing her 


course, and she showed me how to pad out my resume and get a course. Glad I did it, too.” 


”I saw Anchovy Smegma on Rage the other day.” 
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"Did you!? really? I can't believe they did it!” 


”Yup, right there in front of the whole of Australia, they did their thing. It was amazing they 
managed to get on the air; they haven't changed their image. Still as filthy as ever, and the leeches...! 
This video looked like a cross between a church service and Night Of the Living Dead, and the band 
were in zombie makeup and covered in leaches like they used to go on stage at the Vic.” 


"You know what this means?” 


”Yeah, no more gigs at the Vic, they'll be playing tours in American industrial towns next, or 
Berlin. We won’t see them if they break through.” 


"There's always another. We can’t begrudge their success even though it deprives us. Anyway, 
the Vic’s not a venue anymore.” 


”I just can’t forget the party they played at. You know; stage with old pallets and masonite, in 
this wrecked squat, they were trying to raise the money for little luxuries like windows and furniture, 
five bucks at the door, and the Fish coming in coated with Pecks Anchovy paste, and the smell...! They 
told me they wanted to "Give the punters their money’s worth”, and their daggy underwear was falling 
down ’cause the elastic had been washed out... and the smell...” 


They both rolled helplessly on the floor, trying to stop the howls that rose within them breaking 
through their lips and bringing anxious people up the stairs, spluttering and eyes running with tears. 


"Everything is funny!” Micheal declared solemnly to the ceiling in a momentary second of control 
before he went off again. "They must be working. What's the time?” 


"Five past one.” 
"Damn, we missed the first five minutes!” 


He balanced on shaky feet and carefully stepped onto the bed, crouching to reach the stereo on 
the windowsill at its head. Tuned back and forth through hiss and seconds of clear FM looking for the 
station. 


”This is the show.” he said at last. ”Where's Skull?” June sat on the bed at the head end, An- 
drew lay on his back. The crown of his head pressed against her leg, and she rested a cool hand on his 
forehead which burnt with the effects of the drug. The feel of cold skin was so strange, as though a large 
friendly frog was sitting there, but he wanted to hold Skull and talk to him. She reached behind and 
fetched the small grey skull, which he held on his chest and looked deep into its eyes while running his 
fingers through long vanished hair. The bone felt alive under supercharged fingertips. There was still a 
soul in the thing. Mostly he treated the personification of the skull as a joke. Now, and the joke seemed 
particularly tasty, very apt and not at all pretentious. 


Somewhere far away a faceless man sat in a studio with decades worth of collected madnesses in 
boxes around the console. He listened hypnotized to the cans on his head; his own, far better than the 
headphones the station supplied. A churning wall of sound raged with bursts of white noise from the 
short waves, and reverse loops of classical riffs taken from seventy eights with all the clicks and pops 
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amplified. He rubbed his hands and considered the program for the night, taped to the mike stand. 


Once a fortnight, for two hours. Classical music gave way to it's antithesis. Harmony and tone 
torpedoed by textures hand-crafted by the best musical psychopaths in the world. Unrecognized geniuses 
worked late into the night in basement studios with ceilings of styrofoam, tape machine and computer 
and pencil and pad and mike. Home copied, or released by labels that were basically post office boxes 
and a drawer in someones desk and time shared on a high speed cassette dubbing machine. Somewhere 
out there, behind the world, this music circulated among a loose web of enthusiasts, web so loose that 
some wouldn't know anyone else who belonged by face, only by address and label and sound. With quiet 
assurance the DJ mixed and paired and fed the signal out to the airwaves, to the dedicated listeners and 
curious dial turners, in their various states of mind. There was no explanation, no name to the program, 
no titles to the songs and sounds and textures he played. The agonized screams of horror movie heroines 
floated in the sweet sea of Mantovanis’ strings. Alien music whined and screeched, culled from rare 
and unknown sources. Trash and truth combined and were demolished by the other. Celebrating the 
surreal mad nature of the human mind; at least, the minds that knew. It was real, the only expression 
of the totality of life in a world where formal rules and protocol and lies guarding the form of the media 
are shattered during ad breaks. Life mutated and swirled around the edges of their minds all their 
lives. Everything was here, layered in richness as thick as the earth of the forest, and their deejay slyly 
perpetrating the signals even as he mocked them. 


June twisted around - they had been sitting back to back on the couch trying to read each oth- 
ers minds through the contact of their heads - and said ”You have to come and see the murals in 
Newtown!” 


"Why? I’ve seen them every time I go up there. Is there a new one?” 


”No, not really, but Kat is going to kill himself. I really think so.” She wriggled fully around in 
the excitement of her gossip. "There are graffiti everywhere; he’s writing and leaving his mark all over 
the area, and covering over his work with primer grey paint, and posters on shopfronts about the Arts 
Council. The local government won't fund him even though his work is a tourist attraction, and the 
posters and graffiti are all about suicide, they nearly shriek intention.” 


The mind moves in circles sometimes and needs something straight to iron out the thoughts. 
Best thing is a walk, he thought, a destination to aim for, goal in the future, map of inevitability. He 
could feel the nerves firing in his limbs, tense muscles moving of their own accord and threatening to 
cramp and spasm. It was a good idea. The tape clicked off and he turned it over and punched Record. 


"Ready.” 


The night welcomed them outside with open arms, fingers of shadow looping about their feet. It 
swirled around them. Blackness poured from the sky, and the colours of clouds lit by streetlight was 
visible as refracting and changing clots of colour floating in the dark void. Light was warmth. They 
could feel the warmth of the lights and front porches and windows, striking their cheeks and heating 
their blood. 
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They walked with strangely smooth, pumped up movements, every nerve responding a little too 
fast, every reflex a little too eager to trigger. Cars moved past leaving comet trails of light in the corners 
of their eyes. Moving in silence now, overawed by the presence of the night. The faces of passers by each 
seemed to communicate something personal, intricate messages of alien emotion impossible to decode. 


The Third who forms wherever two are gathered together, the Third who usually walks behind, 
was leading. Guiding them down to Parramatta Road and the yellow windows of Grace Bros. filled with 
mannequins standing in erotic poses. Here a frozen faced womanoid gestured lightly to indicate pleasure 
with it's outfit of butter muslin rags. There a boxy male unit sent a piercing plastic stare out at the 
cars, as if to say, "I have a tie. Admire me.” 


Their guide dragged them up the hill to the corner, Lansdowne subdued and almost empty. Past 
the park and the empty pool guarded by packs of German Shepherds that wheeled and turned in rigid 
formation across the lawn within the cyclone fence. Guiding them into the grounds of the university, 
where gothic spires pierce the emptiness of hazy dark and fill it with bats. Shadows flitted down the 
carved sandstone, flowing away from the radiation the spotlights gave off. X-rays in that yellow light, 
deadly to anything less substantial than air. 


"The tunnels run all under this place,” said June ”Old tunnels with rivers running through them. 
There's a creek, runs down here from Camperdowne, and you can walk down the tunnel until the air kills 
your candles and you have to turn back. Otherwise you feel dizzy and sleepy and fall down unconscious 
and the rats carry you to the Fungus Man and no hoping for the future then. That dude is fibrous.” 


”Fungus man?” 


"White guy, very quiet. You meet him sometimes, in pubs and at parties. His skin is polished 
silver white like china and he wears a black wig. Just sits there with a finger in his drink, and that finger 
is fuzzy with uncoiling tendrils swimming with glee in the spirit. Then he goes out into the garden and 
lies down on the lawn, and if you watch him, wait long enough, you see him get flatter and flatter and 
disappear into the earth as the cells of his body uncoil and millions of fibers pierce the ground, wiggling 
down like worms to his shelter from the sun.” 


King street, deserted, swarmed with apparitions. Infinite equations represented by the swing tra- 
jectories of pedestrians hair. Traffic slowly oozed past, big spray job Camaros with bass boxes mounted 
behind the back seat carrying their thumps and analogue sequences, doom doom doom doom to the 
western lands. They floated serenely but not calmly in the ripples of liquid ground, melted asphalt 
textures licking at their signs and threatening to change bouancy and swallow them down like so many 
razorblades on the surface of a pond. The programs for avoiding obstacles unaffected by the drug, 
luckily, so their feet didn’t tangle as much as their minds, and there were no collisions. Cops loomed 
through the press, head and shoulders above rest, beaming bad karma like lighthouses. Micheal and 
June narrowed their eyes and passed, hiding irises huge as saucers. 


”Food?” 

”No thanks, I lost my stomach.” 

”Onwards, then.” 

As the trip mellowed and they came closer to the world, partly through time and partly through 
the exercise, walking the molecule chains down into bits that would turn their piss brown and bitter in 


the morning. They stopped to stare up at a mural, Martin Luther King impassive two storeys up, and 
the globe, blue on black. 
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"Look at the base.” 


Grey encroached on the art, working its way in from the edge with broad roller strokes and 
squiggles of graffiti. A cancer ate closer to the face. Somehow the knowledge that the artist himself was 
responsible for the damage made it seem worse. It seemed the cancer must be inside him, eating away at 
his mind and out through hands to the minds creations, erasing them in death as the body approaches 
its own self destruction. The murals were parts of peoples lives; drivers navigated by them, shoppers 
read them or idly stared from the windows of passing buses at them, watching them slowly disappear 
under ugly coatings of thick primer. 


King Street wound further, lined with shops and banks and restaurants all sleeping, three AM, 
only the Seven Eleven still open for the haunted freaks to wander in and shop. The incredible fluorescent 
inferno inside, and the million voices of desire from the brightly foil wrapped snacks and chocolate in 
racks near the registers poured out onto the street. 


Here were more signs of Kats distress, and consider how silently most people die, withering away 
inside and losing shreds of their self to the silent river of thought without a ripple to marr the smooth 
surface of normality. Only the graffittist could reach so many peoples minds, writing his script up where 
the world cannot ignore it and bury it as so many books are buried under the weight of each other. 
There were cat scratches, drawn in plain white paint with a thick brush, an oval with three exclamation 
marks, like the print of a cats paw below the scratches of its three claws, or perhaps, thought Micheal, 
a scream of agony, wide open mouth and the noise that tears out. They were everywhere, on the sides 
of lamp posts, signal control boxes, on the undersides of the awnings above them, shop windows, with 
other scratches where the angry shop owners tried to erase the sign, and on brick walls, the footpath 
beneath their feet, giant ones on more murals that bore their own freight of obscuring primer, tiny ones 
engraved on the buttons of traffic lights. 


Swirling photocopies of Felix the Cat laughed from the hoardings and walls they were pasted on, 
posted photocopies of the Australia Council kangaroo symbol shooting cats and artists and Felix himself 
with a rifle, and cryptic messages in lines of disjointed photocopied script. 


”I don’t think Kat is feeling very together.” said Andrew. June agreed. 


They passed a chain link fence, barren ground on the other side, sparkling with broken glass. 
Something small and dark lay heaped against the wire. 


"It's a cat!” June cried. 


The synchronicity hit them both with full force. A car had broken its back on the road, and 
with terrible determination it had crawled over the curb and across the footpath to collapse against the 
fence. The body was still warm to their touch. There was no detectable breath but they didn’t trust 
their distorted senses. Something had to be done. 


Micheal stood, raised his boot and brought his heel down on the head. The skull cracked. 
"It has to be dead now. Even if it was already dead, we have to be sure.” 
June nodded silently. They stood, looking away through the fence and over the empty lot, over 


the factories and industrial land of St Peters, where radio repeater towers lifted glowing aircraft lights 
like baleful stars. 
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”This is the place.” said June a few blocks later. It was a house, a small mansion that seemed 
to lean out over it’s garden and stare at the street like an interested spectator at a car crash. The brick 
path was buckled up in waves by the roots of pines in the garden next door. A flood of stale smells 
through the open door, the accumulated scent of old mattresses lying on floors covered with month old 
sheets, probably with a small accumulation of DUCs (Discarded Used Condoms), underneath. One side 
of the ragged garden defined by a wall, the side of the shop at the end of a line of terraces. Covered in 
graffiti that surrounded the name of the house, spraybombed in large flouro letters; "Cockyhaven”. 


"Some friends of mine live here. They should be home, the door wouldn't be open if not.” said 
June. 


They approached the doorway, the hall within lit yellow by a bare bulb. June rapped loudly on 
the door. They waited, but no one heard. 


”Come on.” 

Micheal followed June, stumbling over the wreck of a bike that lay on its side in the centre of 
the hall. They crept up broken backed stairs to the second floor, and then the third, calling out on each 
landing. It seemed the house was totally deserted. 

”Pm cold.” he complained. 

”Come in here.” 

A small square students room, where you collected bruises on your shins from walking around 
the bed and squeezing past a desk or chair. Books in vast quantities lay on every surface, the welcoming 
friendly embrace of books filled the room and the cramping made Micheal feel he was being softly pressed 
in the angle of a large paperback. The air sounded dull and full from of the smoky patterned carpet that 
hung on two of the walls. There were jars of feathers and stalks of dried grass. He automatically picked 
volumes off the bed and table and inspected the titles: 

”I love books more than anything else. They contain so much thought. Words are thoughts, pic- 
tures are dreams, and in books they meet each other, nowhere else.” said June as she stacked the 
collection that lay on the bed. 

”What about movies? The good ones, I mean.” 

”So rare they hardly bear mention.” 

He had a vision of the flow of books through peoples houses, passed from hand to hand, bor- 
rowed or lent, the accumulation of creases on paperbacks, the orange juice stains and chocolate crumbs 


collecting in the binding. 


”I had a thought just then. What about sending a letter to Kat? He would understand it.” she 
said. Micheal considered silently. 


”What should we say?” 
”I know the words, all we need is the paint. Come on!” 


They descended to the lounge, all filled with scattered cushions looted from years worth of couches left 
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out on the footpath for the council to take away; the television buried under months accumulation of 
magazines; amateur art papering the walls with sketches of rock stars and surreal landscapes and the 
unstoppable graffiti scrawls. June reached down behind a set of low shelves, removing someones poorly 
hidden stash in a small plastic bag, some magazines she smiled a one sided smirk at, and finally a can of 
spray paint. 


There were no pedestrians around, and little danger of being caught. The landlord was tolerant, 
in fact he never visited at all and all he asked was rent on time and, if you make a hole in the wall, 
repair it yourself. Their only danger was the police. Off duty cops formed an irregular "Graffiti Task 
Force” and rode around in a Holden equipped with CB radio, reporting any fresh paint, and stopping 
artists when they could. 


All through the winding streets wobbly words spill down walls, sprayed in inspired moments of 
chemical wisdom. Shaky-legged mystics with dilated eyes made their way out of their houses to local 
parks and embankments, spray can ready to spread their enlightenment. June remembered following 
Jackie as she stumbled out one night to a wall of a nearby warehouse where, frowning concentration, 
dizzy with the smell of solvents, she wrote THE PEOPLE ARE MELTIN, the G left off in their flight 
from the spotlight of a police wagon, giving the phrase a beautiful lilting ring that made it poetry. 


She stood at the base of the wall besides the garden, shaking the can and listening to the rattle, 
so distinctive. Then sprayed- 


DEAR KAT, 
ANGELS ARE DREAMING OF YOU. 
SONIC YOUTH 


Later, and they walked along the edge of a car park, balancing on the concrete curb like drunk 
motorists walking the yellow line for the benefit of suspicious police. A silent figure approached from 
the other side of the park padding barefoot through the broken glass and crushed cans. He was male, 
bearded, the army jacket that hung loosely around the thin chest clanking with the load of attached 
metal; medallions and badges and studs. Old electronic components woven across rips in the fabric. His 
bare feet were broad and splayed. June and Micheal recognized him both at the same time. 


"Reg!” 

He acknowledged them with a salute and a small bow; there was something classical about the 
meeting. Historic even, as though he were a future king. (Not that any of those present expected to 
reach such glorious heights; they expected to fade into total obscurity soon after death, if not before, 
their stories drowned in the flood of data that filled the world.) Still, although he would deny it himself, 
Reg always carried with him the atmosphere of a myth. 

The three sat in a triangle on the bitumen. 

”Hello June. I was just on my way up to the cafe for some Twisties when I thought I saw you. 
Isn’t it a beautiful night? You look from the bridge back there, you can see steam from some factory 


going up over Botany, glowing white. Where are you off to?” 


His keen eyes checked their pupils, found them dilated. 
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”Tripping! Wondered why you were strolling the streets at this time of night, should have known.” 
”Kats' going mad.” said Micheal. "It’s terrible.” 


"No, I don’t think so. I think he's just angry. If you know him, you know he's got plans; all 
these signs and portents signify nothing really. He painted a mandalla of those scratch signs outside my 
house, and we talked. If he really meant to kill himself he would; all the messages mean is that he still 
has hope, you understand?” 


”Have you ever been inside the tram sheds?” he asked with a secretive smile. June and Micheal 
said no. 


”Well, you should. If you like, Pll tell you how to get to the Vegan Eggflip.” His voice, serious, 
sensible, lulled them into accepting his words without questioning them, as he mapped out their route 
through the Newtown tramsheds, long abandoned and derelict. 


” 


and you should watch out for the holes; stick close to the wall behind you. At the corner 
you can turn and walk down the ramp; here you will see the laser beams, but they won't hurt you. Just 
keep going down the ramp until you reach the hole in the brick wall, with a big sign saying "DANGER, 
NO ENTRY”. You go through there and down the steps to the trip-making machines. Try not to step 
on them, they're important, and go up the steps on the other side to the basket ball court.” 


”And what will we find?” 

”I told you, the vegan eggflip.” 

"What's that? Some sort of drink?” 

”You’ll see when you find it.” 

He walked with them to the sheds, guiding them through twisted lanes and alleys, his bare feet 
passing undamaged over twisted strips of razor sharp steel from the sides of cars and curved slivers 
of broken bottles. Micheal thought of discarded syringes as he watched Reg walk ahead, and felt 
momentarily sick as he visualized one piercing his tough soles and dooming him to slow death. 

June looked up at the moon, half full, or rather half empty, as it was waning. She could see the 
faint ghost of the dark side, lit with sunlight reflected from the Earth’s oceans. The Pacific, she realized, 
now being crossed by the terminator line of morning racing towards them over the blue waves, soon to 
strike Mount Warning and spread down over its flanks and spill across the coast. 

They passed silent houses and shops. Dark brick walls and twisted iron gratings. There was a 
fence, and dead ground with heaps of bricks and broken concrete overgrown with fleshy grass pushing up 
from the cool spaces between. Reg gave them each a leg up to the top of the barbed wire security fence. 
”Be careful.” 

They turned, but he was already leaving, in search of Twisties. 


"There's the big door.” 


The freight door was a rolling shutter propped up with a solidified bag of cement wedged under- 
neath. It left just enough space to slide under, with the helpless feeling of passing under a giant guillotine 
blade. Inside they found echoing dark space, tiny fragments of light that pierced the damaged walls 
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revealing wreckage, old metal struts and piles of wood. 
"It’s huge! I never realized how big this place is.” 
”Turn right.” 


Edging along the wall, fearful of the giant bottomless holes that yawned in the fragile concrete 
they stood upon. It was impossible to see anything real in the fragmented light. There were only 
isolated patches of concrete and dark between. They tested each footstep, and kept a wary hand on the 
corrugated wall. 


"The ramp.” 


There were laser beams - a streetlight sent shafts of brilliant white through gaps in the wall be- 
hind them, and they shone ahead down the ramp to the far side. As they walked down they moved 
towards their shadows, sharp edged black figures that made walking motions suspended above the floor, 
cut off at the knees, haloed with nimbus hair. There to their right, reflected light showed them the sign 
"Danger - No Entry”, and a rough edged hole punched through the bricks. 


They stepped through. Rickety stairs led down, into darkness that smelt like squats: old urine, 
mouldy mattresses, decay and depression. 


”I don’t like this, I’m starting to worry.” announced Micheal. He stopped on the stairs and started 
searching pockets for a lighter. 


”Go on, there's no one there. Would Reg send us in if there were streeties living here?” 
Micheal held the small flame of a lighter up, and they descended. 


The trip making machines were there at the bottom; an old mattress’s springs, tangled with 
phone wire and pieces of chrome plated metal, placed artistically to reflect the beam of another 
streetlight, just outside, that poured through a small hole high up in the wall. In the pure halogen 
brilliance the parts seemed to move, vibrating with some form of power that wasn’t electricity. The rest 
of the room was pitch black. Only the machine existed here, floating in its pool of light. 


Silently they picked their way past the device and found more stairs leading up. There was dim 
natural light at the top. 


It was a large flat space, and reminded them both of a school gym, though different schools and 
different gyms. A floor of concrete set with wooden platforms, obviously trapdoors, some rotted away 
and some sound. The walls were bare brick, and where the roof had been there was only steel joists and 
sky, with the new moon now high enough to shine over the edge. A dark iron traveling hoist ran from 
wall to wall, once used to lift cargo through the traps. 


Micheal walked out into the cool fresh air with relief, turning slowly around and around with 
arms spread to wash away the dankness of the passages below. He walked out onto a wooden trapdoor 
and sat down. June walked slowly around, scanning the ground for something, and he thought to ask 
what she had lost but decided to lie back. The sky was dark purple now, the darkest purple he had ever 
seen that wasn’t pure black, and there was a faint tinge of red to the few dim city-lit clouds, hinting at 
the sunrise soon to come. 


”I found it.” said June. She dropped an object onto Michael's chest and sat down. His hand 
closed around a wooden handle, with blue paint flaking off and a blackened chrome rod emerging from 
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one end. The rod ended in a broken sliver of flat metal. 
”It looks like a spatula.” he said. 
"It’s an egeflip. A Vegan Eggflip.” 


”Of course! It’s useless, and Vegans don’t eat eggs.” The rightness of it all sunk deep into his 
mind and resounded. She lay down and they watched the sky lighten, and heard the first delivery trucks 
of the morning, and the birds. The sky lightened and shifted slowly from purple to dark blue, the stars 
gone, only Venus still showing near the top of one wall, and the clouds faded from their stark electric lit 
colour to the more natural tint of the sun, orange and smoky. Later the cars started, early motorists on 
their way to the city and shift workers going home. 


1. http://mspong.org/w_down.html 


richgoth (2008-09-05 01:05:14) 

snap again! Reg’s real name is Dan, and he can still be found around Newtown. I often spot him at the cafe next 
to the Dendy cinema my former neighbour... I always feel awkward around him now because he is still friends 
with an old flame of mine who became a junkie and ripped me off for thousands 


carbonunit (2008-09-05 03:01:47) 
Yeah, last time I talked to him about 2 years ago he made me nervous too. He was claiming that he was the 
greatest genetic scientist who ever lived and he was going to create artificial life. Awkward. 


richgoth (2008-09-05 06:46:11) 

He's good at scaring people with his crazy talk...he can be quite normal a lot of the time. :-P Two of my best 
friends (one now departed) used to live with him. They both alternately loved him and loathed him. I still 
remember crates and crates of soy milk in his kitchen when a scheme to monopolise the chai making at a forest 
rave went awry, and him playing chess with his girlfiend. I also machined some stuff for his super duper radar 
set he bought off the navy. I always used to joke about his backyard death ray ready to microwave half of 
Newtown. But its hard to cope with him and K****** hanging out... she ripped me off when I was 1/2 dead 
from cholera... can’t forgive that one 


7.9.4 Warehouse Daze: Writing Down (2008-09-08 10:48) 


The first ideas for Down came out of my unstructured tappings on the old Mac Plus while I was living 
in my second studio. It was very haphazard. Ideas came to me, I wrote them down. The novel was 
hammered together out of hundreds of ideas, like a patchwork quilt or a warehouse studio wall. I think 
it failed because of this, because the concepts were forced to fit the story, and the story was bent around 
the concepts I wanted to include. Without a clear narrative from the start it’s hard to make a novel 
work. 


Still, I wanted a record of the things which were happening to me, the new friends I was mak- 
ing, something unique and something that others might like to read about. It wasn’t as though we were 
narcissists going through life posing for imaginary movie cameras, or desperately trying to be admired 
because we were cool. In fact, at one point I was to aggravate some friends quite badly by my writing 
about our lives. Still, the fact that we were so far underground that the mainstream media never even 
faintly represented us, made me feel I had to write about it. 


It was hard just to summon the discipline to write, then. On one occasion I went for walks 
through Glebe and Newtown with a Dictaphone, taping my dialog as I went. This turned out to be 
surprisingly useful, because there were details that you see but never remember later. I noticed the red 
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brick blocks of units which proliferate around Glebe. They often incorporate glass brick in their design, 
like a signature. I noticed the cracks in the sidewalk, and the small mosses and weeds growing in the 
cracks. I noticed the ancient graffiti denouncing Prime Minister Fraser, and I noticed the smells, like the 
distinctive smell of terrace houses shared by students, which smells like a blanket after about a month 
on your bed, musty but also nice, like a human breath. These minutiae and situations were the seeds 
around which the book grew. 


The main story of Down concerns how our world is actually a dream occurring in the head of a 
man falling through space. He comes to be there because he comes from a fantasy world where magic is 
real. He did something bad - he shot a white deer in a park around a castle where a young witch lives. 
She captures him and casts him into this bottomless hole which becomes a universe in itself. He drags 
her in at the last moment, dooming them both to fall through space forever. To avoid blanking out from 
terminal boredom, the man conjures a detailed world from his own imaginings, and ends up sharing it 
with the witch via telepathy. In the world, our world, they live in a terrace house in Newtown, and the 
action encompasses a week during which the witch tries to understand this strange new world where 
there is no magic, but odd parallels, such as ATMs which disgorge money when you stick a card in it, as 
compared to magic cornucopia which disgorge food when you say a spell. During this week I crammed 
in a great deal of detail based on my observations of myself, my friends and inner west of Sydney. In the 
end the man dies, but the world lives on, presumably now a dream being dreamed in the head of the 
witch herself, or else a completely self sustaining reality. 


Inspiration flowed from the pop culture we loved as well. There was an episode of Star Trek 
TNG, where Captain Piccard is attacked by an alien space probe. It zaps him as he stands on the bridge 
of the enterprise, and he spends the rest of the episode lying paralysed on the floor while the probe 
beams his head. The crew work desperately to free him from the beam, but what they don’t know is 
that he is not unconscious, he is living an entire lifespan in a simulated copy of the home world of the 
race which built the probe. Aware of the coming destruction of their world, they packaged everything 
that made their culture unique into this probe, and sent it out in search of someone to communicate 
with. 


We were surrounded by other stories of simulated reality; the cyberpunk novels especially. William 
Gibsons stories are full of people spending time in a virtual reality, either deliberately as entertainment, 
or being zapped by the AI WinterMute and experiencing subjective days in a few minutes of ”flatline”. 
Also, our drug usage seemed to imply the presence of alternate realities inside our heads, and I was 
conscious also of the way my own view of the inside of other peoples heads was expanding as I came to 
understand them better. 


At the beginning of the novel, Lang and Catherine lived in a strange dreamy world where civil- 
isation had existed for millions of years. You could dig and find crystal cartidges containing video 
recordings millennia old showing the continents from space before plate tectonics had completely changed 
their shape. Mountains were all carved by hand into human faces, and the trees in the forest bore the 
scars of ancient genetic tampering as their leaves bore the logos of forgotten companies, and they grew 
in topiary shapes. The city where Lang lived was built on it’s own ruins to the extent that the library 
was a bottomless catacomb. Cement pavement was poured on cement pavement until handrails ran 
like tripwires across the ground, and still the passage of feet wore channels meters deep. Because the 
high technology of the various peaks of civilisation had a habit of being self powered and indestructible, 
machines had a tendency to keep running for millennia, and because they never needed fixing, the skills 
needed to fix them fell away and were forgotten until enough of them broke so it was necessary to relearn 
technology to make some more. 


All this was a transparent parody of inner city bohemian life. We formed a complete society liv- 


ing in the discarded technology of the wider world around us, and we were so completely ignored it 
was as though we lived in the future, where we could see them but they couldn’t see us. We didn’t 
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work for a living, we lived frugally from the remains of the feast, piecing our equipment together from 
broken remnants. We had no high technology, we had low technology, and we knew enough to get things 
working and not much more. Money came from unreliable but seeming magical sources like Austudy 
and the dole. 


In writing the book I tried to capture both the feeling and the details of our lives. The charac- 
ters included the entirely real, such as Dan the Green-Haired Bouncing Man, the mad-eyed guy who 
directs Lang and June on their hunt for the Vegan Egg Flip when they drop acid and roam Newtown 
together. There were thinly veiled cameos like Brett Whitey, who was Dave Marlow, the warehouse pot 
dealer. And there were complete creations, like the techno DJ who sucks the dick of a councillor in 
return for permission to host a rave in the local park. This never happened (as far as I know), but the 
raves were real; free ones held in Sydney Park in St Peters, where the brick pits used to be. 


The feeling I wanted to capture was the sadness we all felt whenever we confronted the fact that 
this time would soon be over and we would have to fight for survival with the rest of the human race. It 
was the feeling of joy in obscurity, when we listened to our techno before it was popularised and tamed 
and used for car ads and played in mainstream nightclubs. It was the feeling of freedom and naughtiness 
we enjoyed, when we mucked around with our cyber bulletin boards and the first Internet accounts. It 
was the feeling of deeper understanding when we watched TV and saw through all the ads and political 
rhetoric on the news. We were all amateur post modern theorists and we knew we understood how it 
worked. There were trends which were taken up, processed, cleaned and used by the mass media, such 
as punk and grunge. And behind them there were the real trends, which inspired the trends but are too 
extreme to be processed successfully and incorporated. It was our privilege to be part of this layer of 
human society. 


The structure of the book, with a chapter for each day of the week, soon became obvious. It 
helped me work out the complex interactions of the characters, as they drank in university bars, talked 
to their lecturers, worked at their jobs, hung out. The rave, and the leadup to the rave, were necessary, 
because the raves seemed to unite such a disparate group of people. University professors like old 
friend Graham Mann, cleancut students like Paul Ginns, grungy rocker students like Dave Lawford, 
acid bleached trippers like Kate Plummer, smooth techno clubbers like Aegar, everyone went to the 
raves. They also constituted the one point where we could identify the way society at large worked to 
oppress us, when the police attacked them and shut them down. In this they were directed by the local 
government councils, who, we believed, were acting to benefit the pub owners, who felt threatened by 
free events where people drank fruit juice and didn’t pay at the door. 


Lang dies during the rave, when he wanders away down into Alexandria to be alone. There, he 
is accosted by a character who is the composite result of our nightmare vision of straight society, equal 
parts grunting farmboy and Liberal-voting north shore conservative. He shoots Lang in the head. The 
world fades and nearly dies, the music slows, the air freezes, and Catherine the witch is left alone in 
the remnants of Langs dream, to decide whether to keep it going or not. This she does, inspired by the 
music itself; the repetitive cyclical techno, unlike any other form of music, not created by instruments, 
not made for a cerebral reason or to prove some artistic concept like so much other electronic music 
before, but just made, cranked out in bedrooms by geeks and loners. Here I solved for myself one of my 
greatest problems with this whole lifestyle, which was, why? Why bother to live outside the comforts 
and manners of the straight society? We had fun, but it was more than that. In the end our motivation 
had to be self generated, because all external theorising about our reasons was doomed to fail. Like a 
plant growing from the soil, we took a punt and went with it. 


I did most of the writing in Microsoft Word 5.1 for Mac, a legendary word processor. It pos- 
sessed everything one could need - dictionary, tables, complex formatting, change tracking; yet it lacked 
all the annoying features that were yet to come, like paper clips who popped up in the middle of a task 
and told you what to do. I maintained a collection of separate files with all the notes and fragments in 
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them, and rolled them into the main files, one for each day of the week and one for the first third which 
was set in Levinfield, the world of Lang and Catherine. 


My writing took a bit of a break when I was living in my third studio. I had too many other 
literary jobs on hand to get much writing done. There was Scene and Herd, a poetry compilation I 
helped transcribe. There was Tomsk the Enchanter, Jillian’s puppet show. There were also my bitmaps. 
In the fourth studio, out on the edge, disconnected from the Appletalk network, I had the luxury to 
write at my leisure. 


When it was finished, I printed it out on a laser printer in Sam's studio, photocopied it to sev- 
eral copies, bound them in lever arch files, and sent them off to publishers. They soon came back with 
rejection letters. The reasons they gave were fairly inconsequential, mostly encouraging. In hindsight 
they were entirely justified. When I read the book now I have to cringe constantly at the clumsy 
characterisation and unrealistic dialog. Because I was so admiring of William Gibson, I tried to write it 
dense, with punchy direct sentences and hard boiled syntax. Often it came out incomprehensible, as the 
syntax, which had seemed so clear at the time, was revealed for the confused, back-to-front gibberish it 
was. 


Those rejection letters from publishers didn’t hurt me, I expected that. The reactions of some of 
my friends did. Perhaps I was naive, but I hoped that years of helping them with their artistic 
endeavours, working as a freelance roadie lugging musical instruments at shows, assisting with art 
projects and puppet shows and writing songs, entitled me to some feedback and help when I needed it. 
When I passed around copies of the book and asked for opinions or even for anyone to read my work, 
all I met was embarrassed silence. Later, I discovered that several of the people who had read Down, 
and didn’t want to comment on it, told their friends they thought I had somehow stolen something 
from them by writing about our common experiences. They thought I had based characters on them, 
although I hadn’t, and none of the people who I had based characters on, like Jean, were bothered in 
the slightest. 


That hurt me in ways I didn’t even think I could feel anymore. I thought my experience of 
alienation at school had prepped me for anything. But it didn’t stop me. 


There was a program called HyperCard, free on every Mac, which was a multimedia tool. The 
basic structure it produced was a complex file called a HyperCard stack. The analogy was with a stack 
of cards. You had a window, and could view one card at a time. The cards could contain fields, buttons, 
text, graphics, all the furniture of Mac programs, and they could be programmed using a simple language 
called Hypertalk. 


I made Down into a HyperCard stack. Three of them, actually. They each emulated a real 
book. The first thing you saw when you opened the stack was an illustrated cover. Click on this and 
you go to the contents, where you can click to go further to the chapters. They had page numbers and 
illustrations, and there were other features, like a bookmark you could set and then return to. The three 
stacks were for the three Mac formats at the time; Mac Plus, Powerbook and the colour screen of a 
regular high-end Mac Quadra. 


They were little beauties, and I was just as proud of them as of the writing that went into them. I had 
done a lot of Basic programming on my old BBC computer, but this was different. Using Hypertalk 
scripts automated the import of the text files, which had to be laid out on each page. There were 
routines that would create a new page, paste the text in, then select any text that ran off the bottom of 
the page and cut it, to paste on the next. There were routines that saved the page number selected by 
the bookmark function into an invisible field, so the book could be opened to that page again even after 
the stack had been closed and re-opened. 
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They were illustrated with my photos of burning candles and deserted alleyways. Ironically, I 
can’t view the files anymore. My current computer is a modern Powerbook running OSX, and it won’t 
run HyperCard. I would need to get access to a classic Mac to be able to open these files again. 


Once they were complete, I needed to get them out. I had only a faint understanding of the in- 
ternet. Bulletin boards were much more familiar, and even featured in the book itself. I believed that I 
could upload the stack to some of the Mac boards in Australia at the time, and from there they would 
propagate by being spread on the software collections that these boards published. 


Sam Shovel helped me upload the stack to his favourite boards, but he suggested a far more po- 
tent way to spread it to the world. I could put it on the Internet connected to a "web page”. He dialled 
another number, in a similar way to connecting to a BBS, and then opened a new program called 
Mosaic. There was a large grey window with buttons and menu at the top. He clicked on a menu, 
selected something, and the window displayed a document. He clicked on some blue underlined text and 
the document changed. He clicked on another link and it started to download a program. It seemed 
obvious enough. The program was similar to HyperCard, which had clickable links as well. Instead of a 
stack, it was accessing these “cards” as separate documents which contained references to each other. I 
had just learnt Hypertalk, I was sure I could also learn this new HTML. 


Sam set me up with a copy of Mosaic and some documents he downloaded from the web. Even 
as the rumours of doom about the destruction of the warehouse buzzed around me I studied these 
things. The actual primers on HTML were not as useful as the raw code of the pages themselves from 
which I could determine the basic structure of a web page and how it could be changed. I wrote all that 
early code in Word, exporting it as text. The first page I wrote had a spiel about the book and links to 
the files, downloadable as plain text and compressed Hypercard stacks. There was also a link to another 
page which was the prologue for my next intended book, Woodcode. 


Chris Dubrow, the lead singer with industrial band Insurge, lived in the warehouse. He referred 
me to Realnet, a small ISP started as soon as was technically possible by some uni students who lived in, 
guess what, a terrace house in Newtown. They set me up with an exorbitantly priced deal, for hosting 2 
web pages and 5 hours dialup time per week. I paid with cash and brought the web pages over to their 
house on a pair of floppy disks. They seemed quite bemused by the whole thing, but they were young 
and enthusiastic and I think it impressed them to see this technology being used by a naive fool like 
myself. 


The obvious thing about this web page business was that the entire text of the book could now 
be accessed anywhere in the world, by anyone who knew the URL for it. The problem of distributing 
the URL was the next step. 


I designed a killer graphic of a man falling through a cloud of fire. Pm lucky I never got busted 
for this, as the man was clipped from the cover of an old Life magazine - at least the fire was generated 
in Photoshop. I added the title and the URL and printed hundreds of copies at the printers. These were 
left in cafes and record shops all around town. I also emailed dozens of people, from newspaper computer 
journalists to celebrated net celebrities like Bruce Sterling. It worked; my friend Graham Mann visited 
MIT shortly after this time, and he reported seeing my burning man graphic printed out and pinned to 
a notice board there. 


7.9.5 Warehouse Daze: Stalking the Nightmare (2008-09-09 13:38) 


In the late 80s, after I left school, when I worked at Franklins supermarket and redid my HSC at a TAFE 
college, I started a new label in my collection of radio recording tapes, called ”Difficult Music”. Named 
after a line from Laurie Andersons’ Home Of the Brave album, it was where I put the unclassifiable weird- 
ness which often came under the umbrella category “experimental”, and was broadcast in short-lived or 
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marginalised late night shows on JJJ like The Worx and Shipbuilding For Pleasure. 


I hate the term ”experimental” myself, because it cheapens and degrades the intentions of the musi- 
cians; it implies that it’s something less than music, as an experimental car or plane is something less 
than the finished product, because all the faults haven’t been discovered yet. It implies that this music 
is full of faults, and when the faults have been eliminated the music can enter the mainstream, a duck 
turning into a swan. No! To me this was Difficult Music, but only because it didn’t flow or have a regular 
beat. I didn’t find it the least bit difficult to listen too, but I gravitated towards it like an immigrant in 
a foreign country, tuning into an ethnic broadcast in his own language. As I tuned around the dial and 
hunted for more, I discovered that 2MBS, the "fine music station”, was a rich source, with several shows 
playing between 12PM and 1AM. 


At this time I owned an old reel-to-reel tape recorder, which captured better sound than cassette, and 
boxes of tapes found at the street markets. With a long tape, on slow speed, it was possible to record 
3 hours per side, so I wouldn't have to turn the tape over. The first such tape I made contained firstly 
Bend Sinister, an industrial music show 1 hour long, followed by Stalking the Nightmare. 


Never before had I heard such a sustained, rich, perfectly orchestrated stream of subconsciousness poem 
rendered into noise. The truth was revealed, the faltering, halting, precious stance of those other shows 
I had been listening to was blasted away. Listening to STN was like observing through a microscope as 
neurons in a human brain grow dendrites out into the surrounding mass of brain tissue and establish 
links with them. It was like making a cross section through the communal mind of the human race 
and seeing what we were really dreaming about. It was like being a scientist who discovers an entirely 
unsuspected parallel to the electromagnetic spectrum and, upon building a radio which tunes this new 
form of radiation, picks up secret broadcasts from the aliens amongst us as they attempt to decipher 
the mess which is human culture. The juxtapositions, between mass murder and children’s storybook 
records, between euro spy jazz and 80s robot cartoons, between prank calls and gut-wrenching indus- 
trial screeches, between formal dada musique concrete experiments and banal daytime TV ads, between 
beatnik exploitation records and wildlife documentaries, revealed unknown vistas of insight and beauty. 
The DJ mixed and selected like a man with X-ray vision he can’t switch off, who could see through the 
surfaces to the structure beneath, who understood everything in terms of it’s true nature. 


Who was behind this show? Pretty soon I caught the DJ mentioning his shop, the Land Beyond Beyond, 
a comic store in the middle of Sydney. The next day I went to visit him and find out what sort of person 
played these sounds. There I found Terry Brown, a quiet, unassuming man, dressed entirely in black, 
with a sharp nose and bald head of a young leprechaun, standing behind the counter of a dark comic 
shop down a long corridor from George Street. He played beatnik jazz in the store, and had an excellent 
selection of rare books and underground comics, as well as masses of the regular super-hero stuff for 
collectors. I became a regular customer. 


And, at the risk of attributing too much influence to the show, I believe I would never have ended 
up in the Cyberspace warehouse if I had never heard it. Before Stalking the Nightmare, I was struggling 
through the 5th semester of a Diploma of Teaching course at university. Nothing then horrified me more 
than the idea of graduating and being doomed to a life of teaching brats in schools staffed by hordes of 
the dour young Christian women I met at college, but I could not imagine any reasonable alternative 
to this fate. After STN, I quit, and started experimenting with making quilt covers out of second hand 
neckties and selling them at street markets. Then I saw the ad in the Drum Media for a warehouse art 
studio, and when I went to investigate and discovered that there were people living in the building, it 
seemed obvious to join them. 


It’s funny, the number of different formats I’ve recorded the show in. At first I used reels of tape 


running at 3 3/4 inches per second on a regular old reel-to-reel tape recorder. Mostly for the aesthetics, 
as I mentioned. Later, when I realised that the sound was barely better than a cassette, I used cassettes 
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for a time. Then I went back to large format tape reels when I acquired some, and a big recorder to use 
them on. That gave much better sound, with the tape moving faster over the head. Just now I realised 
that young people with no experience with analog recording might not even understand why that was 
important. I’ve already met kids who didn’t know there were different rotation speeds for playing those 
flat black disks, or the reason why. Kids, it's like this: faster speed of in analog formats is like higher 
bitrate in MP3 or other digital format. At any rate, most days in my studio you would find the reels 
turning, which was a nice thing to see. 


A couple of years ago Michelle and 1 drove out to Jugiong, in the mid west of the state, to visit Terry at 
his current abode. He gave up the comic shop years ago for isolation and contemplation in the peaceful 
countryside. He still catches the coach to Sydney once a fortnight, I believe, to broadcast his show, 
although it's been years since I tuned in. 


hbdeath (2008-09-09 06:11:56) 

There's a particularly good quote from Edgard Varse on an album I have of his music, where he says he doesn’t 
consider his music experimental because he's done all his experimenting before he allows a composition to be 
issued. ”After that it is the listener who must experiment.” I’ve never liked the term either, because apart from 
anything else it’s too relative. Were I to release an album of country and western songs played entirely on dobro, 
that’d be experimental for me, but probably not to anyone listening. Does speed make that much of a difference 
with vinyl? I recall many years ago an interview with the manufacturer of Linn turntables, in which he said 
someone had asked him why Linn didn't include a 45rpm switch on their products and he said something about 
records sounding better at slower speeds (to which the other person replied the best sounding record, by that logic, 
would be one that didn’t move at all. Future Linn turntables all had 45rpm switches after that). Conversely, I 
know PiL opted to release Metal Box as 45rpm 12” discs cos apparently they gave a better bass response than any 
other vinyl format... 


carbonunit (2008-09-09 08:01:55) 

Speed definitely makes a difference with tape, partly because faster tape captures more detail, and partly because 
it pushes the hiss to higher frequencies. As far as vinyl, I dunno. As a DJ you’d have more experience. The only 
45 I have which obviously needs to be a 45 is Holiday In Cambodia. With naked eye you can see the wide-spaced 
grooves wriggling all over the place from the low frequencies! 


richgoth (2008-09-10 00:54:43) 
I was never able to understand the logic behing half-speed masters... I know someone who has about 1000 of 
these LP’s and they were super expensive but meant to be the best sound quality money could buy back then 


prof_null (2008-09-09 11:45:05) 

I too have always been a fan of such original musical creations - my only complaint nowadays is that I have to go 
to bed before they come on (work) so I don’t get to record them any more. I have even toyed with the idea of 
creating such things myself - but I know how amateur I am at such things. Any chance of getting mp3’d versions 
of them? 


bluedevi (2008-09-10 21:55:53) 

Ah, late-night teenage radio listening. That all sounds very familiar - the sense of the radio giving you glimpses 
of a bigger world out there - except that the music they played on Irish radio late at night was shit. Lovely post, 
as usual. (I’m going backwards and catching up) 


7.9.6 (2008-09-09 13:59) 


I caught the light rail tram to work this morning. It passes along a viaduct above a small junk yard in 
an isolated bay of Sydney Harbour. Hanging from a crane in the junk yard was a large humpback whale! 
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I mean, I’m sure it must be a model or something, because it wasn’t sagging or dripping or anything, 
but damn it was good. I’m only sorry I couldn't deploy the camera. 


Then, near the convention centre, it passed a hobo jungle! There were a bunch of deros just waking 
up and peeling off their sleeping bags. No bindlestiffs or mulligan stews that I could see, but still. 


richgoth (2008-09-10 00:42:23) 
that must explain a deros near my work at the moment 


7.9.7 Warehouse Daze: The Sexening (2008-09-09 19:27) 


prof null (2008-09-09 11:49:07) 
Wow, and I thought the Marcus/Kylie affair was sordid. Bring it on! (note: I’m still chewing on the definition of 
our new art style, oilpunk. More soon.) 


richgoth (2008-09-10 00:34:04) 
I have a sneaky suspicion you might be about to explain the surprise appearence of a Furry suit at my old house 
in Rose St sometime around 1993? 


7.9.8 Warehouse Daze: You asked for it (2008-09-10 14:27) 


Well, I got 3 Hot Damns, and 2 Why Nots, and no other votes. So not the overwelming demand I hoped 
for, but there is definitely some interest. So here goes. Don't click if you don't want to. 


There wasn't much sex going on in the warehouse. The thin walls, the industrial setting, the drugs 
and the general background weirdness and paranoia made it difficult to form relationships. Still, it hap- 
pened from time to time... 


R was a girl I was interested in. She was sweet, pretty, friendly. She was built large, but shapely. 
She kept her hair in short dreadlocks bound up with silver bands. I liked hanging out and talking with 
her, she had good ideas. 


We had had a few pot-blurred flings during our time in the warehouse, but nothing serious. She was 
definitely not interested in a full-time relationship, which was like a lot of the girls one found in those 
days. They were balanced precariously in the zone of self reliance, and the feminist theory they heard at 
their sociology courses at uni tended to lead them away from such patriarchal concepts as relationships”. 
If there was one thing about her I appreciated more than the others it was that she maintained her sense 
of humour, even in the face of the shifting cloud of post-modern theory she had to absorb to pass her 
exams. 


Because of my lust for R I felt some serious pangs when she began a casual lesbian relationship with 
Midnight. She was physically opposite to R, wiry and thin. She shaved the sides of her head and wore 
elaborate ripped dresses she made herself. Unlike R and most of the girls, she wasn’t at uni. Before the 
warehouse she had lived in a caravan in the bush with her mother, making her dresses and selling them at 
the markets. Like R she wasn’t really a full-on lesbian, but it was fashionable at the time to experiment, 
and she was sexually adventurous and free-willed. 


One day I was sitting in the common room watching TV. It was a late evening in spring, quite warm 
still. Everyone else was asleep. R drifted past and said hi. She sat down and we started talking. 


683 


Hesitantly, slightly embarrassed, she mentioned Midnight, and asked how I felt about the two of them. 
I said, not totally honestly, that it was alright with me. There wasn’t much else I could say without 
sounding like a cave man. 


Then, chosing her words carefully, she said, as near as I can recall, that sex with Midnight was very 
nice, but perhaps a bit less satisfying than it could be. Midnight thought so too. In fact, they had 
discussed the matter and had realised that there was something missing. Through long consideration 
they had come to the conclusion that, all things considered, it might be much better for all involved if 
there was a real, genuine penis involved in the proceedings. And would I perhaps...? 


I leapt to my feet, grinning like a madman, and declared gallantly that I would be more than will- 
ing to provide the missing ingredient necessary for their satisfaction. Midnight, who had been waiting 
just around the corner, started laughing. R was laughing. I was laughing too, perhaps a bit hysterically. 
Laughing, I led the way back to my studio, which was the last one I occupied, on the back corner of the 
warehouse, looking down on the Harold Park hotel, well away from the rest of the studios, and private. 
With a mighty heave I flipped my mattress off the platform of wooden boxes I slept on, onto the floor, 
and added the pillows and cushions from my blue couch. Fresh sheets, a few unsold quilts, lit the candles, 
retreived the slightly battered and still far too full box of condoms from the box where I kept my drugs, 
checked the use-by date, winced, and we were ready. I was 25, it was spring, jasmine was blooming 
somewhere. 


A delightful night was had by all involved. 


Any hope that this situation might become a permanent state of affairs was dashed the next morn- 
ing, when they politely declined my offer to take them out for breakfast. During the following day both 
girls separately visited me and explained that they were pleased with everything that had transpired, 
but that it was purely an experiment and wouldn’t be repeated. I accepted their decision sadly, my ego 
somewhat deflated. I could see clearly that it was a terrible mistake to terminate this experiment so soon 
after such positive results, but it was their decision to make and I would not offend them by arguing. We 
remained friends for some time after, especially Midnight. 


prof_null (2008-09-10 07:47:55) 
Wow, I never would have thought. ... . I admit that i found midnight attractive, but that never meant that I 
got anywhere like you did. Sex is a funny subject though - people’s views on it are very, very diverse. 


richgoth (2008-09-10 12:53:24) 
I leapt to my feet, grinning like a madman :) no furry suit... I AM relieved... 


carbonunit (2008-09-10 22:23:37) 
Well, that’s another story... 


7.9.9 Incoming from Twitter... (2008-09-11 18:02) 
e 18:25 Seeing Turky Shoot at the Chauvel [1] # 


Automatically shipped by [2]Loud Twitter 


1. http://twitter.com/mspong/statuses/916152942 
2. http://www. loudtwitter.com/ 
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richgoth (2008-09-11 12:19:36) 
bugger! I missed it! 


7.9.10 (2008-09-12 08:41) 


There is only one thing that can wake Michelle in the morning - a magic saucepan of porridge. I don’t 
know why, but I can shout at her, ring a bell, play music, drop cats on her head, but all that does is 
make her grumble angrily in her sleep. But if I whip up a saucepan of porridge and wave it above her 
head, she wakes up immediately. Magic! 


richgoth (2008-09-12 00:39:28) 
Tm a great fan of porridge but I got bored recently and switched to hot oat cakes (like pancakes) for breakfast 


carbonunit (2008-09-12 00:48:21) 
Good idea. Buttermilk oatcakes are awesome. 


richgoth (2008-09-12 10:45:06) 

1 cup oatmeal, 1/2 cup SR flour, 1 tblspn sugar, 1 tblspn margarine, 1/2 tsp cinamon, salt to taste, enough 
boiling water to make a medium dough. Mix well and spoon onto baking paper, flatten with spatula and bake 
at 200 C for 20 minutes. Makes four cakes. 


7.9.11 Who was that alien I saw you with? (2008-09-17 09:48) 


u ie ¿dl NÓ 
(22008-09-13 -2028.44 _Aliens.JPG 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong 


Miss Jane and Grant the Grey at Jay Katz 50th birthday party. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2861676319/ 


2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2861676319/ 
3. [http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


richgoth (2008-09-17 00:10:15) 
looks like a great party! 1 bumped into jay in the lift at work last week, too bad 1 didn't have a Xenu mask on 


me ;-) 


hbdeath (2008-09-17 02:04:56) 
When was the party? I’m out of the loop at Mu-Meson so I didn’t even know it was coming up. 
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carbonunit (2008-09-17 03:25:10) 
It was on Saturday. We missed you. Ron wasn't there either. 


7.9.12 Warehouse Daze: Other Warehouses (2008-09-18 09:40) 
Cyberspace was not the only warehouse community. There were dozens. I think there are always dozens. 


Sam still runs a small warehouse in a similar style, in Camperdowne. Every now and then I 
hear rumours of a party or event at some amazing industrial site where ferals live in home-made rooms 
and surround themselves with digital junk and fetishes, and it warms my heart. As long as people feel 
the urge to live in forbidden places I have hope for the human race. 


PCD lived with us at Cyberspace in a large studio off the gallery, but he spent most of his time 
at another warehouse called Airspace, in Renwick street, Redfern, where he ran the art gallery. He didn’t 
do a very good job of this, because they fired him. It appears that, as he lost interest in life, he started 
doing dodgy things, like spending the income from the entry fee for exhibitions, and not taking care of 
the gallery. Galleries have serious upkeep costs, simply because it's impossible to hang pictures without 
damaging the walls. A decent gallery paints it’s walls every month or so, between every exhibition 
sometimes. Even sculpture tends to damage the walls when moved in and out. 


Airspace began life as a slaughterhouse and meat packing factory in the 19th century. It was lo- 
cated near the TNT towers in Redfern - if you see a row of huge billboards from the train as it 
approaches Central, that’s where it was. From the outside the building was tall and white, with 
smokestacks from the meat smoking ovens. Just next door was the Punos warehouse, an art collective 
who provided the environment decorations and light shows for hundreds of raves in the 90s. Their 
building was an overflowing phantasmagoria of Day-Glo banners and steel sculptures, with a huge 
mosquito and dragon lurking just inside the front door. 


The main gallery of Airspace, a huge space, was the old slaughterhouse. The concrete floor was 
divided by the blood gutter, which ran down to a giant grease trap where the most disgusting solids 
were supposed to be removed from the fluid before it was let into the sewer. The slaughterhouse had 
been walled with white particleboard to form a 3 storey space with skylights. It was an excellent gallery, 
high and airy, beautiful when it rained and the distant sound of the drops would echo from the smooth 
walls and the rippling light from water on skylights. 


Behind the particle-board walls of the gallery were 3 storeys of studios. They were much better 
than Cyberspace standards, because they were made from brick and concrete and serious materials, and 
they had concrete walls and ceilings. They were quieter and cooler. 


Zen moved out of Cyberspace just before I moved in. He lived at Airspace in a small studio 
overlooking the back alley. True to his moniker, he carefully and fastidiously furnished his space, with a 
distinctive Japanese touch, low couches and a gas cooker in the corner. He collected Coca Cola ephemera 
and loved foreign cans and bottles which he displayed everywhere. Zen spent most of his time in his 
music studio, which was built inside what had once been a giant freezer. The thick balsa wood lining the 
concrete slab walls provided all the sound insulation he needed. The door was an amazing hand-made 
thing, with layers of carpet and plywood, and a fan for ventilation. He preferred to work in the dark 
with a UV light illuminating his collection of glow-in-the-dark Jesii and Marys and Manga toys, and he 
actually bought my Kim Gordon quilt to hang on the wall. He had the first computer based recording 
studio I ever saw. At first it was based on computer controlled DAT recorders, but later they actually 
managed to build a hard disk recorder, in around 93-94, a miracle at the time. They also used to play 
Wolfenstein 3D, and I saw this first example of a first-person shooter on their workstation, during a 
break in recording. Late one night, while tripping with my brother Martin, we decided to pay him a 
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visit. We found him in the studio where he graciously allowed us to watch as he recorded a special track, 
as a present for his friends back home in New Zealand. It was a dub ambient piece with spoken word 
lyrics based on an ancient druid incantation of power. "I am the flowing river, I am the rolling sun, I am 
the bending oak” kind of thing. 


The best studio was up on the roof, where Zia had her lair. She had taken over the smoking 
oven, a brave and difficult task, as it involved cleaning a centuries worth of smoked fat from the walls. 
In the end she had a magnificent square studio surrounded by a balcony and windows in all four walls, 
magnificent views of the nearby Redfern park and the TNT towers signs glaring red in the night. She 
kept the roof of one of the iron ovens on it’s corner struts as a raised platform bed. Around this her 
living space was all decorated in a super kinky mod style with an aesthetic years in advance of Austin 
Powers, all cowhide patterns and spiky things and paper mache animals. Zia was European, thin, she 
shaved her head, wore pillbox hats, and she and her shy Brazilian boyfriend could be found at every 
underground happening worth going to. She was a highly advanced post modern art theorist, which 
meant she read a ton of obscure expensive magazines every month and then wrote articles for them. 
Despite this she was actually fun to hang out with. She didn’t take herself seriously, despite her severe 
demeanour, and kindly tolerated us with humour. 


I hung quilts in several shows at Airspace, and attended some fantastic events. The Gothic Lewis once 
staged an amazement there called Black Flame Sado-Mass. In essence he recreated a Hans Bruegel 
painting in real life. Flaming turpentine ran down the blood gutter. Noxious incense filled the air. An 
assortment of rubber and leather-bound perverts were whipped and chained to large frames, surrounded 
by torturers in full costume. There were fire jugglers and poi twirlers. A bald satanic minister in a vicars 
dog collar administered the sacrament to the onlookers - instead of wafers he offered lumps of blended 
dried fruit, which looked exactly like shit. The performance artists known as The Post Arrivalists set 
up an electric device, which plugged into a helmet on the head of their victim, who was strapped to a 
leather couch. He writhed and screamed as they fed impulses into his brain. Masked priests in robes and 
tall conical hats sat at a long table, observing the performance and issuing orders through their minions. 
A man in an executioners costume ushered the weak and frightened out of the room when they wanted 
to leave. It was beautiful. 


MediCINEMAnor in Newtown was started by Martin, later called Marty Bear, well known Syd- 
ney performance artist and stilt walker. Marty was tall, thin, bald, eager. He could weld excellent 
sculptures in scrap iron. He helped found Cyberspace, and he made the Cyberspace door for our 
warehouse, a steel frame that spelt out CYBERSPACE in horse shoes and gears and scythes. He made 
spindly industrial furniture from scrap car parts and giant cogs. 


MediCINEMAnor is an example of ”cyberspeak”, a theory of his, which involved joining words 
together to form a middle word, revealing the true meaning of the composite. Unpacking the name of 
this warehouse is left as an exercise for the reader. Suffice it to say that much medicine was taken there. 
It was a small, 2 storey place, much closer and more insular than ours, but also much better decorated. 
Marty and his friends, driven by speed, were constantly toiling and transforming their environs into 
surreal dreamscapes. Giant fungus forms and paper lanterns were the norm there, I think. I think I 
went to some good parties there, but I can’t remember. 


The Silknit Building still exists, transformed into funky studio apartments. Look for a tall brick 
block behind Franks Golf House, from the viewpoint of a train approaching the tunnel to Town Hall from 
Central. It didn’t have a communal scene as such, but at the time it was home to several interesting 
gangs of people, as well as a bunch of sweat shops. A visit to the Silknit building meant riding a large 
industrial cage lift to a floor and walking down long corridors floored in antique polished linoleum. The 
doors were marked with commercial signs. Half the studios were sweat shops, small garment factories. 
If the door was open and you could peek inside, you might see a very long bench table running down the 
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centre of the rectangular space. This was the "cutting out” table, for unrolling long lengths of material 
and cutting the patterns, usually using a tool like an electric knife which could go through dozens of 
layers of cloth. The walls would be lined with sewing machines, strangely antique looking monstrosities. 
They were old, not because the companies were too cheap to buy new ones, but because they needed 
tough durable machines that could sew for 18 hours a day without breaking down, and they didn’t need 
auto button-hole or 57 computer-controlled stitches. The room would be crammed with teams of Asian 
girls frantically trying to make their quota in cotton dresses or shirts. 


In between these hives of commercial activity lived the warehouse trolls. The ones in the Silknit 
were different to the cyberpunks and techno fans in the other warehouses. They were gayer, funkier, 
artier and fartier. They partied and drank like Manhattan socialites, not like survivors of a nuclear war. 
They rescued the discarded scraps of bright fabric from the giant bales that the little factories rolled 
down the corridors and into the industrial lifts and left in the laneway behind the building for pickup 
by recyclers, and they used them to decorate their rooms. They made things out of paper mache and 
styrofoam, with bright paint. We were dreamers, we spent our days dreaming and contemplating and 
reading, they were actors, they spent their time being more fabulous than each other. 


Jellyheads was a techno warehouse in Chippendale. I only visited them for several raves, so I 
never saw how they lived. In a brick walled courtyard they would set up a sound system, an organic 
food stall selling unappetising patties of bean protein and alfalfa buns, and a bunch of chairs wet with 
dew, and sad tarps over a corner of the yard when it was raining, which it often was. There was always 
a crowd of slightly hostile people there, eyeing off the visiting guests as though they were trying to 
determine whose politics were most bourgeois. Peter Strong, another musician who passed through the 
Cyberspace walls, lived there. He was friendlier than the others. 


Some day I intend to interview Sam about the other warehouses he has run in his long career. 
After we left Cyberspace he set us up in Alexandria, and then later he moved to the AGI glass warehouse 
nearby. By that time I was living in the Rose street warehouse run by Richard North. 


richgoth (2008-09-18 01:10:16) 

The more I read these the more I realise what a small world it is! I just missed out on the Sadomass. My flatmate 
Leon went and regaled us with a story of seeing a crucified goat carcass being chainsawed to bits... I used to pop 
in at Airspace every now and again for exhibitions. For some reason my name got on their mailing list and for 
years i would get gallery opening invites. I think two girls I knew, Illana and Peta had some work there at some 
stage. I think I met Lewis and Marty Bear there on different occasions. My impression of Jellyheadz is exactly 
the same as yours. I met a girl from there at Confest, Jodie I think, who invited me to a few gigs there -but the 
politics was vicious man... :-) Silknit was different for sure. My friend Julie Vulcan had her birthday party there 
a few times and I think I saw some indie films there. I was so impressed by the view I started scheming to get a 
similar place but my health took a real turn for the worse so... 


carbonunit (2008-09-18 02:40:58) 

I’m sure we must have met each other many times during those years. Any distinguishing characteristics you 
used to sport? I had long hair then :( You should document your adventures, it’s very cathartic. “Peta” wouldn't 
be Peta Richelle Norfolk would it...? 


richgoth (2008-09-18 12:19:02) 

no Peta Breckenridge. I remember you and your ling hair I think I looked much the same...maybe a bit slimmmer 
with longer hair in a pony tail and a black leather jacket during the day or trenchcoat/ black dinner jacket after 
dark lemme upload a pic to my Flickr 
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7.9.13 Warehouse Daze: Demolition (2008-09-18 10:05) 


Even though we knew our home was doomed, we had a hard time believing it. I guess whenever people 
live in the shadow of destruction they learn to keep the panic at bay, like Californians waiting for the 
Big One to arrive, the earthquake which will dump their entire state into the ocean. 


Our first warning came when Sam announced that the entire building had been sold to some 
Singaporean developers, and their ultimate plan was to demolish it and build housing. We took the 
news with our usual cynical apathy. Protesting and resisting seemed like something annoying hippies 
might do. Any fleeting ideas of trying to get our building classed for conservation evaporated when we 
looked around - the insides, the floors and beams and timber pillars, might be over 100 years old, but 
the outside walls were just brick, the roof was relatively modern, and there was nothing special about 
the facade. In fact, half the building was nothing more than a tin shed. 


It took about a year from the first announcement for the demolition to begin. During that time 
the other tenants moved out one by one. First the auctioneer, Raffen and Kalleher, moved from their 
hall at the end of the building. One night I listened in alarm to piteous weeping coming from the 
office above my studio, as either Raffen or Kallaher mourned the change in his fortunes. The big paper 
distributor moved out from the tin shed end, leaving miles of CAT5 cable for us to strip out. The 
East India Company, who occupied a small suite above us, moved out. We were disappointed when 
we invaded their offices and didn’t find any opium or even tea left behind. At last we were the only 
holdouts, roaming at will through the distant reaches of our building like it was Gormenghast castle. 


Then one day, we noticed that workmen were stripping the sheets of steel off the shed-like end of 
the building, and trucking them away. The demolition had started. Nobody panicked, even though we 
didn’t have anywhere to go. Sam had advice from some lawyer friends, who reassured him that his rights 
as a tenant were inviolable. He stayed in contact with the local police, and made sure they were aware 
that we inhabited the building. 


The workmen finished the easy part of their job and started on the hard. Pretty soon the whole 
structure of the building would tremble every day as they started to demolish the outside brick wall. 
Workmen with crowbars would lever slabs of brick away, to crash to the ground, then scooped them up 
with front end loaders, and trucked away for recycling. Even though they were destroying our home, we 
admired their efforts to recycle. The inside structure of our warehouse was made of titanic pillars and 
beams of turpentine, a remarkable Australian timber. Turpentine is extremely dense, and has a unique 
wavy grain which means that the wood fibres interlock with each other, for resistance against splitting. 
It evolved this way because turpentine grows naturally on flood plains, and has to be able to withstand 
floods where floating debris can pile up and exert enormous pressure sideways to the trunk. The natural 
oils in the wood also protect it against borers and marine worms, which is why it is often used as pilings 
for wharfs. Consequently, the woodwork of the building was very carefully removed and trucked away, 
and probably sold for a tidy profit. 


For a time each day started with a minor earthquake, as another section of the building was 
sheered away. The rest of the day would be quieter as the workmen loaded the rubble and wood and 
removed it. The new owners of the building hired security guards to keep watch. They used to walk 
loudly over the roof at night to remind us of their presence. 


They nibbled a few walls away each day, and soon the demolition was practically knocking on 
our door. In James studio one could peek through the cracks in his walls and see daylight and piles of 
rubble on the other side. James was amused by this, in a desperate sort of way. He loved the idea of 
living in a building that was being destroyed. 


The pressure started to increase. The workmen, having run out of walls, stripped the entire roof 
in a couple of days frantic work. Rains came. The water leaked down through the floorboards above us, 
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dripping everywhere, running down power conduits and threatening to destroy any electrical appliance. 
I remember sheltering in Sams office under a large tarp while he dicked away on his computer as usual, 
ignoring the downpour. The people who suffered the most where the desperate souls beneath our feet, 
who lived on a concrete floor. After that downpour they never really got dry down there. Puddles 
merged into lakes on the vast concrete floor in the dark, and mold spores filled the air. 


My friends would come to visit and we would embark on safaris to the sub-world, the dark re- 
gion of damp and kobolds which had formed in the basement level in the last 6 months before demolition 
started. We were thrilled and horrified by what we saw. My old mate Graham Mann recalls coming to 
visit me with a friend. They knocked at the front door, nobody heard, so they walked around to the 
back lane. They missed the back door with the stairs to our level, stepped into a door to the basement, 
and wandered into Hell instead. The only light was the flicker of black and white TV off the pools of 
water. Strange mounds-shaped huts and hovels loomed in the dark, thrown together from old pallet 
wood and carpet. Faces emerged and retreated silently in the gloom. Stick thin street kids in hooped 
sweatshirts drifted past them like evil monks. Rabid rap music blasted from tinny speakers hidden in 
the hovels. Eventually they stumbled on the fire stairs leading to our level, and emerged into relative 
light and civilisation. 


One morning a technician came from the utilities and cut off our power. This was actually ille- 
gal, as the owners knew there were residents in the building and couldn’t do anything which might 
endanger us, like cut power, which might be necessary for exit lights or fire alarms. As soon as I realised 
what had happened I grabbed a towel and raced to the showers, narrowly losing to Demajin. I had the 
last hot shower in the building. 


Once they realised the current was off, the downstairs people did the most stupid thing imagin- 
able. They took an axe and chopped out the main cable which distributed power throughout the 
building. They left it laying on the concrete floor, orange, thick as a vacuum cleaner hose, snaking it’s 
way between the shanty huts. I think they did this on instinct - a lot of them made money by stripping 
valuable metals out of half demolished buildings at night. They would spot an old building going down, 
come back at night, and make off with truckloads of lead flashing, copper pipe or even jarrah wood 
banisters from stairs and other precious wood. The high grade copper in that cable might fetch hundreds 
of dollars. 


Sam went and bought a generator, which he installed in the disused toilet. It roared and splut- 
tered for days, burning gallons of petrol and nearly asphyxiating us with carbon monoxide when the 
wind blew the exhaust back into the building. It was just enough current to keep the TV and some 
lights going. Every time someone tried to run a heater or plug more lights in, the circuit breaker tripped 
and the sound of the motor changed pitch as the load was removed from the dynamo and the engine 
spun free. 


After a couple of weeks complaining and threatening to take them to court, Sam managed to 
force the power company to put in a temporary cable to run power to our switch box. Of course the 
dickheads downstairs, who so quickly chopped out our main line, were left in the dark. Every now 
and then we would throw them an extension cord to let them grab some of our juice, but they always 
overloaded the line and burnt the fuse. 


Meanwhile, the owners were upping the ante. They would park across the street in white cars 
with black windows and watch us coming and going to learn our habits. One night, they sent a squad 
of security guards with dogs right into our midst. First, we heard booted feet running across the upper 
floor and down the fire stairs. I was sleeping back in my second studio, right next to the entrance to 
the stairs. I woke to hear loud dogs barking outside my studio. They raced down the short corridor, 
out into the main passage, and down towards the common room. I shoved on my boots and reached the 
door just in time to see Sam pursuing them back up the corridor and out into the gallery. He chased 
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them right out of the building. It was an incredible sight. I think they expected to terrorize a bunch of 
waiflike drug-addled zombies, and weren’t expecting a thickset older man to charge them in a narrow 
dark corridor. Perhaps they were under instructions just to annoy us and not to hurt anyone, since it’s 
actually illegal to invade territory which is being lawfully leased, even when the owner is impatient to 
demolish it and the tenant is illegally living in an industrial zoned property. 


I evacuated then and moved Mozart and all my valuable gear to my fathers house at Beecroft. I 
still spent most of each day at the warehouse, helping Sam demolish the studios. I built up muscles 
I hadn’t had since I worked in Franklins supermarket, unscrewing huge chipboard slabs and office 
partitions and stacking them, ready to be trucked over to the new warehouse. Frantic work has always 
been my favourite coping mechanism for stressful situations - at least you have something to show for it 
afterwards. 


Ever since the first demolition announcement, Sam had searched for a new place. He had a good 
relationship with his real estate agent, Silvers and co. but they didn’t have anything large enough. 
At last, desperate, he settled for a small place in Burke street, Waterloo, opposite the rotting hulk of 
the ACI glass factory. I remember going there on a school excursion, watching red hot slugs of glass 
dropping through a bottle blowing machine. 


It wasn’t a warehouse per se, it was actually the first floor of a furniture shop, but it was cheap, 
and available at short notice. It was owned by a tough Dutchman, who viewed us with justified 
suspicion, and was to give us a lot of trouble in the future. I bagged a small studio, a room which had 
actually been an office, at the front of the building, which at least had a window. Sam grabbed a very 
large space at the back, where a paint spray shop had once been. The masses of walling I had ripped out 
of the old building were now hastily assembled into a series of studios for [ LJ User: prof _null ], PCD, 
Richelle, Venus and Demajin, the last remnants of the old guard. Each day Sam and I would load his 
truck with walls or milk crates full of personal effects, drive to Waterloo, and move them into the new 
place, sending load after load up the old goods lift. 


Even after we settled in our new home we used to visit the old warehouse from time to time, to 
watch places he had known intimately, where he had shared experiences which would shape the rest of 
our lives, exposed to the air and light. I will never forget standing in the park, up the hill from the 
old building, where I used to take Mozart to get some sunlight on his black fur, and seeing the private 
graffiti and murals on the walls of different studios, exposed to sunlight for the first and only time, the 
colours of the paint enhanced and changed for a brief time before they were destroyed. 


The destruction progressed until the last fragment was left standing, the back corner of the building 
where my last studio had been. There stood the strange little built-in corner cocktail cabinet with glass 
shelves, poking up from the rubble. It might have been where a company director once displayed his 
medals of product excellence, or perhaps a cocktail cabinet in the days when drinking on the job was 
accepted. A peewit bird perched on a nearby wire, and repeatedly flew out to a point a couple of meters 
above the cabinet, before returning to the wire. It’s nest must have been in the rain gutter. 


From the same park now you can look out over the huge U shaped building, with a large free- 
standing house in the centre, all the tiny backyards of the terraces in a row, each with a too-large 
barbecue and too-weedy tree. One of the first things the new tenants did, after they moved in, was to 
complain about the noise from the Harold Park hotel and get it closed down. Sydney’s best comedy 
venue, closed because yuppies, who wanted to live in the funky beating heart of Sydney, didn’t like the 
sound of that beating. (Really, they didn’t actually want to live in a cool place, just a valuable one.) 
The entire basement space, which was likely once a quarry for the sandstone so common on Sydney’s 
older buildings, and then a warehouse basement, filled with fantastical props for Opera Australia, alpine 
mountains in miniature and racks of period costumes, and then, briefly, a home for troglodytes, is now a 
car park. The entire place sits on top of a car park. 
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richgoth (2008-09-18 01:20:43) 

a lot of them made money by stripping valuable metals out of half demolished buildings at night. They would spot 
an old building going down, come back at night, and make off with truckloads of lead flashing, copper pipe or even 
jarrah wood banisters from stairs and other precious wood. Probably the people that Alasdair chased out of 297 
Rose St with an axe one day when he came home to find 4 guys loading our firepaces and doors into a van! 


prof_null (2008-09-18 10:56:34) 
Ah yes. That was one of those times that I wish I’d had a camera at the time to get pics of some of that stuff - 
especially downstairs. I wonder if there are any warehouses around like the old one? 


carbonunit (2008-09-18 11:05:54) 
Sam has a small one in Camperdowne now. [1] [2861608157 _21813a8d6b _m.jpg] 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2861608157/ 


earle (2008-10-11 21:23:15) 

End of an era. From what little I knew about it, you seemed happy there, so I’m sad to hear it’s gone. Squats/post- 
industrial living is close to my heart - for the last five years, our best friends have been our neighbours around 
the corner at the [1]491 Gallery, a squatted former factory turned art/music venue. The atmosphere and culture 
of the scene is unique and precious in a commercialised society. 


1. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/491_Gallery 


7.9.14 (2008-09-18 18:42) 
Angus and Robertson are going to use print-on-demand Expresso book machines: 


http: //www.smh.com.au/news/technology /print-on-demand-with-atm-for-b 
ooks /2008 /09/18 /1221331003780.html 


I think this is a good thing. Let customer demand drive the sales rather than availability. 


prof_null (2008-09-18 11:00:34) 

It looks like a great idea, but as the article pointed out, the range available for print is the cruncher: we can only 
hope that enough variety is available to make it work, and then you know they won’t be doing the type of books 
with lots of colour pages, so there will still be plenty of preprinted ones on the shelves. . . 


7.9.15 (2008-09-19 09:34) 
A couple of things: 


I visited former warehosue landlord Sam last week, after calling him asking about photos of the ware- 
house days. He has some, but he had just arrived home from Adelaide that day so we just had dinner. 
He reminded me of some interesting things. Apparently he paid $600 per week for the new section, the 
warehouse space he acquired after the packing company moved out when they heard the building was 
scheduled to be developed. That money was most likely scammed by the agent, who never told the owner 
we were renting it. I think Kevin Sullivan did the same with his sub-space hell, paying minimal rent 
directly in cash to the agent in return for a nod and a wink. 


Sam is currently in a warehouse in Camperdowne, near Newtown. It’s small and crowded but it has 
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that ambience and piles of junk everywhere. We had dinner with Paul, a friend of his from the old days. 
Paul lives in Katoomba but he was in town for the auctions. They had just scored a very cool deal - 
50 something WWII era fuel stoves, in original wooden crates. Each stove was about 40 kilos, so they 
were serious hardware. The instructions said they could burn petrol, diesel, fuel oil or even sump oil in 
a pinch. They were planning on eBaying them as "bio-fuel stoves” because they can also run on peanut 
oil, olive oil or any natural oil that burns. 


[1] Here's his home page. 


A few months ago I met a guy who called himself Agitar. He remembered me from the warehouse, 
because he was a friend of Shadow and Aegar and one of the Knights Who Take Nips. When we got on 
the topic of the demolition, he said he remembered that well, because he was working for the security 
company the owner hired to keep watch on the building! In fact, he had basically infiltrated the building, 
and reported back to them on our progress as we packed and demolished the studios and moved out. 
In a way this was beneficial, as I’m sure the owners would have given us more grief if they thought we 
were settling in for a long drawn-out eviction fight, but still! Oh well, I can’t talk, I got the Rose street 
warehouse closed down so I’m just as much of a fink in my own way. Anyway, he’s been doing night shift 
bookings for a taxi company for the 14 years since those days, which is enough punishment for any minor 
crime of morality that might represent. 


1. http://members.optusnet.com.au/samx1/ 


richgoth (2008-09-18 23:57:38) 

theres a photo of the back of my head looking fat in the doorway of Squatspace Gallery! Agitar Belladona used 
to have all the goth girls in his thrall...hardly a punishment! Amazing how many lots of warehoused WWI stuff 
keep turning up. I went to an engineering workshop auction one day, the place was literally unchanged since the 
old bloke who ran it had been doing "war work”. My friend who took me bought an american portable generator 
there. The whole place was wired up with them (probably in the 1970’s when there were lots of brownouts) as a 
backup power supply. Must have been deafening! 


carbonunit (2008-09-19 02:47:12) 

Agitar had Miss Jane in his thrall recently. I don’t know how he does it. I’m thinking of checking out the auctions 
myself. They also had some war tarpalins, which are in high demand for making jackets, as they are good thick 
cotton material. And high-carbon steel knives, you would have liked those, all covered in grease and still shiny 
after 50 years! 


richgoth (2008-09-19 03:55:25) 
Pll go with you if only to hold your bidding paddle down! Auctions are weird places, especially the Raffan and 
Kelleher ones Its always the same "usual suspects” and sometimes they get stroppy when interlopers butt in 


prof_null (2008-09-19 22:34:09) 

Hmm, Shadow introduced me to Agitar once. He was being security guard on a building under construction in 
the city. thanks for the link to Sam’s page. I can see he still has that hand-drawn-random kind of style, definitely 
Sam. I note a small video near the end of the page - "midnight dance”. Last night I saw a guy who looked like 
Shadow at Flinders street but he was a wreck - i didn’t say anything because I was secretly hoping it wasn’t him - 
but then there are probably a lot of goth types who cultivate that sort of look, hey, Shad himself probably doesn’t 
look like that now. 


carbonunit (2008-09-22 05:45:51) 
"Midnight Dance”, yes, I wasn’t there but I was told about your performance with Midnight! 
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7.9.16 Weekend (2008-09-22 10:28) 


On Friday we saw Crispin Glover at the Archives. He presented a couple of short movies, or rather, the 
Archives presented one of them. He explained that the rights to the movie called The Orkly Kid are 
tangled and weird and he wasn't even allowed to watch it. They showed us from a third generation tape. 
We also saw an episode of David Lynchs short lived serious Hotel Room, with Crispin. Then he answered 
questions. 


I was a bit dissapointed. Not to detract from his good work, spending the income from his popular 
roles in Hollywood movies to make bizarre art, music, books and movies, and the fact that he will, if he 
likes the script, act in highly experimental works. But, he sure drifts around and takes a long time to 
answer a simple question. 


He did tell us the incredible facts about his movies, [1]What Is It and [2]It Is Fine, which he is showing 
next month at the Chauvel. They were written by and star one Steven Stewart, who had cerebral palsy 
and was incarcerated in a mental institution for 10 years because he was declared to be an ”MR” or mental 
retard. He was treated like a vegetable throughout this time, by people who should have been able to tell 
the difference. Incredibly, some of the film was shot in the same instituation where he was imprisoned, 
quite by accident, but according to Crispin adding greatly to the raw anger of Stewarts performance. 
Stewart died about a month after they finished shooting, from pneumonia. 


On Saturday Michelle went to Glebe markets and I walked from there through Chippendale and took a 
lot of photos of the destruction of the old Carlton brewery site. They’ve almost finished demolishing the 
buildings, preparing for a new housing development. I’m glad they're keeping the stack, and at least one 
of the old buildings. I hope they keep the gate and the Clare hotel. It’s a pity they knocked down the 
nameless hotel with the bicycle sticking out of the wall. 


Caught the train from central to Bondi Junction, and dropped in briefly on my brother Martin, be- 
fore heading down to the Paddington markets. They never change. There are stalls there that have been 
going for at least 20 years, that were there when I first tried a stall there, around 1988. The girl selling 
brown paper journals, and a couple of the record stalls, are that old. Also the slightly creepy guy selling 
entheogenic herbs from a small table near the gate. 


My main errand was to try and score tickets for Crispin Glovers films, which he will be showing at 
the Chauvel in October. But, they weren’t selling them at the theatre, sorry to say. Moshtix will be 
carrying them soon. 


It was so hot, but luckily Michelle came and picked me up, and we relaxed at home for the rest of 
the day. I would have liked a restful night, but Michelle had tickets for another event, the Gangsters 
ball. It’s not something I knew anything about, or that I would normally attend, but she really wanted 
to see it. She actually made a black dress with red skull and crossbones pattern, to wear, because she 
had heard it was rockabilly themed and costume was important. 


Well, what we didn’t know was the theme was really prohibition-era slease, with lots of corsets and 
flapper dresses with tassels, and the men all in zoot suits and drapes, with hats. I didn’t even wear my 
own hat which I wear every day! Still, it was fun to watch. They had some excellent acts; fan dancers 
and professional high-energy swing partners and the bands were good too. Next year we’ll go in proper 
style! 


Yesterday we bought our veges at Marrickville, as usual. The peach tree is doing well, blossoming 
and sprouting leaves, so the transplant was a success. We talked to a couple dropping off buckets of fruit 
peels for the communal compost heap, they had a cat in their car! Their cat likes to ride curled up on 
the dashboard. 


694 


In the afternoon we had knitting in the Archives. Not many people there. Aspa showed us some episodes 
of [3]Strangers With Candy, which is totally awesome. 


1. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/What_Is_It/3F 


2. |nttp://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/It_Is_Fine._Everything_Is_Fine! 


3. [http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0194624/ 


haruspexx (2008-09-22 11:35:13) 

I really wanted to go to the Gangsters Ball too, but didn’t get tickets in time, and had too much study to do 
anyway. I’m pretty sure they're keeping the gates and Clare hotel at the brewery site. The heritage reports, at 
least, advised that they were of high heritage value, but not sure what happened at the approvals stage. 


7.9.17 Warehouse Daze - Looking ahead (2008-09-24 09:57) 


The closest approximation to the warehouse life I have ever found in the media was a book called Dhal- 
gren. In Dhalgren a young man with no memory of his name is hitchhiking down an American highway 
towards a city which has been almost destroyed by what seems to be a combination of fire and social 
upheaval. There, in the constant clouds of smoke from the fires, he and a bunch of other drifters live for 
awhile, interacting, working out their rituals, having lots of sex, while occasional supernatural occurrences 
enlivened their world. 


The setting is very different but the feeling is the same. The way the characters plan their days, wan- 
dering around the burning ruins of their town, hunting food and poking into things, writing poetry and 
acquiring odd fetishes, in absolute freedom and safe from the dictates of authority, recall the warehouse 
days so well. I realise a lot of people never experience the heady and addictive feelings of freedom from 
responsibility that we had, that feeling that anything could happen, and that no-one would complain if 
we behaved naturally, that we wouldn't offend by following our whims. It was bliss. 


Now, sitting daily in a call centre supporting software for newsagents, snatching a few minutes to write, 
or read an inspirational chunk from Society of the Spectacle, it seems so distant, like a book I read one 
time. My time is rationed out in drips and nobody bothers to keep account. My efforts allow worthless 
lazy people with inflated ideas of their own nobility as ”Aussie battlers” continue to avoid learning how 
the tools their business depends on, work. I’ve written a kind of exo-skeleton of scripts and documen- 
tation and hacks to keep our crappy software running under the loads. The company hired a business 
development manager, who spent the last year extracting all my knowledge and ideas and devising a 
shiny new development proposal which is really just a copy of the current system with my scripts and 
monitors and reports built in. It’s also a bit more buzzword compliant, which is nice, since it served us 
so well before. When our software was first written the buzzwords were ”java” and ”XML”, which means 
our servers spawn entire new processes every time a customer connects and quickly max out the memory, 
and they ship files in such a bastardised form of XML it's impossible to feed into a database without 
munging them with scripts. Now the buzzwords are "site-specific browser” and ”web 2.0” which means 
the new software will fail all at once when the central server goes down, and when it works there will be 
a handy complaints box front and centre. My virtuously large bank accounts are about to be rendered 
worthless by the impending worldwide depression. At home I have to deal with Michelle’s family and 
their weird double standards, which allow them to criticise me for any actions of mine they dislike even 
slightly, while their own outrageous selfishness and rudeness are beyond reproach. 


This highlights one of the puzzles of modern life. The aim of adult life is meant to achieve a level 
of security and stability. We live in houses, which hopefully we own, so we can’t get kicked out by 
landlords, or have our rent raised. If we rent, we pay on time, cultivate good relations with the landlord, 
maintain an emergency nest egg to get us through emergencies. We have locks and bars to prevent theft, 
because we own property which might be stolen. We have safe respectable friends, who don’t rob us or 
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embarrass us. We work secure jobs, so we can rely on our income in the future and plan ahead. 


But it all rests in lies and illusions. The giant institutions we rely on, the banks we get our home 
loans from, the insurance companies we insure our contents with, have been going bust over and over 
again. We can’t rely on them at all. They make massive profits, but because of their reliance on main- 
taining share value to stay solvent they are vulnerable to market forces. Also, if we forget about our 
more interesting but not ”reliable” friends and socialise more with relatives and “normal” people, they are 
no more dependable. It’s as though we chuck out the fruit of life because we’re worried that it might go 
rotten, and replace it with dead wood because we think it’s a source of strength, but then we starve. 


So I can work hard and lay-by my superannuation with a giant multinational, and three quarters of 
it’s value can evaporate overnight in a share market plunge when it turns out they invested my money in 
worthless derivatives. I can buy a house, and then find out that a planned road tunnel is passing right 
underneath it and it looses it’s value just the same. I can help my relatives to move house and sweat for 
days lugging their furniture around, but it doesn’t mean they will treat me any better or feel any need 
to reciprocate. I can tolerate Michelle’s shrill racist bigot mothers outbursts without complaint, but if 
I declare my own politics I can look forward to being lectured for days and treated with such withering 
disdain I could bite my fingers off. 


I don’t think the ideal would be to continue to live in a warehouse. But I’ve been doing the respon- 
sible citizen bit for a few years now, and I feel cheated. Just because this illusion of safety surrounds us 
so well doesn’t mean it’s the real world. The more trust we put in this system the more it fails us. The 
more we depend on shares and investments to look after our future, the more our institutions expose 
themselves in an attempt to take advantage of the perceived gains. 


We are approaching a situation where the best investment for our future would be to convert your 
money to gold and bury it, to learn as much home economics as you can, to minimise your expenses as 
much as possible, and to live in a share rent house in a poor part of town with a minimum of possessions 
and a maximum of friends. It was astonishing how little money we needed for our daily needs. We wore 
old clothes, it was the grunge era, but we also knew how to repair and make them look good. And we 
spent nothing on entertainment. The only expensive item on our list was drugs and computers, and the 
computers were always second hand. If the economy had collapsed then, we might have got in trouble 
with the owners of the building, but if not we could have comfortably sat out a major depression with 
no hassles. Just a lack of entertaining chemicals. 


We lived like kings on the offcasts of those who would consider themselves kings to us. We dined 
off baronial conference tables discarded by idiots, in the company of friends more gracious and fine than 
the nobles of legend. Not to mention a few mythical creatures and goddesses. How many people have 
engaged in what could only be described as orgies? What is the thrill of skiing down a crisp slope of 
snow in Aspen, compared to the thrill of exploring the rail tunnel and viaduct that runs through Glebe, 
at night, on acid? Which is better; paying thousands of dollars for tickets to the farewell concert of some 
washed up rock legend or diva, or free entry to see the future rock legends or divas at your local boozer, 
years before they get any notice, or even the band who never ever get noticed but whose music is so good 
you can barely stand it? 


However this farce in the finance sector plays out, one thing is for sure - there will be a lot more people 
living in warehouses, not for fun but necessity. 


richgoth (2008-09-24 00:09:49) 
warehousing” people... sounds like Dead end Drive In ;-) 
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7.9.18 The Fall of Babylon (2008-09-24 12:55) 
http://www.gnpcb.org/esv/search/?go=Go &q=Revelation+18 
Thanks to the [1]Salient one. 


11 And the merchants of the earth weep and mourn for her, since no one buys their cargo anymore, 
12 cargo of gold, silver, jewels, pearls, fine linen, purple cloth, silk, scarlet cloth, all kinds of scented 
wood, all kinds of articles of ivory, all kinds of articles of costly wood, bronze, iron and marble, 13 cin- 
namon, spice, incense, myrrh, frankincense, wine, oil, fine flour, wheat, cattle and sheep, horses and 
chariots, and slaves, that is, human souls. 

14 The fruit for which your soul longed 

has gone from you, 

and all your delicacies and your splendors 

are lost to you, 

never to be found again! 


15 The merchants of these wares, who gained wealth from her, will stand far off, in fear of her tor- 
ment, weeping and mourning aloud, 

16 Alas, alas, for the great city 

that was clothed in fine linen, 

in purple and scarlet, 

adorned with gold, 

with jewels, and with pearls! 

17 For in a single hour all this wealth has been laid waste. 


1. http: //one-salient-oversight .blogspot .com/2008/09/fallen-is-babylon-great .html 


rubber_shirt (2008-09-24 07:37:55) 
Yeah I made a music piece out of that chapter of Revelations. The funny thing was I did it about 2 weeks before 
9/11. 


richgoth (2008-09-24 12:27:29) 
Have you heard the Goosens Apocalypse version of that? IOnly been performed twice in history I have a bootleg 
I burnt from a vinyl disc in our library 


7.10 October 


7.10.1 What Is It? (2008-10-10 12:17) 


Crispin Glover 
Sydney Australia 2008 
What Is It? 
It Is Fine, Everything Is Fine 


Hi Crispin. Now that I’ve got your attention (you mentioned that you Google for reactions whenever you 
show your movies), I wanna thank you for your recent visit to Australia and for showing us your films. I 
saw both your movies, and your session at the Mu Meson archives. 


I liked What Is It much more than It Is Fine, although that was an excellent movie in it’s own right. 


The impact of a movie like It Is Fine is somewhat diluted in the modern world, where we have much easier 
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access to the products of the private imagination of our fellow humans. I’m talking here about fan fiction 
or “fanfic” and the amazing, complicated fetish community online. The final result of Rule 43 is that we 
understand and are at peace with the fact that the sexual fantasies of humans are strange and horrible 
beyond understanding. A movie about a man with cerebral palsy who, with great ingenuity, romances 
and then strangles a succession of long haired girls, isn’t that surprising anymore. Even when the script 
was written by a man with cerebral palsy. I mean, it’s interesting because it is a movie and not a poorly 
written screed on a fetish site, or some amateur photoshopped stills, but it’s no longer that surprising. 
Pretty soon, when rendering software development puts realistic programmable avatars in the hands of 
the public, there will be a plethora of such movies, which will unintentionally also capture your surreal 
unsettling directorial timing, through poor editing. This is still decades away, but it will happen, just 
as home audio recording and mixing is professional quality now, just as web publishing bypasses edited 
magazines. 


All my life I’ve been finding and collecting fragments of the map of the dream country I knew when 
I was a very young child, when I didn’t know the difference between dreaming and waking life. That 
difference remains hazy to me even now, but every now and then I stumble upon another fragment. 
Eraserhead, the Jodorowsky movies, Cremaster cycle, these are like viewpoints into a parallel world I 
remember and want to return to. I regard What Is It as another fragment. I’m sure that one could 
visit that strange underworld where the ape face girls come and go through giant puckered holes in the 
ground, collecting watermelon, and set out walking and eventually emerge into the theatre where the 
Lady In the Radiator dances, and giant sperm controlled by rusty levers inside a shack on the surface of 
a black planet, fly through space and create new life. 


The Q &A sessions after your showings were interesting, but I think that explaining what such a surreal 
movie means is a bit like having your cake and eating it too. A surreal movie can be interpreted on a very 
personal level, and David Lynch or Jodorowsky never explain exactly what their movies mean. I mean, 
the magical symbolism in Jodorowskis work is self evident, but Lynchs movies are much more personal 
and cryptic. I understand that you were packing in as much taboo stuff as you could, as a demonstration 
of how much taboos restrict the range of corporately funded movies, but knowing that detracts from the 
perceived cryptic meaning which I value. Anyway, this is a self solving problem as I mentioned before. 
The net has given voice to the masses to reveal their secret notions, and exploring the solution space 
to the problem of taboos is a job better outsourced to the crowd. The artists should concentrate on 
quality and subtlety. WS Burroughs writing still packs a wallop, not because the images he presents are 
unknown and taboo, but because of the assured, determined, unflinching way he presents them. 


You mentioned that in the states you get much more direct questions in your Q &A sessions, and 
obviously there is a cultural difference. We tend to be more accepting of confronting art, because we 
travel more and read more and had a lot more immigration, and mixing with immigrants. There is also 
social pressure on people who cling to conservative notions of propriety, to conceal them so nobody thinks 
they are a dickhead. The only question I really wanted to ask was, how did Stephen write? 


7.10.2 (2008-10-12 15:32) 


Recently I’ve been wondering what my father would make of the current situation. He was born in 1930, 
and looked back to the Great Depression, which started the year before he was born, with great fondness. 
He loved to tell stories of how hard it was, doing the "moonlight flit” to avoid paying rent, eating bread 
and dripping, all the little scams and economies his parents resorted to to keep themselves going, but he 
always seemed to miss those days, as though they were better than later years when he was able to count 
on having something to eat and a roof over his head. It’s starting to look like we might discover what it 
was all about, ourselves. 
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richgoth (2008-10-12 04:51:24) 
No, lets not face reality, let JUST PARTY!!! http://www.guardian.co.uk/business/2008/0ct/12/recession- 
economics! 


prof_null (2008-10-12 10:48:18) 

I think it will be a bit different to the last one though. Those of us who are well practiced at economical living 
and repairing what you’ve got rather than trashing things that have lost their shine will get on a lot better than 
the thoughtless many who have helped create this situation by borrowing well more than they can pay back. Pm 
guessing that the crunch will be food: watch out for sky-high food prices. . . but hey, what do I know? Our 
gov'ts are paying the worst sharks in the world to keep eating minnows, so hoping that the bad guys get theirs is 
perhaps only optimism on my part . . . . or is there some sort of natural justice at work here? 


carbonunit (2008-10-12 22:23:22) 

Not just food prices, but general inflation seem to be one of the biggest fears of the economists who dare to write 
about this event. So far the only people "getting theirs” appear to be stock market investors and everyone with 
a super-annuation which is stock market invested by default. 


prof null (2008-10-12 11:49:58) 

In the 30’s personal identity was not as it is today: anyone doing a runner on their rent these days is liable to 
find themselves on a blacklist and unable to rent a place anywhere. Everything is very, very connected these days. 
The net won't disappear because people can't pay their net account but there may be less people on it, and those 
who are may end up paying more for services and stuff that was recently free. Another aspect of the modern 
world in depression is clothing: in the 30’s there were shoe makers, tailors and so on in every town and if your 
shoes or clothes got a hole you got them fixed there. Today people toss out their shoes when the soles wear down 
simply because the process of making shoes mostly prevents them being re-soled. Once the price of new items 
imported from China, India, Indonesia or wherever it is the make them gets too high, we will see a new shoeless 
underclass appear. The funny part of this is that some of the recent fashion trends look like they already came 
out of the bargain bin at vinnies superbaggy pants that don't fit anywhere, faded torn and holey jeans from the 
70's, crappy stuff no-one sane would pay for because it's covered in adverts, ’orrible tracksuits: how can you get 
lower than that ? Never mind, someone will find a way. What we will most likely see if this comes to pass is 
even wider gaps between the rich and the poor a greater striation of society into more layers of relative wealth. 
Along with the new poor will come the gypsies, the eternally transitional poor. Another thing that occurred in 
the depression was a rise in crime - some of those who have lost their wealth will try very, very hard to regain 
it by any means possible. Finally, let's not forget the public works. Several great projects of public works were 
initiated by western governments in the depression to deal with widespread poverty and a severe lack of jobs I 
can’t see modern governments getting people out digging ditches and laying roads by hand in today’s world, but 
what would be the modern equivalent? 


carbonunit (2008-10-12 22:37:36) 
Good points. I especially think the crime will be worse in this depression. In the 30s the average citizen had 
a strong ethic and sense of morality and endured the hardships, now they have a sense of entitlement and the 
popular culture idolises criminals and gangsters, they’ll steal rather than do without. Public works would be 
good. Maybe giant reforestation projects would be the go - then you employ the jobless masses and benefit from 
carbon trading and sequestration. 


richgoth (2008-10-12 23:02:38) 
I’m looking forward to seeing my first homeless person with an ipod and paul frank hoodie top... 
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7.10.3 2008-010-13_0651.44 Heaven _scars (2008-10-16 14:46) 


[1] 
[2]2008-010-13 -0651.44 -Heaven -scars.JPG 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong 


Looks like the church near my work is chasing the elusive emo parishioners. I think they’d prefer to go 
Catholic though. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2946322320/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2946322320/ 
3. : 


http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


7.10.4 Back up, sonny! (2008-10-16 15:17) 


Back in the day, when I was a young lad, there were free websites. I mean, there were free hosting 
sites where you could claim a URL and upload a certain quantity of files and vanilla HTML web pages. 
Xoom.com was one, Tripod, Fortune City, there were dozens, each with it’s good and bad points. I 
remember Tripod used to enclose your page in a frame and run banner ads at the header and footer, until 
they introduced absolute positioning of page elements, when they would edit each page as it was served 
to embed the ads directly. Xoom was probably the best, and I hosted a large site there with all my files 
and the first version of the Household Cyclopedia. 


Anyway, that was long ago, almost 10 years! We were happy then, we didn’t know about blogs or 
Flash or embedded videos. 


Then the dark days came. The IT bubble popped, and things changed. The free sites rapidly changed 
their terms of service, increasing the size of the banner ads, reducing the acceptable size of your entire site, 
and the sizes of individual images and files within, in a vain attempt to maximize the ads-to-bandwidth 
ratio. In the end, they couldn’t remain in operation. One by one they blinked out, sometimes without 
even announcing their impending death. Many people, especially those who had taken advantage of the 
nascent online page editing forms to build their sites in situ, lost all their work. Believe it or not, some 
folks were reduced to desperately grubbing through their browser caches, looking for fragments of data 
to rescue and try to piece back together! 


Now you might think I’m just an old codger mumbling into his beard, but let me tell you, if you have a 
blog or photo journal or use a free online office suite, any free service, or even a paid one like Livejournal, 
and you haven’t archived your data offline, you’re a fool! You’ll see! One day you fire up your browser and 
Livejournal’s gone, and there’s nothing but a plain text placeholder saying the company is in receivership 
and the servers are for sale, cheap. 


[1]Look here for instructions, before it’s too late. 


1. http://www.livejournal .com/support/faqbrowse.bm1?faqid=8 
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prof null (2008-10-16 06:32:06) 

Yep, you're right about backing up - but I found that if I do it using the LJ script, it only saves one month’s 
entries at a time, making it a very slow and tedious task. Instead, I opened my page so it showed 20 entries and 
just used the browser's html page save function, adding an increment of 2 digits after the name - got all my files 
saved in 11 saves. You would need to save other pages referred to separately, natch. FYI. You make it sound like 
it might be about to happen again... . 


7.10.5 (2008-10-16 18:29) 


[1]Why the romantic ideal of hiding out in the bush to survive the breakdown of society is a bad idea. 
1. http: //www.oftwominds.com/blogjun08/survival6-08.html 


prof null (2008-10-16 10:51:18) 
Right on. At least someone has some sense. Humana are meant to be social creatures. 


malwae (2008-10-16 12:28:33) 

Yep, that's about right. Similar to what we learned in Uzbekistan. The moneyed organizations like the Red Cross 
and MSF tended to hit scary poor outpost towns like Nukus in 40,000 dollar Land Rovers with satellite antennas 
with escorts of local security people and drivers and translators. They flew in a lot of their food and lived in nice 
walled off compounds. They sent their staff to buy whatever it was they needed locally. Those of us in Peace 
Corps were given the equivalent of a generous local salary every month and turned loose with no other support or 
supervision, and we ended up having very warm strong ties with the community, and we wouldn't even get hassled 
by the secret police or the other various government functionaries whose only purpose in life was to bother people 
and extract bribes. That's because we had to buy our own food locally, rent our shabby apartments from local 
families, and ride on public transportation just like everybody else. We had to do all this without the benefit of 
translators. On the few occasions when things got ugly in the country and orders came from Tashkent to hassle the 
foreigners, everybody else got fined or detained or suffered long visits from the secret police, and all we had to do 
was have tea with Ulugbek and promise that if anybody asked, we'd tell them that he gave us a hard time. THis 
is probably a universal truth, but especially important in Turkic areas - if you make friends with Grandmother, 
you're set. And that’s really not that hard - often it’s just a matter of being willing to have tea with her every 
now and then and listen to her go on about her arthritis. Once she declares you to be in her good graces, none 
of her progeny or the progeny of her friends will dare touch you. Because if they do, they have to hear about it 
from all the old women, and boy, do they ever hold a grudge. 


carbonunit (2008-10-16 21:56:38) 

Ah, but isn’t the problem with Grandmother that, if she thinks you slighted her clan or insulted their honour, 
she launches a fued that lasts for generations? I mean, this system works when it works, but when it breaks 
down, it stays broken down because she makes sure it stays that way! 


malwae (2008-10-16 23:11:19) 

Yeah, I saw a few granny feuds, and really, who knows why the hell they were at each other’s throats. These 
grudges would last for decades, apparently. However, it was interesting that the families of the warring grannies 
would still associate with each other - they kind of just ignored the snarling muttering of their matriarchs and 
did everything they could to stay out of it. I’m not totally sure they could have launched actual hostilities. 
Perhaps they could - would defintely be an interesting thing to watch. Mostly they seemed content to seethe to 
themselves. 


7.10.6 Random thought (2008-10-17 12:24) 


If I was the US Republican party, I would start shredding the documents now. 
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hbdeath (2008-10-17 03:09:46) 
Dd be surprised if they haven't been doing that for a while. And I think one day we'll all be amazed to find out 
just how little documentation is left from this period. 


prof null (2008-10-17 03:24:46) 
Um, what was that about backups again? Damn those geeks! Demolish the data centre! - uh, hang on, didn't we 
do that once before? (Odd factoid: Melbourne has it's own World Trade Centre, still standing of course.) 


carbonunit (2008-10-17 03:49:01) 
Good point, it's much easier for electronic info to survive, because it can be instantly duplicated. But it can also 
be denied, because it's hard to verify to provenance. 


malwae (2008-10-17 03:28:11) 
there's a reason none of them know how to do the ’email’ 


flying_blind (2008-10-17 03:59:17) Mutually Assured Destruction 
Each member of the administration will keep a secret stash of incriminating information about the others, as 
protection against those others releasing any of the incriminating information that they kept. 


7.10.7 How bad can it get? (2008-10-17 15:04) 


Most of this comes from talking to my dad about his experiences in the Great Depression. He was born 
in 1930 into a poor family so he had a close-up view. 


e Almost nobody starved. You had to be extremely poor, basically destitute, wandering homeless on 
the street and unwilling or unable to accept charity. This is all about conditions in Australia, of 
course. I suspect things would be much worse in a country that gets cold enough to freeze you to 
death for a significant portion of the year. 


e Families banded together to survive, often packing into houses to share the rent. This was the 
worst part of the Depression for my father, he hated it, mainly because he was the weedy geek of 
the family and they tormented him. 


e There were significant numbers of people who lost their homes and had nowhere to go. They built 
shanty towns in large public parks like the Domain or the Royal National Park, or the Heads. These 
were very large slums during their time. 


e A considerable proportion of the poverty was caused by gambling and drinking. It’s the old vicious 
circle, drinking caused by desperation caused by poverty, causes more drinking. Gambling was 
especially bad during the Depression, everyone played the horses. The legend of [1]Phar Lap was 
created by the fact that, if you had a few bob, you could put it on Phar Lap, the battler’s friend, 
and double it. 


e During the Great Depression, many people carried on as before. It didn't affect everyone in the 
same way. If you had a secure job doing or selling something that satisfied a basic need, you might 
have to take a pay cut to keep the company going, but you could hold your job, especially if you were 
a good employee. If you owned your own home, you were set. If you had what we call a "disposable 
income” you didn’t dispose of it, though, you would save it or loan it to a needy relative. You also 
wouldn’t spend it because of social pressure. 
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e If you worked in a small industry, you would most likely keep your job. Trades like boot makers or 
plumbers worked through the Depression, because there was always demand, although reduced. If 
you had a highly specialised job, you would most likely keep it unless your company folded, when 
you would have a very hard time finding another job doing the same thing. 


e If you did something of essentially no use to mankind, like an advertising executive or middle 
manager, you were toast. Nobody needed you. Nobody needed you before the Depression either... 
However, being a fast talking operator could get you into a new job that a shy and less forward but 
better qualified person would miss out on. Life is never fair in that respect. 


e As manufacturing industry tailed off, because nobody was buying new goods, a host of new jobs 
emerged repairing and maintaining existing equipment. I predict hardware-level IT support will be 
a growth industry. 


e There was a lot of unofficial charity. A shopkeeper might pay an old man a few coins to sweep the 
shop each day, something he used to do himself. He and many other shopkeepers would keep the 
old man going, each paying a small amount. Many people hired each other for small jobs, many 
jobs were broken up into steps, or shared, to deliberately increase employment. 


Partly this was because of public pressure. For instance, a factory owner who tried to prevent job 
sharing just because he was a mean bastard would get sabotaged. Anyway, there was a deliberate 
policy to employ everyone possible, to help them through. I don’t know if we will see anything like 
this, I hope so. 


Dad’s stories about the Depression were always about constantly trying to scrounge money. His father 
John was a haberdasher, meaning he sold fabric. He wasn’t much of a provider, had a tendency to 
disappear for extended periods of time when he came into some money, drinking and shagging around, 
and then crawling back to the bosom of his family, where Phoebe his wife had been keeping things going 
by a constant miracle of determination. John didn’t work much during the Depression, let alone before 
or after, so it hit them hard. They spent a lot of time travelling around country towns, staying with 
distant relatives for as long as they could be tolerated. Several times they essentially split up, Dad spent 
months living on farms up around Tweed Heads. 


They would rent a flat, live there with another family, packed in like sardines. They would pay the 
bond and the first months rent, then wait out the bond, then stay until the last moment when the bailifs 
were about to come around to turf them out, then borrow a truck and load out everything in the middle 
of the night, to do it again. Fortune favoured the bold in this - it was a common sight to see more honest 
folk standing around their furniture on the side of the road while the landlord hammered up a For Lease 
sign on their newly vacated house. 


Everyone would do everything they could for money, essentially to make up for Johns unreliability. Dad 
would do all the typical picturesque things, like returning bottles and cans, stealing chickens, collecting 
horse manure and coal and selling it, etc. Phoebe would cook large stodgy meals, full of dumplings made 
with dripping from roasted meat, potatoes which had been chucked out by the green grocer because they 
were rotten, with the bad bits carefully carved away, other poverty vegetables like chokos and pumpkins. 
These would be shared out to dozens of people, family and friends, so nobody had much but everyone 
had something. 


The most frightening thing about the possibility of another depression is the deep scars it left on my 
dad. For the rest of his life he maintained bizarre twitchy quirks which he picked up then and could 
never shake. For instance, he was obsessed with saving... well, pretty much anything, but lets begin with 
dripping. He would carefully save it in glass jars in the fridge. He never did anything with it, just left 
it there until it went rancid, and even then it just stayed there until we turfed it out. And when I say 
”turfed it out” I mean, scraped the crap out and binned it separately to the jar, because if we put the 
entire jar in the bin, he would fish it out and put it back in the fridge. He was also obsessed with eating 
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apple cores, although thankfully he spat out the seeds, and eating the pulp of fruit we juiced. He thought 
peeling any vegetable was a crime, and wanted to leave the tops and points on carrots and parsnips. In 
the end it got so bad he basically didn't eat any food until it was just starting to go bad, and this may 
have contributed to his illness when he died. 


Of course he saved newspaper, but he saved it, 1 mean, he didn't want to use any of his stock of paper 
even when he needed to. He was like that about pretty much everything he saved really. He never bought 
anything but the worst. If you've ever wondered who bought No Frills batteries, it was dad. The older 
he got the worse his obsessions grew, and I always felt they were returning rather than developing. 


Anyway, things are fundamentally different now, so I don’t think we could have a replay of those days. 
Whether things will be better or worse is another matter. 


1. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Phar_Lap 


richgoth (2008-10-17 11:24:19) 

My old neighbours were like that,always saving stuff. but I thinkthey were better off during the depression than 
most, the old bloke might have been in the Old Guard. They had a horror of terrace houses and corrugated iron 
because it reminded them of the depression and all the poverty - hated Glen Murcutt houses 


carbonunit (2008-10-18 23:00:50) 

Interesting, my dad never was like that, but I think it’s an age difference. He never experienced the better times 
before the depression, so he never saw it as a "fall from grace”. Instead of abhoring poverty he kinda idolised it 
and saw the booming consumer economy as decadent waste. 


prof null (2008-10-17 22:22:30) 

My Dad grew up in the depression in a poor family in Europe - he also went through WW2 as a teenager, I think 
all that traumatised him badly. Having grown up relatively poor as a result I still check dumpsters occasionally 
but it’s hard to find stuff that justifies the effort of getting it home if you don’t have a real use for it: renting 
tends to make you think twice about carrying piles of might-be-useful junk from one house to another. 


carbonunit (2008-10-18 23:02:31) 
yes, I’ve got that pack rat thing as well. Every time there’s a council trash collection I can’t help dragging home 
a few choice morsels from the side of the road! 


7.10.8 NATURE’S HARMONIC SIMULTANEOUS 4-FLAVOR THYME CUBE 
(2008-10-18 08:49) 


http: //www.thymecube.com/ 
No human has a right to 
season wrong - for that 
would be evil cooking. 
Ignorance of 4 flavors is evil, 
Evil home ec teachers 

teach 1 spice. 


1 spice will destroy humans. 


You Were Seasoned Stupid. 
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We are going to Lidcombe markets to see what's happening. Michelle is hoping to find some of the huge 
loaves of German style brown bread, full of bran. I’m thinking of a box of oranges for some [1]metheglin. 
I recently bottled some orange wine and it was awesome, really fiery and spicy, almost ready to drink 
already. I’ve got several kilos of honey put away I was going to make into mead, but I’ve got a recipe for 
orange metheglin and I think the fire of the orange might offset the sickly taste you sometimes get with 
honey wine. 


1. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mead#Mead_variants 


malwae (2008-10-18 02:11:46) 
Doh, that makes me evil. (Occasionally I envy foodies. But since my only connection with food is how close I am 
to a hypoglycemic headache, I don't even know what it is I’m missing.) 


carbonunit (2008-10-19 11:27:33) 

That’s... just not something I can understand. I thought about you and food recently. I was watching the Russian 
movie Day Watch. There was a scene where a guy is reunited with his son in a cafe. He actually summoned 
his son with the Chalk of Destiny. The immortal proprieter of the cafe used to guard the chalk in a fortress in 
Samarkand. Anyway, this guy gives his son a plate of plov, and I remember you mentioning this rice fried in 
cotton seed oil. It looked better than what you described though. 


malwae (2008-10-19 15:03:29) 

Apparently some people have a greater capacity for taste than others - same as with sensitivity to sound or 
colour. Could be that I’m the taste equivalent of tone-deaf. Or, i’m just bad at paying attention (that’s proba- 
bly it.) Samarquand plov is one of the better kinds - they put raisins in it sometimes. It doesn’t look bad, but 
that’s because for most of us, when we see a plate of yellow food, we automatically assume that the colour is 
coming from spices instead of industrial contaminants. If there’s a mutton or goat added to the plov you get a 
bit of flavor from that. Salt is considered a spice, and isn’t used that much, and at least in Nukus the local folks 
would freak out if I used too much cilantro because the flavor just overwhelmed them. 


7.10.9 Walter Brookes Spong (2008-10-20 19:05) 

I found an entry for my great-great-grandfather Walter in Wikipedia. 
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/ Walter -Brookes -Spong 

Also my great aunt Hilda, an actress of the day: 
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hilda _Spong 

There’s a bit more about Walter halfway down this page: 


http://www.kevindaniel.250x.com/uk.html 


(2008-11-16 19:27:43) Walter Brookes Spong 

Hi Matthew, I noticed your mention of Walter Brookes Spong. My name is Colin Spong and I am in England. 
Walter was my Ist Cousin, 4 times removed. If you are interested in your family history please contact me 
colin@spong1.fsnet.co.uk 
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7.10.10 Save the veges! (2008-10-20 19:54) 


The postman brought a big package today. A pressure canner. I’ve been canning fruit for years using 
the waterbath technique, which just means boiling the jars in a big pot of water to sterilize them. This 
works fine for acidic vegetables and fruit, because the botulism bacteria cannot reproduce in an acidic 
environment. But, it can withstand boiling, and thrives in neutral canned goods like beans and fish and 
other protein. You can’t tell if the food has botulism in it, because it doesn’t generate any gasses of 
fermentation, and doesn’t discolour the food or show any bloom. You can’t even tell if you have been 
poisoned, not until 36 hours later when you start to feel a little weak and it’s too late. This is why home 
canners fear botulism so much. You have be sure to heat the jars to a temperature higher than boiling 
point of water to destroy the spores. Plus, canning under pressure significantly reduces the amount of 
time it takes to process the food, and the amount of energy it requires. 


I bought a batch of about 120 smaller sized Fowler Vacola jars a couple of weeks ago, with reusable 
stainless steel lids. Pll be doing a lot of baked beans and spring veges, and some Mediterranean style 
produce like semi dried tomatoes in oil and roasted eggplant. Those are good to can because they improve 
with age. 


richgoth (2008-10-20 12:36:41) 
when the apocalpse comes I can shoot the possums and you can can them :) 


prof_null (2008-10-20 22:37:03) 

Hmm, that’s exactly the kind of thing modern folk don’t understand - and the way things are going businesses 
will be looking to cut costs, eventually to a dangerous degree (Don’t fly budget airlines in a depression!) - ref the 
melamine scare in China too. Keep at it, especially providing notes here - thanks! 


7.10.11 Orange melomel (2008-10-21 21:46) 


Mead is honey wine, which is pretty nice. It’s an ancient drink, much older than beer or wine. Honey was 
pretty much the only reliable source of sugar to early man, so they discovered fermentation independently 
many times in different places. 


Since the discovery of grapes and viniculture, grape wine replaced mead through most of Europe. 
Except in England, where it was too cold for grapes. As well as mead, they brewed a host of different 
drinks based on honey. Metheglin is spiced mead, with cinnamon and nutmeg in. Pyment is grape wine 
sweetened with honey, and cyser is cider with honey. There is also melomel, which is fruit wines made 
with honey. 


I just started a batch of 2 gallons of orange melomel. The orange wine I bottled last week was 
so nice I thought Id try this. I had 3 kilos of good mead honey. Australian honey is generally bad for 
mead, because of the oils from the eucalyptus blossoms. Like putting a drop of antiseptic in your wine. 
But this honey was from gymea lilly flowers, which are huge red blossoms which fill right up with clear 
nectar which you can drink right out if you can curl your tongue into a tube and are willing to poke it 
into a flower which might have bees inside. 


Here’s the recipe: 


18 oranges 

water 

1 teaspoon pectolase 
1 campden tablet 
1.4 kilo honey 
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15 grams citric acid 
1 teaspoon yeast nutrient 
wine yeast 


First, thinly peel 3 of the oranges. Juice them all, make up to 3 litres with water and put the 
juice and peel in the fermenter. I use a beer fermenter. 


Dissolve the pectolase in a little water and stir it in. Pectolase is an enzyme which destroys 
pectin. Pectin is a jelly-like protein which makes wine cloudy by keeping the particles of fruit in 
suspension. 


Grind up the campden tablet, dissolve in a little water, add to the fermenter. Seal and leave for 
24 hours. A campden tablet is a dose of sodium metabisulfite, which sterilises the "wort” of bacteria and 
yeast. It degrades over 24 hours into a pinch of salts and a whiff of sulfur dioxide. 


Next, cook the honey in water until fully dissolved, and skim any white scum off the surface. 
That is residual wax, you don’t want it. make up to 1.5 litres and add to the fermenter. At this point 
you have 4.5 litres or 1 gallon. 


Dissolve the citric acid and yeast nutrient in a little water and stir in, and then do the same 
with the yeast. 


Now you leave it for a week or so, for the primary fermentation. Once the bubbling slows down 
a little, strain it into a fermentation bottle. I use the big glass 4.5 litre spirit bottles that pubs used to 
use, with a rubber bung and a airlock. Remember to put a bit of cotton wool in the airlock to stop fruit 
flies from drowning in the water. 


Now you leave it until it stops bubbling. If you want strong mead, when it stops you can drain 
off some and dissolve more honey in it and pour it back, "feeding” the yeast until they refuse to start 


fermenting again. This is what I intend to do. 


When it’s ready I should get 10 bottles out of this. 


7.10.12 hell day (2008-10-23 21:34) 


Fuck me. Bad day. Long meeting. Hard to think. Hayfever dull brain. Hate everyone. Bastards. Think 
it’s funny I still do support, even while depending on me to know how everything works. Think I'll quit 
next week. Should have quit years ago. Stupid. No longer. 


richgoth (2008-10-23 12:25:17) 
I bet nobody screamed ” YOU FUCKING POST MODERNIST CUNT!!!” at you though? 


7.10.13 Graham 4 Yoko 4 eva (2008-10-23 21:59) 


I’m flying to Perth tomorrow. My old friend Graham Mann is getting married, to his long time girlfriend 
Yoko. Michelle and I made them a neck tie quilt, which is becoming a bit of a custom. We feel the many 
joinings of the seams in a quilt are symbolic of the emotional connection in a relationship or marriage. 
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(2)Graham is an amazing man. He's a professor of computer science and artificial intelligence. He's 
advised NASA on programming their space probes, and advised Mark Pauline on building his death- 
bots. Currently, when not teaching. he's been developing robotic snakes to slither through pipes in 
factories and mining installations, to repair them from the inside. I met him during the warehouse days, 
through our mutual friend David Lawford. he came to the warehouse to visit an exhibition David curated, 
and was captivated by a performance of Terry Brown from Stalking the Nightmare. 


1. http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2966925788/ 
2. http://www.it.murdoch.edu.au/”20001310/isrg/Graham.htm 


7.10.14 Incoming from Twitter... (2008-10-28 18:03) 


e 14:54 Geek lesson of the day- never print MD5 checksums to the terminal unless you want everyone 
to look when the bell characters make your co ... [1] # 


Automatically shipped by [2]LoudTwitter 


1. http://twitter.com/mspong/statuses/978467913 
2. http://www. loudtwitter.com/ 


prof null (2008-10-28 11:36:45) 
Hee hee. Why would you want to print checksums? You're not really serious are you? 


carbonunit (2008-10-28 18:45:08) 
Of course. Not print to paper, print to screen. To make sure they're really different to each other, or the same 
when they show up a duplicate file. 


7.10.15 Graham Mann (2008-10-29 12:58) 
I flew over to Perth on Friday to attend the wedding of Graham Mann and Yoko his long-time partner. 


Graham is an energetic genius who has wanted to build robots ever since he saw Lost In Space as a 
child. At school he ran a computer club, who pooled their money to buy an Altair, which they exten- 
sively modified and set up with a timesharing operating system and several connected terminals. He put 
himself through uni working a night job running seismic geology data tapes through a mainframe, tapes 
which were often so coated with red dust he had to clean them with an air blower before loading them 
on the spindles. It wasn't so bad once he automated the process and could sleep between spools. 


Graham was teaching at UNSW in the early 90s. He came to the warehouse one day with mutual 
friend David Lawford, to see the place and check if the stories were really true. He returned for the 
exhibition David ran, called Not Art, and was captivated by a video performance by Terry Brown of 
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Stalking the Nightmare. When I turned him on to Terry’s show and gave him duplicates of some of my 
tapes, we became firm friends for many years. 


Graham was a rabid fan of Cyberpunk fiction as well, and he put on one of the best parties I ever 
attended. He was living on the UNSW campus in one of the taller buildings, and he had access to the 
roof. It was all steel aircon vents up there, rotating fans, aerials and masts, and he set up a good bar 
of weird Asian drinks and snacks, including bowls of Ting Ting Jahe ginger bonbons. To this he added 
as many workstations as he could lug there from the labs in the buildings. Some of them ran fractal eye 
candy, and one had the first IRC session I ever saw, connected to a private channel with all his friends 
from University of Western Australia online from their classrooms on the other side of the continent. For 
music he made some tapes interleaving STN type weirdness with rocking stuff like Ministry, and Psychic 
TV doing Roman P, one of our favourites at the time. I miss those days when you could indulge in 
rabid cyberpunk, roll around in dystopia funk and surround yourself with industrial castoffs and scraps 
of machinery and feel cool! At least it was mostly recycled! 


He has worked on many different aspects of robotics over the years. I used to visit his lab every now and 
then and check them out. When I first met him, he was working mainly with natural language parsing 
- making computers understand spoken English or any other human language. He had an experiment 
called BeeLine, which was a virtual robot on a map of the university campus. It would respond to typed 
natural English commands which computers usually find very difficult to understand, like "Go back until 
you hit the road” or ”go right around the fountain and head for the tower”. Then he built a six-legged 
walker, based on Rodney Brooks theories of robots learning from their environment. 


The bug robot had independent processors controlling each leg, and only one sense - a computer mouse it 
dragged behind it. You could put it down on the ground, and it would try different routines of movement 
with each leg until it taught itself to walk forward. That was the idea, anyway. One day they put it on 
some carpet, switched it on and left it running. When they came back it had invented a different trick. It 
would lean forward, and then jerk back suddenly with all legs. The sudden backward jerk would lift the 
mouse off the carpet and replace it, so the end result was that the robot was satisfying it’s goals (forward 
motion registered by the mouse) without actually walking! This kind of emergent behaviour was one of 
the interesting examples of apparent ”creativity” on behalf of these very simple machines. 


Then he designed and built a floor cleaning bot. It used a cybernetic nose to detect which areas of 
the floor were giving off ammonia fumes, which meant they had already been polished. The “nose” was 
actually a brilliant little device, a quartz crystal like that found in a digital watch, coated with a special 
rubber compound. When the rubber absorbed some ammonia it gained mass, and the crystal vibration 
period changed in a measurable way. 


His next bot was the [1]Tar Baby, a bipedal walker. It had giant stepper motors poking sideways out 
of each joint. Like the famous and prettier Honda walkers it used dynamic balancing and a chimp-like 
crouching gait to balance and move. 


When UNSW started expecting all academics to do menial time wasting tasks like teaching HTML 
to humanities students, and since he couldn’t afford to buy a house in Sydney on their salary, he returned 
to Perth where he grew up, and started his own consultancy, like most of his friends had done. WA 
has always had a good demand for this kind of work because of all the mining and primary industry in 
remote places. Nobody adopts cutting edge networking computer and robotics technology like mining 
and petroleum companies, because the economies of supporting people in those remote locations are so 
expensive. 


I think the thing that lured him back to academia at Murdoch university was, Mars. He joined the 


Mars Society of Australia and started working on their rover project, called the Marsupial. The idea 
is that, on Mars, a vehicle needs to be dependable and built from well known technology, so basically, 
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astronauts will be driving around in a modified Land Rover with an oxygen tank feeding the air intake. 
Sounds crazy but there are a lot of good arguments for it. Murdoch was interested in his Mars research 
and offered to support it, so he started teaching again. 


1. http://www.mspong.org/photo_graham.html 


7.10.16 The wedding of Graham and Yoko (2008-10-29 16:04) 


As luck would have it, I had work meetings all day Thursday and Friday, and I barely slept at all 
Thursday night. I was hoping that this meant I would sleep on the plane, but the same thing which has 
been keeping me awake so much lately was in effect. Worse, I was seated in the middle of the middle 
section, so I couldn’t even stand up and stretch. 


Anyway, after a very long seeming flight we landed at Perth in the middle of a storm. Very un- 
usual for Perth, at this time of year. They get occasional storms in off the Indian ocean, but usually the 
fronts which provide most of our rain on the East coast cross the west coast without dropping anything. 


A weird tout sidled up to me when I was waiting for a taxi and offered me a lift. He was crammed into 
a Mafia suit and had the sad shameful eyes of a remorse-filled hit man, so I declined. 


The hotel was a nasty Hotel Ibis in the middle of Perth. I only booked it because none of the 
shared booking sites were working for me. Graham had recommended staying in Fremantle, but there 
was nothing available there on Saturday. I suspect that an influx of country folks looking to drink on 
Saturday at the hotels and stay the night was the reason for this. Anyway, Hotel Ibis is shit. I’ve stayed 
in worse but it cost a lot less. 


The next day I woke up early, wandered around town briefly, couldn’t find any cafe for morning 
coffee, so I had to make do with iced coffee in a can from the 7/11. Then I set to work defurring the quilt 
with duct tape. I couldn’t do it properly at home, because the house is suffused with cat hair and it 
would just keep landing on the thing. I wonder if that has anything to do with my recent sinus troubles? 


I got all spiffed up in my wedding duds, and caught a taxi out to UWA. The wedding was to be 
in the sunken gardens there. The campus is lovely, olde worlde, with lots of colonnades and quadrangles 
and tall trees. I was very early, so I sat in the centre of the main quad and watched the tiny native bees 
pouring out of a hollow tree, and the birds. The birds in WA are very similar to those in NSW, same 
rosellas and cockatiels and kookaburras. The only different bird I saw was a seabird, a thing with a 
sharp black beak that looked like a white fighter jet. 


By the time I found the sunken garden Graham was already there setting up, with his immedi- 
ate family present. His father was in a bad way. Less than a year ago he was fine, piloting fishing 
expeditions out of the river and getting around on his own. Now he can barely speak, and accelerated 
senility of some kind is ruining his mind. He went to great lengths to assure me that the fact that 
Graham was marrying a Japanese lady was not a problem, because, although he had been part of the 
occupying force in Japan after the war, he liked them and had been a member of the Japanese Australian 
friendship society all his life. That was about the most lucid I saw him that day. Grahams mother was 
obviously bearing up under the circumstances as best she could. She looked pretty cool in a well-saved 
fox fur from the 40s. Three of his sisters were there with their families, looking slightly stunned, still not 
coming to terms that Graham was actually getting married. 


It was great to see Graham again after several years away. He looked older, his hair has gone 
decidedly grey. He was cool and in control, as usual, thinking a dozen things at once and talking to 
several people while setting up the sound system and giving instructions to the photographer, his friend 
Indulis. 
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Next to arrive were Grahams friends, most of whom went to university with him. I finally got to 
meet The Shadow! This legendary hacker is rarely around during the day. He lives in a house crammed 
with junk. His white shirt was smudged with dirt because he currently has a precision micro-lathe 
balanced on his washing machine. His name comes from his nocturnal habits, plus the fact that he 
supports himself from an endless stream of consultancy jobs for the government and military and large 
companies, doing bizarre things. For instance, he will scrape the resin off a custom IC and probe the 
chip within, and reverse engineer it. So, if you are planning to buy a custom WIFI chip from China to 
put in your satellite phones, say, and wanted to make sure it didn’t have any back doors that could be 
used to listen to the microphone when the phone was switched off, you went to him. Graham said he 
recently walked into the lab where he was working on a robotic arm, glanced at it, and remarked ”You 
need a counterweight on the elbow” which turned out to be exactly right! 


Anyway, the wedding was alright, if you like weddings. There are some pictures [1]here. It was 
a non-denominational ceremony, which is interesting because Grahams family is strongly Jehovas 
Witness. Not Graham, of course, a rational atheist to the core. 


Finally I got to see Yoko! I think she is absolutely amazing, and my photos don’t do her justice. 
I was mainly concerned with capturing the ceremony for Michelle, but Yoko is really friendly and smiley 
when she isn’t concentrating on not tripping while walking across grass in high heels with a long skirt 
and train... Her family were there, her mother is the lady in the kimono and obi, and her father in the 
suit. I didn’t get to talk with her much, nor Graham either, that day. 


After the short ceremony we stood around for the usual meet and greet and photos and the sign- 
ing of the license. The Shadow noted that the correction date on the sundial was that day - when 
we pointed out it was daylight savings adjustment that night, he explained that he never adjusts for 
daylight savings because so many of his computers are too ancient and he doesn’t like to upset his custom 
software by adjusting their clocks! I overheard another guest discussing her research into extremophile 
bacteria and their prions. It was a geeky crowd. 


After that we moved to the old Brewery building for the reception. The Brewery is on the banks of 
the Swan just down the road from the uni, which has been converted into a large club like space. I sat 
between Jerome and Phil. 


Jerome is currently developing ultra-high-reliable VOIP telephony for fire stations, to replace 
their fixed analog phone lines which Telstra won’t support any more. He has to develop his own 
hardware because Cisco routers for VOIP draw too much current to run for very long on the available 
backup battery power. Before that he was developing teletext repeaters for communication with ships at 
sea. Phil is working on video over mesh networks, for use in remote controlling bulk loaders that push 
the coal into hoppers to load it onto trains. Sometimes the loaders drive right over the edge of a pile 
of coal and fall into the hopper or roll over, and this damages the driver a lot more than the machine 
itself. The mines really want to drive them by remote control, but the wireless connection has to be 
low power so it doesn’t accidentally set off the radio-controlled explosives they use. Before that he was 
developing crawler robots like those bomb defusers, but these are actually bomb-emplacers. Sometimes 
when mining underground, a charge won’t shatter the rock sufficiently for it to fall into a tunnel and 
get carted away. You need to place a charge in the middle of the precariously locked rubble, drilling up 
from below, which is far too dangerous for a human. Then I got talking with Indulis, the only one Pd 
met before. One time he had also lived in Sydney, and accompanied Graham to the warehouse. I had 
a few friends over and we were relaxing and playing music. Indulis had one of the first handheld laser 
pointers, and he attached a small mirror to the speaker cone and bounced the laser off it, so it drew 
lissajous curves on the ceiling. Yes, it was a very, very geeky wedding. 


Graham kindly gave me a lift back to the hotel afterwards, and we agreed to meet the next day 
for lunch. Then I slept for about 11 hours. It would have been 12 if it wasn’t for daylight savings. 
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On Sunday I walked around the city early in the morning, investigating. Im not terribly im- 
pressed with what little I saw of the most isolated city in the world. It is far too similar to Sydney in a 
lot of ways, as though someone took a Build Sydney kit and gave up half way. In Sydney the CBD is 
full of residents, which is the result of a deliberate plan started a decade ago to use up the excess office 
space. It works really well because there are always people on the street, lost of services open all hours, 
and it reduced the crime a lot. Perth is like going back in time, especially on a Sunday morning, almost 
deserted and quite spooky. I was amazed to find [2]Joynt Venture, which was a headshop in Sydney 
back in the 80s. It must be the same shop, translocated across the continent. 


Shortly after I checked out of the hotel Graham arrived, and we walked over to the tiny bo- 
hemian precinct with it’s dismal market and art gallery. Sorry to be snooty, but there are country 
towns in NSW that do better. But, as Graham pointed out, WA is all about mining. Minerals, natural 
resources, petroleum, wheat. The scary thing about the state is, it’s almost 1/3 of the continent. It’s 
enormous, and despite the fact that most of the foreign money entering Australia is buying raw materials 
from WA, most of the state has not yet been explored! It’s been flown over, photographed from space, 
much of it has been surveyed, but it hasn’t really been checked out. Nobody knows what is still out 
there to exploit, so mining is not just big, it is assumed to get bigger at a constant rate. Miners don’t 
really care about culcha and the yarts, they like getting pissed and raging. I think this is Grahams only 
real regret about settling back in Perth, because he always enjoyed that side of Sydney. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/sets/72157608391281544/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/2976163188/ 


7.10.17 next month at the Mesons (2008-10-30 09:23) 


Some standout movies coming up in November at the [1]Mu Meson Archives: 


On Sunday 9th it's [2]Death Bed: The Bed That Eats. This movie demands to be seen. It is firmly 
located at the point where the scale of movie values wraps around through hyperspace and eats it’s own 
tail. It is simultaneously so good and so bad it will make you feel very strange to watch it. Never boring, 
it is totally absorbing... like the bed! 


On Wednesday 19th, the Wonderful Land of Oz 

I read the book when I was quite young and it deeply disturbed me. It’s a sequel to the well-known 
Wizard of Oz. This film is a very close adaptation of the book, which is a good thing. The most disturb- 
ing element is that the main character is a little boy called Tip, who has adventures through Oz with 
various characters before discovering he is actually the transformed ruler of Oz, Princess Ozma. Talk 
about gender issues! 


Sunday 23rd, Human Animals 

Miss death seems to have vowed to show this movie again and again until someone actually comes and 
watches it. I intend to help stop the violence! She says: ”After the dropping of several atomic bombs the 
only people left alive are two males and one female. Immediately the competition is on for the position 
of the dominant male. It doesn’t take long for all three to degenerate into cave people. Things are going 
along fine until they come upon Larry the dog who wants the affection of the female. Larry does very 
well he has great hunting skills and is able to bring her dead animals that he hunts. So now the two guys 
have to get her back from Larry the dog. I’m not going to say any more you have to see this one. It’s all 
grunts and groans more groans than grunts if you know what I mean.” Damn. 


Saturday 29th, Latitude Zero 
I raved about this [3]back in 2004 so Pl just link to it again. 


1. http: //www.mumeson. org/ 


3. http://carbonunit.livejournal.com/2004/11/30/ 


richgoth (2008-10-30 03:47:01) 
Human Animals and Latitude Zero are looking tempting... 


carbonunit (2008-10-30 04:50:32) 
Death Bed! It's the bed that eats! Believe me, it's totally awesome, you will not regret it. I haven't seen Human 
Animals, but when I saw Death Bed it blew my mind. 


hbdeath (2008-10-30 04:12:12) 
Actually she apparently *did* get people at the last Wednesday screening of that film; she’s just running it on 
the Sunday for people like me that can’t do the Wednesday nights. 


carbonunit (2008-10-30 04:46:03) 
Oh, cool. I hope Sunday works better. It used to be the day for movies. 


7.10.18 (2008-10-31 16:06) 


I stayed home yesterday and pottered around. I love pottering around. It’s what I do. When I sum up 
everything that I really enjoy, most of it fits into the pottering around file. 


First I drained the fermenter of orange melomel into a couple of fermentation bottles. The gas of 
fermentation had handily carried all the orange pulp to the top, so I put it in the compost heap to kill 
fruit flies by alcohol poisoning. Then I started a load of dark ale with malt sugar. Then I scrubbed down 
one wall of the kitchen and cleaned the stove. I sorted out some unused utensils to put out for the junk 
collection on the weekend. Then I hit the net and started a project to rescue some data, a small site 
which had gone offline but luckily was mostly backed up on the Wayback Machine. 


Some people in the call centre have painted their faces. It’s strangely charming to see, like being at 
a carnival. I made a junket brain and left it in the fridge in a dish, covered in red strawberry sauce, 
which amused them. 


Going to see Stupidity tonight at the Mesons. They’ve been heavily promoting it this month, as an 
experiment, to see if it has an effect on their attendance. Usually documentaries on a Friday don’t do 
so good. I reckon they need to promote themselves through the music papers, that’s where I found out 
about the Valhalla and Encore cinemas back in the day. They used to screen movies at the Evil Star as 
well, I remember. A guy called Protagoras used to screen 16mm art films there on a Tuesday night. 


The weather is really weird today. There’s a high overcast, which the sun seems to punch through 
so in a white glare. Hot and muggy too. Hope it storms tonight. 


7.11 November 


7.11.1 Potlach (2008-11-02 21:13) 


The native people of the North West coastal region of the United States and Canada had a custom 
called [1]Potlach. The tribe would throw a party for their neighbouring tribes, at which they would hold 
ceremonies, sing and dance, feast, and give away a significant portion of their wealth. Typically they 
gave away preserved food, manufactured items, precious metals and other portable assets. They engaged 
in friendly competition to give more than their neighbours. Typically they held potlachs in winter - like 
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Eurpoean cultures, which also broke up the winter with feasts and festivals. 


Potlach was banned by the Canadian and US governments in the late 19th century. The Europeans 
saw this wealth redistribution as a repugnant and offensive custom, not part of ”civilized values”, waste- 
ful and unproductive. Missionary William Duncan wrote in 1875 that the potlatch was “by far the most 
formidable of all obstacles in the way of Indians becoming Christians, or even civilized.” 


Jesus said unto him, If thou wilt be perfect, go and sell that thou hast, and give to the 
poor, and thou shalt have treasure in heaven: and come and follow me. ({2]Matthew 19:21) 


Give, and it shall be given unto you; good measure, pressed down, and shaken together, 
and running over, shall men give into your bosom. For with the same measure that ye mete 
withal it shall be measured to you again. ([3]Luke 6:38) 


Lay not up for yourselves treasures on earth, where moth and rust does corrupt, and where 
thieves break through and steal. ({4] Matthew 6:19) 


http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Potlatch 


http://bible.cc/matthew/19-21.htm 


1. 

2. : 

3. http://biblecc.com/luke/6-38.htm 
4. -19. 


http://bible.cc/matthew/6-19.htm 


prof_null (2008-11-02 11:09:01) 

There's something fundamental in the Potlach festival: the participants had enough to give some away, not just 
physically but mentally, and that's a major difference to modern western thinking. No wonder they banned it. 
Scarcity creates value, i'm sure that must be in the Ferengi Laws of Acquisition. 


carbonunit (2008-11-02 11:32:09) 

I’ve seen writing on potlach by the Europeans of the day who claimed it produced great poverty and waste. They 
focused on the incidents of sacrifice of the goods where they were destroyed, although they were pretty rare. Of 
course the real cause of suffering was the introduced disease and social upheaval. Having “barbarians” better 
demonstrate the principles of their Christian religion might have been a bit galling too. 


peculia (2008-11-02 22:05:23) 

That logic doesn't make sense to me. If everyone's giving stuff away, surely they are getting stuff back? 1 
remember reading a potlatch origin myth in one of my folklore books, but have since loaned it out and not seen 
its return, so I’m not able to investigate ... 


(2008-11-23 12:16:56) heh heh 
he said 'bosom” *giggle. 


7.11.2 The Jacket (2008-11-02 22:44) 


Sometime in the 80s I bought a German army parka at an army disposal store in the city. It was made of 
khaki canvas, with a removable plush polyester lining that buttoned in. It was bulky and shapeless and 
very warm, I loved it. I wore it a lot. Later, when I worked at Franklins supermarket in their freezer, I 
wore it at work every day. I still have it, the oldest piece of clothing I own, but I never wear it any more 
because it’s just too threadbare and tattered. Grunge is coming back, but it’s not here yet. 


Anyway, I wore it a lot back then, much to the concern of my relatives. On my fathers side there 
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were a whole tribe of them living near The Entrance on the central coast region. They thought it was 
wierd to wear a parka like mine. What did it mean? It was an army jacket, but I wasn’t in the army. It 
looked strange and threatening to them. 


That is, it did, until a character on the popular TV soap Neighbours wore a jacket just like it for 
several episodes. I remember when they smilingly told me this fact (I never watched it) and that’s when 
I found out they had always found it weird, me wearing this jacket. Until seeing someone wearing one 
just like it on TV made it all right. Seeing this on their TVs changed everything, suddenly this weird 
and threatening phenomena was rendered instantly acceptable to them, because a fictional person on a 
small screen was more of an authority on what was normal than I was. I never forgot that lesson. 


How can anyone fight a power like that? It seems impossible. I didn’t really understand it, until a 
few years later in the 90s when I was living in the warehouse and my friend David introduced me to 
a book called [1]Society of the Spectacle by Guy Debord. It was hard to read, written as a series of 
telegraphic statements of great density, but I got the principle straight away. 


Debord also doesn’t offer any tips on fighting back against this force, only how to recognise it. Recognis- 
ing your enemy is the first step towards fighting him. 


Edit: 

Guys, it’s not the jacket, it could have been a purple top hat! It’s the fact that there are people who rely 
on TV to know what is acceptable in the real world! It’s the fact that soaps like Neighbours are not a 
mirror or parody of daily life - they are more real than reality, and daily life is shaped by their content. If 
it’s not on TV, it’s not normal, or at least this is the case for a wide swath of our population. The MSM 
always claim that they are responding to demand, that they are giving people what they want, that they 
mirror public opinion, but this isn’t true. They shape public opinion directly, they create public opinion 
out of thin air. 


1. http://www. bopsecrets.org/SI/debord/ 


haruspexx (2008-11-02 20:41:41) 

I inherited one of those parkas from Paul i wear it every year still through winter, even though its getting a bit 
threadbare too strangest thing is that the young uni kids don’t get it either - buying clothes from army disposal 
stores must not be in any more - they just ask me if i'm german - since its got a german flag on the shoulder 


carbonunit (2008-11-02 21:19:25) 
And then one day someone on Idol will wear one and then they will accept it without question. :-) 


prof_null (2008-11-02 22:27:10) 

My answer to this is to ignore it. You can’t protect people from their own stupidity. I currently like to wear 
mock-army pants that have seams or untidy bits hanging out everywhere, including worn edges - and they came 
like that new. The irony of it. Then again they have pockets all over them, the real reason I got them - unlike 
most people it seems, practical counts a lot for me. 


richgoth (2008-11-02 22:28:37) 

I’ve never seen a khaki one! only olive green or navy blue (like M’s)... People freak out at my vietnam war era 
army army trench coat... its the same age as me, made by Slazenger of all people (one of the biggest military 
contracters in Aus when they werent making bats and raquets) 


prof_null (2008-11-02 22:35:10) 


Just looked at Society of the spectacle. Don’t agree with everything in it, but it will take me a while to digest 
anyhow. Interesting. 
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7.11.3 (2008-11-03 16:16) 


I grew up before video recorders. VHS recorders first became popular in the early 80s. If there was 
something on TV, it was on TV at a certain time, and you had better be watching it because it would 
never be seen again. Everyone planned their life around particular shows they wanted to watch, and you 
had to be there. There were only 3 or 4 channels, anyway, so the critical viewing wasn’t that common 
anyway. Usually you had a weeks warning at least. Some shows like Dr Who or the Goodies were 
repeated, but you could never count on it. 


There weren’t very many radio stations either. At least there were cheap cassette tape recorders 
built into most stereos and boom boxes at the time, the late 70s and early 80s, so you could record songs 
off the radio and listen to them later. Then the Sony Walkman came out, and the flood of other brands, 
and soon you could listen to music that you chose while traveling or anywhere you were. It was like 
heaven! I used to listen to a Walkman on the train on the way to school. I went to school in the centre 
of Sydney so I had to commute for an hour each way each day. Reading on a crowded train could be 
quite difficult, but it was awesome to be able to listen to the best of Club Veg on the go! 


Of course, there were always books. The school library, the local council library, the city library 
provided enough pulpy SF paperbacks to keep me going. When they ran out of stuff I was interested in, 
I was earning enough pocket money to hit the stalls at the local church fetes and buy books from the 
White Elephant stalls. They had a bad habit of writing the price on the outside of the covers with texta 
markers, but the contents were undamaged. 


My father bought our first computer, a Commodore 64, about 1983. He went with the datasette 
model instead of the floppy drive, which meant that programs were stored on cassette tape. You had to 
insert a tape and spool through it to find the program you wanted, then load it at regular tape playing 
speed. I filled entire C90 tapes with my first simple programs, which mostly played stupid noises and 
drew patterns on the screen. We played our way through several awesome games, like Twin Kingdom 
Valley, Impossible Mission and Orbs. Pll never forget the thrill when I first loaded Impossible Mission. 
After waiting about 30 minutes while the datasette slowly spooled it’s contents into the computer a 
voice spoke from the TV the computer was connected to! It said ”Another visitor! Stay awhile... stay 
forever!” Such miracles of technology, a talking computer! 


When they introduced VHS machines, the video libraries followed soon after, and it because pos- 
sible to schedule watching a movie at a time you chose, and to tape shows from TV for later viewing. I 
remember working at Franklins late on Thursday night, then coming home where the VCR had faithfully 
started taping the start of Twin Peaks. I'd watch it to the end, then rewind and watch the beginning. 


About this time my reading habits were expanding. Through such crossover titles as the Illumi- 
nati trilogy and Thomas Pynchon I started to read Beat and hippy authors like Kerouac and Kesey 
and branched out into more mind expanding stuff. This lead me to discover the awesome independent 
bookshops that used to be sprinkled around Sydney at the time, such as Half a Cow in Glebe. 


When I look back over those times, I realise how I’ve lived through a transition, from low to 
high information saturation. When I was young it was like being in a desert. Boredom was like thirst. 
It’s impossible to understand nowadays, what it’s like to be trapped in that environment. The closest 
you can come nowadays might be to check into a monastery for a time. Imagine the frustration of an 
electrical blackout, day after day, something like that. 


Like a desert animal I developed strategies for overcoming. Following lines of research through 
the library, and constantly hitting against the limits of the available stock, and then learning how to do 
inter-library loans and so on, and then being able to afford to buy books, then the independent book 
shops. Compiling tapes of songs captured off the radio, first by judiciously pausing and starting the tape 
to capture the songs, then using a dual cassette deck to dub songs from a raw tape to the mix tape. 
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Then of course buying records, then CDs, then second-hand CDs. Computers were stand alone, and 
you had to program them yourself. Then the warehouse, and our local area network. Then the internet 
itself, which has expanded hundreds of times it’s size when I first hooked up. 


What Um getting to is, this ramping-up of information availability perfectly suited me and my 
friends. We were ready for it, we surfed it, our capacities and appetites increased as the flow increased. 
Each new channel was welcomed, each new source was hunted out and tapped for what it would yield. 
We did what we could to increase the flow, by publishing our own web sites, by compiling mix tapes for 
friends, by writing zines and starting bands and so on. 


But I know this was not the case for everyone. Most people seem to have benefited and appreci- 
ate the richness they have access to now, certainly very few people rejected any part of it. Except the 
very old, who couldn't change fast enough to handle the changes in their world. 


But what about the young? What about kids who are growing up in this blizzard of data? I 
was born into a impoverished desert and dreamed of a flood, and got it. They were born in the driving 
rain, do they dream of a dry island where they can shelter from the storm? Are they tired of swimming, 
from their earliest years, without rest? 


Of course anyone can rest, you just need to pull the fuses, switch off the TV, fail to pay for 
your broadband, and there you are. It’s not like a real flood, it’s just information. You can easily take a 
break. When Michelle and I have been on our expeditions to the country, we greatly enjoyed staying in 
country pubs without even T'V in the rooms, we seldom played any music, we just talked and watched 
the scenery go by. I even refused to visit the readily available internet cafes in the country towns, 


7.11.4 Thank you! (2008-11-05 18:08) 


Thank you thank you thank you Americans, for voting for change! the rest of us out here are breathing 
a sigh of relief right now. You've got our respect again. 


This is only the start though. Things are not going to get better for any of us, they are going to 
get worse for awhile. Anything takes longer to fix than it takes to break. But that doesn't mean we 
should try to fix our world even if we didn’t break it. 


prof null (2008-11-05 23:28:27) 
I think you forgot a “not” in that last sentence, but I agree with the sentiments expressed. 


7.11.5 Unknown ”Structures” Tugging at Universe, Study Says (2008-11-07 16:13) 


http://news.nationalgeographic.com/news/2008/11/081105-dark-flow.htm | 


Everything in the known universe is said to be racing toward the massive clumps of matter 
at more than 2 million miles (3.2 million kilometers) an hour—a movement the researchers 
have dubbed dark flow. 


something bigger—a multiverse—and that whatever is out there is very different from the uni- 
verse we know, according to study leader Alexander Kashlinsky, an astrophysicist at NASA’s 
Goddard Space Flight Center in Maryland. 
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Hot diggety damn!!!! My day has been made. It’s a multiverse, in contiguous space, possibly infinite! 
This is my religion. 


prof null (2008-11-07 22:41:17) 

Good news alright. Everything leaks! Just one slight semantic problem: if it's not the whole entire everything, 
we can’t call it a "universe” any more, it's only a continuum among others. Another viewpoint: Thank goodness 
scientists have broken out of the closed-model-there-is-nothing-else-possible tunnel vision. Any time someone as- 
sures us that nearly everything has been discovered and invented, I know we are in deep trouble. Well found! 


7.11.6 Incoming from Twitter... (2008-11-12 18:28) 
e 07:32 Why do old people on the bus always smell like wet cardboard? [1] # 


Automatically shipped by [2]Loud Twitter 


1. http://twitter.com/mspong/statuses/1000969276 
2. http://www. loudtwitter.com/ 


(2008-11-23 12:19:22) well mebe.. 
.. cause thats what they live in?! 


7.11.7 Watson Archives (2008-11-13 17:28) 


In the late 90s I was active on a mailing list, or “lyst” as we called it, which was ostensibly devoted to the 
Church of the Subgenius. In reality that was just a label and we didn’t send much time talking about 
the Faith. The [1]Lyst is still happening, but I haven’t had anything to do with them for a long time. 


One of the most prolific Lyst regulars, Andrew Kirby, was a dour and witty man, who was born in 
Britain but had migrated to the States. One day he started posting short slice-of-life vignettes which 
described the reserved, sedentary existence of two turn of the century bachelors, named Alex and Watson. 
Alex was the active voice, and he dominated Watson mercilessly. 


These posts inspired me to join in, so I wrote Alex a postcard in the person of his ne’er-do-well nephew 
James, who was just about to set out on an adventure into the darkest reaches of the Sumatran jungle. 
Uncle Alex seemed to appreciate the postcard, so I sent another. 


Soon almost the entire Lyst was involved. Timmy chimed in as James’ abandoned love interest Sally 
Pinafore, plus a host of other characters, and Rev Dr. Mario (an immortal who was present at all notable 
historical events) discovered some relevant entries in his diary, and the story grew and grew. 


When we ran out of steam, Kirby compiled the entire lot into a coherent story, and published it as 
a website called The National Watson Archive. 


Then he died, which was careless of him. Rather unfortunate, because it appears the site vanished 
into the aether when the hosting contract expired. 


However, the Internet Archive Wayback Machine had thankfully spidered most of it before it disap- 
peared, and you can still access it [2]here. 


Recently, I downloaded the pages which had been spidered, recovered the ones which were not in the 
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archive from my own email archives of the Lyst, and compiled them into a document which you should 
be able to get [3]here. 


It’s amusing and fun. My favourite part is Captain Gotten Himmelburg, the German zeppelin captain 
with an obsessive belief in the healthy benefits of nudity. 


1. http: //www.lyst.org/ 


2. |nttp://web.archive.org/web/*/www.armchair.mb.ca/~watson 
3. (http: //www.scribd.com/doc/7901370/The-National-Watson- Archive 


richgoth (2008-11-13 22:37:51) 

It’s amusing and fun. My favourite part is Captain Gotten Himmelburg, the German zeppelin captain with an 
obsessive belief in the healthy benefits of nudity. Im suing ;-) 

carbonunit (2008-11-14 02:04:01) 

OMG I never thought of that! Here's the entry itself:  http://web.archive.org/web/2004110922543- 


8/www.armchair.mb.ca/ watson /captslog.html The resemblance is uncanny! 


prof_null (2008-11-14 03:03:49) 
Enjoying it very much! It does start slowly, but definitely gets funnier as it goes on. Jolly Topper, old chum! 


7.11.8 Some links of awesomeness (2008-11-14 08:43) 


Dark flow. All matter in the entire universe is being atracted towards a particular region of the sky (the 
motion is relative to the cosmic microwave background radiation). 


http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Dark _flow 

Imaging planets of other stars in optical light: 

http://blogs.discovermagazine.com/badastronomy /2008/11/13/huge-exopl anet-news-items-pictures / 
Parralel universes a necessary outcome of quantum theory: 

http://www.dailygalaxy.com/my -weblog/2008/11/parallel-univer.html? 1 


Entirely new levels of metareality come into existance as Donald Knuth throws down the Lisp gang 
sign with his homeboy: 


http://www. flickr.com/photos/ioerror /3014911710/ 


prof_null (2008-11-14 03:21:55) 

That whole thing about observers seeing events collapsing them into one state or another got me thinking: is there 
any way to affect such outcomes on a macro scale? How about weird or unexpected actions/objects? A bit like 
the old "lucky rabbits foot” superstition! 


7.11.9 FaceBook sux (2008-11-14 14:23) 


You know why I hate FaceBook? I like LJ because it’s an empty box and I put whatever I want in it. It’s 
like writing in a journal, and pasting in photos and clippings and reminders. You can even text to Twitter 
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and have a third party robot copy your texts across. It's all words on a screen, sentences, pictures. 


FaceBook, on the other hand, is much tighter organised. It’s all forms with check boxes and radio 
buttons and other elements, and you select what you want to do from a menu. This is preferred by 
people who are daunted by a big empty page to write on, because they don’t have anything to say, but 
they want to interact with other people. Fair enough, they should be able to do that, BUT all those 
check boxes and radio buttons and menu options remind me of something else. A database. Databases 
are good for storing information. LJ stores all your entries in a database. That's okay. The thing about 
FaceBook and the database which is behind that is, the data it stores must be much more granular and 
machine readable. 


It's like this: if I write a post, it’s full of words in a particular order, and you have to be human to 
really understand them. A robot could scan through them and look at word frequency and vocabulary 
and work out that I am male and a certain age and perhaps profession and also political leaning, but 
that’s all. And, it’s estimate of my politics would be expressed as a percentage eg. "90 % probability 
of liberal sentiment”. On FaceBook, if you put a tick in the "Democrat” box, or friend John McCain, 
or join the group "NRA for Armed Overthrow Of the Government”, the robot knows exactly what your 
politics are. And I don’t like that. I don’t mind humans knowing, but robots can fuck off. FaceBook 
really is like a giant exercise in population profiling. Millions of people are entering their inmost secrets 
in machine-readable database which can be quickly scanned. That is not going to turn out well. In a 
world where police sniffer dogs hang around Newtown station constantly waiting for hippies with a few 
grams of pot in their pocket, it’s only a matter of time before the police start data-mining Facebook 
looking for anyone who joined the group ”Hemp For Victory” so they can go and knock on your door. 


Oh, and I know that someday those robots will be able to read my blog and refine those percentages 
down to near certainty, but I'm not gonna make it easy for them! 


prof_null (2008-11-14 04:03:39) 

The very fact that you prefer to enter your own original information rather than pushing preprovided radio but- 
tons suggests that you are of a different nature to those facebook wannabe-robots - but nobody is really going to 
expend computing power on folks like you and I attempting to work out our marketing preferences for one simple 
reason - it would be too expensive for them. . . . and that's why they have failed us before and will continue to 
fail to ”control” or "map” our preferences, ideas etc. 


carbonunit (2008-11-14 05:13:28) 

I don’t think Facebook users are in any way inferior to Livejournal users, I use Facebook too. It’s just the nature 
of the use. Facebook has acheived a high gravity for a social website so it's hard to avoid using it. But, you can 
avoid punching in too much personal data. I’m definitely not trying to claim I’m better for using LJ. And, I know 
there are people constantly researching how to extract signal from noise on the web. Consider the recent story 
where Google claim they can track flu outbreaks by looking for relevant searches, like searches for symptoms and 
flu remedies. 


prof_null (2008-11-14 05:58:58) 

Guess I’m just not into the idea of "social networking” whatever the heck that is - i haven't seen any point in 
getting a facebook (or other brand) page. As for extracting signals from the noise of the web - nice idea, let me 
know if it ever works out, can’t see it being very reliable myself for one simple reason: not everyone is on the 
net and of those who are, they are only on sporadically. The only way you are going to get reliable info is to 
make it compulsory and burn all the books. It will be done, of course, but my guess is it will be for advertising 
companies and the NSA or whoever is out there recreating McCarthyism in the 21st century. 


richgoth (2008-11-14 06:32:56) 
exactly! I still think LJ is a bit spartan and clunky compared to the interface Shannon Larrat wrote for 
iam.bmezine.com. Pll post a screenshot for you but it was much easier to customise in all sorts of ways. 
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7.11.10 Goodbye Flash (2008-11-26 08:44) 


i S 
[2]2006-03-18 0922.12 Flash 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong 


Flash was one of two kittens found by Michelles’ nannas’ dog Molly, around 1990. Molly sniffed them 
out in a pile of cardboard in the local park, where they had been abandoned. Nan raised them. 

Flash was always nan's favourite over her sister Meggsie, because of her personality. Meggsie still hisses 
at us, but Flash was always a lady. 

Flash was named so because she would dart around the back garden, her furry banner tail whisking 
behind her. Especially when Michelle let her ferrets out for a run, Flash would play tag with them. 

She had a special place in our hearts, and also our dining table, which was her personal kingdom. In 
fact, when we had guests for dinner we had to get out the vacuum cleaner and leave it in the hallway 
to scare her off, otherwise she would nimbly jump up and walk all around the entrees. She would eat a 
surprising variety of foods, especially anything Mediterranean, including olives and garlic aeoli. We said 
it was because of her ancestry, Five Dock being an enclave of Italian and Greek immigrants. 

Over the last few months she grew very thin and feeble, and developed a lump in her neck which was 
quite likely thyroid cancer. When she started bleeding last night we knew it was the end. I took her to 
the Happy Tails vet, a new one in Five Dock, and they were very good. It never gets easier. She was 
always there, literally at my right hand on her particular corner of the table, watching whatever I was 
doing, casually draping her flash tail over my dinner or whatever I was working on. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/114038207/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/114038207/ 
3. i ; 


http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


earle (2008-12-01 03:51:25) 
Hugs. Sorry to hear that - sounds like she had a good innings. 


7.11.11 (2008-11-26 13:16) 
I just had a glimpse of the Freemason archives. 


My office is in Civic Tower, which is an office block built on top of a concrete monstrosity which used to 
be called the Bunker. This huge brutish grey funnel shaped thing lurked, menacingly windowless, down a 
dingy side street of Sydney for years before they finally completed the original plans and built the tower. 
The base is in fact the central headquarter of the Freemasons in Ausralia, and they have a museum and 
offices down there. 


One day I noticed a poster in the foyer which said they were looking for volunteers to work in their 
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archives. Well, I love old books, archives and papers, and I’m not scared of Masons, so I wrote them a 
short email. The Grand High Archivist wrote back, and I called him, and today he showed me the deal. 


What they have is several large rooms packed to the rafters with shelves full of hulking leather-spined 
ledgers. Mostly these are the minutes of lodge meetings at different masonic halls all around Australia. 
There are also hundreds of boxes full of correspondance, and a huge amount of scrolls, which are these 
elaborate copperplate certificates they give each other all the time whenever they level up. 


They are in the middle of a giant project to digitise all the ledgers. Scanning only, no OCR. The 
main aim is to be able to move the ledgers to offsite storage, and post the scans online in some form. The 
main demand for their archives is geneological research, which might explain why the company doing the 
scanning and archiving is "from Utah”. 


The Grand High Archivist seemed to like me, so he will confer with the Maximum Librarian Dude 
and hopefully they will give me a job helping organise their records. 


bluedevi (2008-11-26 11:43:01) 
Oh man. Wanna snoop! Do you know if the ledgers are readable? I sneaked a look in my friend’s father’s super 
sekrit Mason’s handbook once and all the nouns were abbreviated to single capital letters. 


carbonunit (2008-11-27 21:22:59) 
That would be awesome, if they were in code! I didn’t get to look inside them, because they were all in plastic 
bags, to protect them from the sprinklers if there was a fire. 


richgoth (2008-11-27 09:19:26) 

That maximum librarian dude is a good buddy of my mate Sevares grandad. Hes a member of the same lodge, 
I think they made him honorary grand master a few years back when he was battling cancer. I met him in 
connection with my blacksmithing activities and he said he would be happy to give me an introduction to the 
librarian for a special guided tour! Small world! 


carbonunit (2008-11-27 21:20:42) 

Would that be one Brian French? Pll be meeting him next Tuesday! I see he is interested in metalworking - in 
his email he mentioned using a hand held scanner to copy a book about Thomas Icely’s copper mine and smelter 
at Carcoar which was in the state library. 


7.11.12 Sewing machine pedal (2008-11-28 09:19) 


[1] 
[2]2008-11-27 1457.12 _Pedal.JPG 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong 


In the last council cleanup around Five Dock, we found a sewing machine. Someone put a perfectly good 
Elna machine in a metal case out for the council to collect. Of course, we collected it instead! 
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It turned out the cord was missing, so I bought a replacement on Ebay. However, the pedal circuit of the 
replacement cord came without a plug. It eneded in bare wires. 

Yesterday I cracked the pedal to wire the cord in, and found this mechanism. It surprised me a lot. I 
had expected there would be a potentiometer of some kind, a variable resister, and maybe a line of gears 
to turn it when the pedal was pushed. 

Instead, this bizarre hack. The springs are loops of resistor wire. There is a kind of comb of copper, and 
the teeth engage with contacts connected to the wire loops. Obviously, when the pedal is up, the current 
doesn't flow at all. When the first contact is connected, current flows through every loop of reistance 
wire. As each tooth of the comb hits its contact, another loop is shorted out of the circuit, lowering the 
resistance and sending more current to the motor. Weird, but it works. 

Then I spent hours debugging the machine. It sewed paper, but not material! I tried everything - winding 
the bobbin the other way, putting it in upside down (it has a horizontal bobbin), changing the bobbin 
tension. Nothing worked. It would sew paper fine, but try some material and it would leave stretches of 
a centimetre or so unsewn. This means that the mechanism wasn’t grabbing the thread from the needle 
and carrying it around the bobbin like it was supposed to. What could cause this? 

In the end, entirely on a hunch, I changed the needle. Instant success! Somehow the blunt needle was 
causing this bizarre behaviour. Sewing machines are weird. This one is a little beauty though. All metal 
construction, heavy as lead, and very quiet, especially at high speeds. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/3062380899/ 


2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/3062380899/ 
3. |hnttp://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


richgoth (2008-11-27 22:45:09) 
score! a good heavy duty machine is a joy to own... I have a little Brother I use for every day stuff and a heavy 
more cantankerous Singer out in the shead for leather and canvas 


malwae (2008-11-27 23:37:32) 
Another thing to check is if the needle is all the way in. If you loosen the screw that holds it and fiddle with it, 
and it can slide up a bit further, that’s usually the issue. (Tends to be a common thing on older machines.) 


7.12 December 


7.12.1 Week in review (2008-12-05 23:53) 


Sunday. had a nice picnic with Louise and Simon and their son Harry, also Richard and Margarita, 
Peter and his girlfriend I had never met before. We met at Chiswick Point in a park and lazed away 
the afternoon talking about various adventures. One thing about my friends, my generation, that I 
appreciate, is, we rarely talk about TV or personal gossip, it’s always what we are doing. Action, 
accomplishment, plans, real things. The big news of course is Margaritas distinctions for her exams, in 
both geology and biology, two different and difficult subjects, well done! 


Monday. Work. Shit. 


Tuesday. I turned up at the Masonic centre at 9.30, a bit early, and had to come back after 
10. Brian, the head archivist, turned out to be a charming British colonel type with a mustache and a 
habit of walking around in his blazer with his hands clasped behind his back. He cross-examined me, 
of course, but I think I passed. His main plan seemed to be to get me to upgrade his ancient laptop 
from Win95 to 98, in the hope that this would enlarge the screen. It’s an old machine, and the desktop 
occupies the middle of a larger screen with a wide blank border around it. I pointed out that the video 
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driver was VGA, which can only produce 640 by 480 pixels of active display. Perhaps they got a deal 
on 800 X 600 screens, perhaps there was an upgrade option, I dunno. He wants to use it with an old 
hand-held scanner to scan signatures. 


The Masonic archives consist of a large but cramped room full of shelving, packed with ledgers 
in plastic bags, and archive boxes. The ledgers are the attendance rolls of the various lodges around 
NSW, and the boxes are full of certificates of rank, and many ”Installation” pamphlets. Every time 
someone joins the lodge or advances in rank they print these elaborate little pamphlets with fancy stiff 
card covers and embossed seals, and all the masons get one. Then they put them in a drawer until 
they die, and then their relatives put them in an envelope and send them to the archives. Then we put 
them in the relevant boxes for the lodge, in a manila envelope, in a plastic bag, in case of a fire and the 
sprinklers go off. 


The ledgers contain the signatures and names of all the Masons, and their records of attendance. 
They are of great interest to people researching their family tree, because they often want the signature 
of their ancestor o put in their genealogy software. They are also of great interest to the Mormons, 
and there are 3 of them in the building in a room near the archives scanning their way through all the 
ledgers. Brian took me in to meet them. They had a rig, made from aluminium struts lashed together 
with duct tape, with a SLR camera and a couple of lights, and some computers with professional graphic 
monitors. When we walked in they were trying to prise a rusted pin out of a page, where it was holding 
a folded certificate in place. Apparently they send the finished scans off to Salt Lake City on hard drives. 
Brian intimated that the Masons are getting something out of this, presumably a copy of the scans, but 
I don’t know when or how. They were busy saving souls and didn’t have much time to talk to us. 


PI write more about the Masonic centre later, it’s a fascinating place. 


Wednesday. Had a tense moment with Kim who took me off to a meeting room to have a dis- 
cussion about ”progress”. The real payload was when he told me he would be leaving the company next 
March, just before the new software gets rolled out. Sneaky bastard! If it works, it’s because of his 
excellent plan. If it fails, it’s because he wasn’t there to make it work! I’ll have to leave before then and 
then come back after the unavoidable disaster. 


Also one of the distributors was stirred up like an ants nest by a report from some security spe- 
cialists. They apparently scanned the router logs and reckon that the XIT server was compromised. 
Tried to track down the original developer to make sure it wouldn’t stop the system if we changed the 
username and password. This should have been done anyway, they were the same for about 6 years. 


Thursday. Back to the Masonic centre to work with Barbara, a cool old lady with a wavery 
voice, who does all the real work in the archives. I spent most of the day fetching down the archive 
boxes from the high shelves and putting newly received installation pamphlets in them. She explained 
the rather crippled and inefficient filing system they use. Basically there is a list of lodges, which refers 
you to a card system which records the history of the lodges (they split and merge like bacteria) and 
that refers you to the numbered box where the pamphlets are stored. 


Barbara is a real anomaly. She’s a vocal atheist, used to be a teacher, and finds the whole busi- 
ness of masonry quite amusing. She told me that not many masons realise that the Mormons in the 
nearby room patiently scanning their ledgers intend to posthumously baptise everyone they find. 

The [IJOSDC conference was happening in the building, and I just discovered that Larry Wall, 
originator of perl, was speaking on Thursday! I could have got my first printing of the camel book signed 


by him. Damn! 


Today. Yuck. Michael was very seedy, barely able to stay awake, and occasionally rising shakily 
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to his feet and swaying dramatically with his eyes closed. You know how it is, when you've been abusing 
your health - perhaps you had a bit of speed, ate a whole pack of salty chips, drank some beer, you're 
dehydrated, your eyes are foggy and sick looking, your skin is slack and flushed. Michael looks like that 
most of the time, and worse today. I don’t feel much sympathy because I know he doesn't take drugs 
or drink, he got that way eating disgusting overcooked meaty stews and baked dinners all his life. He 
suffered from kidney stones when he first came to work for us, and refused to believe it was because of 
diet or dehydration. he insisted on going through every test they had, to make sure it wasn't some rare 
bacteria infection. When that avenue closed, he started drinking enough water, just, and hasn't had 
stones since, and I assume the same thing about his diet. How can someone do that to themselves, throw 
away their health for such disgusting food? I could respect some scarlet libertine, with gout induced by 
too much fine cheese and brandy, but mince stew is not worth dying for! 


1. http://www.osdc.com.au/2008/location/ 


7.12.2 Incoming from Twitter... (2008-12-06 04:38) 


e 17:07 Yay! Keanu Reeves will ruin more classic cinema on Boxing Day! [1] # 


Automatically shipped by [2]LoudTwitter 


1. http://twitter.com/mspong/statuses/1039691440 
2. http://www. loudtwitter.com/ 


prof_null (2008-12-06 22:32:57) 
Don’t be too hard on Keanu - he’s just an actor. I say mock the producer and director - they are wasting the 
movie company $ on (according to the reviews I’ve seen) a crap remake. 


7.12.3 2008-12-02 0830.12 Concrete_house (2008-12-08 08:55) 


me y 


[1] — A 
[2]2008-12-02 -0830.12 -Concrete _house.JPG 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong 


This house is just across from my morning bus stop. It's been under construction for about a year. In 
that time another house, on the opposite corner, has been demolished and completely rebuilt. Of course, 
that other house is brick, and the foundations were actually large slabs of styrofoam! Yes, they laid big 
blocks of styrofoam, cut out into a waffle shapes, and poured concrete over them for the foundation. 
But not this house. This house has been cast by repeated pours of concrete into carefully built formwork. 
It’s one huge continuous block of concrete. When every other house in the region has been replaced and 
fallen down, this house will remain standing. It might last as long as the Roman villas it appears to have 
been based on, which were also cast from concrete (although the Romans did not use steel reinforcing 
rods, which may cause problems with concrete cancer here). 

However, the fact that this house is about 1 metre above sea level may prove problematic some day. 
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1. http: //www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/3076657515/ 


2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/3076657515/ 
3. http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


richgoth (2008-12-08 11:07:49) 
I they added concrete sides to the bottom floor it might float off when the tsunami hits... 


7.12.4 More about the Masons (2008-12-08 15:43) 


The Masonic centre was built back in the 70s, and I remember it will from my school days. I would often 
come down to this seedy end of Pitt street to buy second hand SF novels at Ashwoods and The Pitt, and 
also to look around Joynt Venture, the head shop. The Masonic centre was a real eye catcher, because, 
like all Masonic halls, it lacks windows. It looked like a giant squared off concrete mushroom, and had 
the air of a nuclear bunker or research station. Derros and street kids used to shelter from the rain under 
it’s wide eaves, and the bare grey cement looked dirty and wrong. It was like an exposed stormwater 
drain, but larger. 


Nowadays it looks much better. They originally planned to build the tower on top back in the 70s, 
but it took a lot of work to get the planning sorted out because of the novel design. Basically, the lower 
part of the tower is also an inverted pyramid, and is the only building in Sydney with the structural 
members at the centre of the tower rather than around the outside. It looks from certain angles to be 
balanced quite precariously, as though it was just waiting for a strong wind to blow it down. 


There are big Masonic symbols on the outside of the base, but I never thought about what was go- 
ing on down there during the 2 years I’ve worked here. Mostly that was just strategic blindness, the same 
prejudice which protects you from wanting to know more when a religious nut stops you on the street. 
The lifts to my floor bypass the lower levels, I think the lowest floor they service is level 7. Appart from 
the lift foyer, there is the concierge desk, the cafe (in the area under the concrete overhang where derros 
used to shelter from the storm, now glassed in), and an entrance to the inner building where there were 
conference rooms which get used by various organisations. One often sees crowds of enthusiastic young 
people all pumped up by some motivation seminar, coming from that part of the building. The OSDC 
con was all beards and T-shirts and white Macbooks, the ubiquitous laptop of hackers since OSX came 
out. There’s also a little coffee cart in there, but the swill they produce is so horrible and the coffee from 
the proper cafe so superior it’s a total joke. 


Further inside the Masonic centre, wonders await. Funnily enough, for ”masons”, the design of the 
building is terrible. It’s a warren, with mezzanine levels and gaps and very little thought given to usabil- 
ity. If it was designed to confuse and disorrient the visitor, like an Indiana Jones temple, it’s a success. 


There are two lifts, which are round. They are the only round lifts in Australia. They are intended 
to symbolise the round pillars of the Temple of Solomon. Not that you would notice, their shafts are not 
exposed or anything. Apparently they have constant problems with the door mechanism. 


There are several halls, a Grand hall with ranks of seats and thrones and weird touches like wooden 
staffs with tiny brass eagles attached, and a floating golden G hanging in the middle of the room. There 
are hundreds of oil portraits in ornate golden frames in every corridoor, of men in resplendant chains and 
seals and badges of office. There are glass cases as well, full of medals and other historical detritus. 


The only people who seem to do any work in there are the Mormons scanning all their ledgers, and 
Barbara the volunteer archivist. Everybody else seems to spend their days chatting with each other. 
Actually most of the time the place is deserted, with priceless relics of Masonic history in unguarded 
glass cases in quiet corridoors without cameras or any other security. To get into my office I have to scan 
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a proxy card twice, once at the lifts and once to open the door from the lobby, and that's to get into a 
busy office. To get to the archives you walk past the coffee cart, through the crowd of anonymous people 
attending a seminar, step into the open lifts, ride to the 4th floor, step out into the echoing silence, and 
walk the deserted corridoors to the right door. 


As far as the hidden secrets of the universe are concerned, I know they're in there somewhere! Perhaps 
in the library, which I haven't investigated yet. When I get bored of the filing and have the scanning 
sorted out, Pll look into that next. 


richgoth (2008-12-08 23:31:26) 
How do you know the Mormons are just scanning eh? ;-) 


7.12.5 (2008-12-09 09:50) 


I spoke to the builders working on the concrete house this morning. It has cost 10 million dollars to 
build, they say. Not bad, thats only 1 million for each century it will last. 


7.12.6 (2008-12-10 14:47) 


Freemasonry is basically World of Warcraft without the actual campaigns. I tried to explain this to Brian 
yesterday. 


He had just told me that the Master Mason had worked out that the nadir of freemason memberships 
would occur in a decade, with 5000 members in NSW. The masons keep astoundingly good membership 
records, in all those old ledgers. He used this to plot the membership levels for the last century. The 
peak occured in the early 50s. 


Up until the 50s in Australia, pubs closed at 6PM sharp. This resulted in what they called the "six 
o'clock swill”, with hordes of punters rushing into the pubs straight after work to quickly down as much 
beer as they could. After a Masonic meeting, they have what they call "the south” which mainly means 
drinking beers. It was like belonging to a private club with it’s own bar. 


Once the late opening laws were introduced, attendance began to wane. Then TV came, which fur- 
ther eroded all social institutions. Nowadays the attrition is mainly caused by the death of old members. 
People don’t tend to leave, they stay until they die. The average age of freemasons is around 60. New 
members aren’t joining, because the idea of being a mason is so alien to most normal humans nowadays. 
Why this is, they don’t know. 


Looking in from the outside, the answer seems pretty clear to me. Most well adjusted people nowadays 
have a pretty good social network in place. This is partly because of better communication networks via 
the internet and mobile phone, and partly because social norms in general are less restrictive. When I 
was young, it was much harder to follow your peculiar interests because of the perceived social pressure to 
hide how weird you were or thought you were. Nowadays there is no “normal”, or at least the concept has 
been severely devalued. People are much less embarrassed to approach other people and form friendships 
based on shared weirdness. They don’t need the strict rituals and rules to make hanging out with their 
friends acceptable. The pressure on men to be straight” and avoid any hint of the gay, which used to be 
such a barrier to social friendships, is thankfully mostly gone too. 


All the certificates and paperwork we handle reminds me of the fancy documents and interfaces from 
World of Warcraft and Everquest. They also love their chains and robes of office, their symbolic tools, 
like armour and weapons. The corridor outside the archive room is lined with huge oil paintings of past 
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grand masters, in their chains and large ceremonial gauntlets. The current grand master came wandering 
by, checking them out. He had been getting some of the old gauntlets restored, and he was making sure 
they were the authentic articles. They were, they matched the portraits. 


The rituals they perform are like a really lame LARP game, too. The lodges are like guilds and the 
grand lodges are like hordes. I reckon that someday there will be a small quiet transfer of WOW players 
to freemasonry, looking for a face-to-face equivalent of their guilds, with all the fancy titles and levelling 
up action. The best thing they could do to encourage this would be to provide some equivalent of a 
WOW campaign. Some kind of inter-lodge competition would be great. Even better, some kind of battle 
between the Freemasons and the other esoteric orders would be awesome. Imagine troops of guys in 
dinner suits with paintball guns stalking Rosicrucians in the bush! That would totally rock. Or, more 
likely, something modern and distributed and more civilized. Like one of those reality games using GPS 
units and the like, in an urban setting. The masons verses the Oddfellows, searching the city for a hidden 
treasure, following mystical clues that require deep knowledge of the tradition to solve, like a Dan Brown 
novel. 


Meanwhile I spent most of yesterday shooting the old charters of closed lodges with my digital cam- 
era. Now that I look at the results, they’ll have to be redone. We set up in the corridor and redirected 
one of the halogen lights from the portrait to provide the light, but they must have been pin spots. There 
is too much of a gradient across the image. Not enough white balance either, I’ll need to take a sheet of 
white paper to put the charters on, to tell the camera the local value of white. My online research seems 
to indicate that a pair of diffused lights are best, on either side of the camera. 


prof_null (2008-12-10 23:08:02) 

Thanks for the insights. The battles would make good fiction - hey, maybe you could get something that promoted 
masons as sort of "product placement advertising” - they might like it. Assuming, of course, they would want that. 
Don’t know if they are into battles like that . . . Re photography, yep, I would normally use a laptop hooked up 
to the camera and check every snap while setting up for B &C before doing much more - still, you learn best by 
doing. Make sure you have enough resolution in the pics too. Hate to have to repeat the whole thing. 


7.12.7 (2008-12-11 10:23) 


Why do birds suddenly appear, every time you are near? Could it be they are attracted by the abundent 
lice and fleas which swarm within your fetid clothing? Do your twisted limbs remind them of dead trees? 
Perhaps it is merely pity. One thing is certain. Just like me, they want to be close to a reliable source of 
food and shelter. 


7.12.8 Michael Watch - The Gimpy Glasses (2008-12-12 08:44) 


Michael arrived at work on Wednesday, sat down, unpacked his bag. Suddenly he started cursing and 
grumbling in his trademark, over-acted, "Hey everyone I'm not happy” way. I ignored him, in my 
trademark "Communicate directly or don’t, I’m not gonna ask” way. Eventually he rose slowly to his feet 
in his trademark "I’m so fat my joints hurt” way, looked over the desk partition, and when I looked up, 
poked his finger through the empty frame of his glasses and waggled it at me. He continued to waggle it 
at me for about 10 seconds. 


”Looks like you broke your glasses.” I said. 
”It must have popped out on the train. I’ve lost the lens.” 


”Oh.” Michael insists on wearing his glasses around his neck on a granny chain when not in use. 
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They dangle at precisely the point of maximum circumference of his body, inviting damage of all kinds. 
he must have bumped into something or someone and broken the lens out. 


"Yes, Pll probably have to have the afternoon off to get my eyes tested.” 
"Why? Doesn't your optometrist have your prescription on file?” 
"Yes, but it’s been at least two years so he will probably want to test my eyes again.” 


”Oh.” It's hopeless to get involved in this kind of shit, so I said no more. When he realised I 
wasn't going to try to argue with him about this, Michael sat down and spent the next 30 minutes 
fucking around with the glasses, accidentally-on-purpose making them as garishly and obviously broken 
as possible. 


Pve lost lenses before, and worn the glasses. It made everything a bit hazy, but I soon accom- 
modated. It’s no worse than closing one eye, and I’ve done that too when the haziness became an issue. 


Michael took about a dozen stark white tissues, and a few metres of Sellotape, the shiny kind. 
He wrapped the tissues around the empty lens frame and bound it on with liberal windings of tape. He 
now looks like maybe he has been bandaged after receiving a gunshot blast in the eye. 


Later in the day, at precisely 9AM, he calls the optometrist. 


”Pll probably have to get my eyes tested again... Yes. Are you sure? It’s been 2 years since my 
last one... Okay then. Well, I can only come on Saturday. Yes, Saturday morning. Okay then. Okay 
then. Bye bye.” 


Thus, having been denied a dramatic trip to the optometrist, Michael consoled himself with hav- 
ing to wear his broken glasses for 3 days. Yes, he only has 1 pair, and now he has had the miserable 
pleasure of gimping along in his hideous gimpy glasses for 2 days. One more day to go. At least the 
other people in the office have been wise enough not to engage him by asking about the huge wad of 
now grubby tissue covering his eye. They're good people, but they know the score. 


richgoth (2008-12-12 01:00:48) 
what level of hell do you work on again? ;-) 


7.12.9 2008-12-13_2057.22 Moonrise (2008-12-14 18:49) 


[1] 
[2]2008-12-13 -2057.22 _Moonrise.JPG 

Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong 

Yesterday afternoon Michelle and 1 drove up to Newport beach to watch the moonrise. Apparently the 
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full moon happened to sync up with the perigee of the moons orbit, so it was 15 % bigger than the regular 
small size moon. Anyway it was a good day for a drive. 

We got sidetracked by the fact that it was council pickup time in Narrabeen. We've been totally wrong all 
these years about council pickups. We always thought that old established suburbs full of free-standing 
houses would be best for junk trolling, because they had the junk to start with. How wrong we were! The 
junk in Narrabeen, from all the flats and units, was much better. Why? It could be that they are more 
likely to throw away good items, without trying to pass them on, because they don't have room to store 
anything in their tiny sixmat flats. It could be they don’t know how to eBay yet. At any rate, Michelle 
found a suitcase full of lustre-ware ceramic figurines she will give to someone we know who collects that 
stuff, and I found a photographic enlarger, which I will use to make a digitisation rig for the Freemason 
archives. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/3104789856/ 


2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/3104789856/ 
3. http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


7.12.10 (2008-12-17 10:04) 


On the weekend we fortuitously found an old photographic enlarger, sitting by the side of the road in 
Narrabeen. I lugged it into the archives for Brian to look at. He wanted to try and make a document 
digitising rig using the stage, the arm and a digital camera. 


I spent most of the day putting documents in boxes. I started doing this in the morning, be- 
cause there were too many documents outside boxes, and before I knew it we were heading off for a 
luncheon being thrown by the lodge for the library and archive staff. 


My biggest takeaway so far, from working in the Freemason archives, has been how old everyone 
is there. The average age of the staff is around 75. And consequently, how empty fears of Freemasonry 
are. They may have once been a powerful organisation, able to control who was employed where in a 
range of organisations and companies, but since then their story has been one of irrelevance. In the 
archives, trying to file papers for a multitude of defunct lodges, we deal with this constantly. Most lodges 
still operating have long tails of other defunct lodges which they have absorbed and merged with over 
the years. There are so many examples of country towns which might have had several lodges, which 
merged and amalgamated until there was only one, and then perhaps absorbed a neighbouring town’s 
lodge, before in turn closing and being absorbed by a larger towns lodge, which was finally shut up and 
all the papers packed off to us. 


Standing around a table with sandwiches and drinks with a party of 75 year old men, listening 
to them discus their hernia operations and make endless jokes about baldness, is uncomfortable. I think 
my own baldness is working in my favour though, they do seem to like me. Also I can do the "attentive 
youngster respectful in the presence of wise elders” schtick, even at 40, which they drink up with gusto. 
One old gaffer called Ron wanted to talk about computers, he showed me his Ipaq pocket computer. I 
explained how to use a Linux boot disk to try out the OS without having to install it. He was very glad, 
as he had a bad Vista experience recently and had to regress to XP. Then a demanding old lady with 
parrot-colourful dress and the self importance of a spoilt child started quizzing me. She had the same 
piggy squinting eyes as my mother and asked a rapid series of questions clumsily trying to uncover some 
nefarious purpose in my presence as a volunteer. She worked in the library, perhaps she was jealous I 
was spending my time in the archives. There is a tiny bit of rivalry. 


After the luncheon I braved the library for the first time. It’s very small, but the subject matter 
is limited. Interestingly they have a number of books on competing mystical subjects by Blavatsky and 
Ouspensky and Gurdjieff. Ron followed me there, still chattering. We were talking about the Mormons, 
who are digitising the old rolls of the lodges. I explained that this was because of their posthumous 
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baptism beliefs, and he told me that there was a link between Mormons and Freemasonry because Joseph 
Smith and his friends had been Freemasons. We looked up a slim volume on the subject, explaining that 
many of the original Mormon practices had been copied from Masonic lodge meetings. 


Back to the archives. The old ladies, Brenda and Dot, are fascinating. Dot is like a mouse, a 
ghostly, reserved, selfless widow who works constantly to the service of others. Brenda told me she 
cooked $4500 worth of jam for the last fete they had. She's always cooking for Lodge meetings, and 
working for other branches of the org. She has a stooped, narrow frame and large curling whiskers on 
her chin. I have to be careful to only file in boxes on the high shelves to avoid treading on her turf. 


Brenda's story is fascinating. She was a school teacher, widowed, retired, looking forward to do- 
ing all the things she had thought about doing. Then she did them, all, in about 3 years. She went on a 
few trips around the world, did some courses, tried some hobbies, and realised she was bored and facing 
a long dull ride to death. Then Brian, who was also a member of her local history club, told her about 
the archives and explained that they needed help with the filing, and she eagerly signed on. Somehow 
the idea of getting bored with life after 3 years of retirement scares me. I resent working and would 
like nothing better than to retire early for a life of exploring the outer reaches of sensory perception 
and neural modification and knitting. Or anything where I feel my efforts are accumulating and going 
towards some good aim, not being wasted holding up people too lazy to hold themselves, and benefiting 
other people who I despise. 


Not that I think the archives is ”the” thing, but it is an interesting avenue to explore. The idea 
that a stranger can stick his shoe in the door of the head office of the ancient and mystical Order of 
Freemasons and just start pawing over their papers, is delicious. Pll probably help them get started on 
the digitising, because the Mormons sure aren’t gonna let them have copies of their scans, and they’re 
too stupid to know this yet. Those Mormons are shipping all their work home on hard drives, they are 
not keeping local copies of their scans, and they are sure not gonna ship a bunch of drives of files back 
from Salt Lake City when they're finished. Pll help them build a rig for scanning the more interesting 
papers, like the talks and the photos, and then look onwards. Perhaps I can use the Mason network for 
it’s original purpose, without having to actually be one of them, and find something more profitable to 
do through them. 


When I returned home, Michelle, who had had a sicky, was just finished making her yearly batch 
of Rocky Road. She makes mountains of the stuff to give to friends and family and the staff at the 
hospital where she had her breast cancer treatment. I had a brief nap, then it was time for part two of 
the days activities. 


Some weeks ago I was contemplating my own yearly batch of tomato bottling. Every year in 
late January I bottle up a large quantity of tomato pulp, like the Italians used to, in beer bottles. 
Thinking about those guys, and what a shame it is that we don’t have group work bees like they used 
to. It would be fun, and a lot more efficient, if I had a crew and could form a production line, or even 
just one assistant. 


I thought about Dave Fonteyn, a dude I met through the Callan Park community garden. He 
was the most serious gardener, and also lived in a house he had effectively taken off the grid, with his 
own tank water and solar cell electricity. His interest in the garden was always practical, as a food 
production thing, so I thought he might be interested in bottling tomatoes. 


When I called him he said that he wasn’t particularly interested, but that I should do a presen- 
tation on the subject at the Inner West Permaculture group, which meets every third Tuesday of the 
month in Leichhardt. He reckoned some of the other members might be interested enough to get 
involved. Sounded reasonable, so I signed on, explained what I would cover, and prepared a presentation. 
[1] Download the notes here. 
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So Michelle and I rocked up, at the Associazion Neapolitana hall in Leichhardt. I had a large 
box with examples of everything to pull out in turn to show them. Example cans of fruit (which are 
made in China and Thailand), empty Fowlers Vacola jars, with seal rings and lids and lid springs, all 
the tools used to prepare the tomatoes, the bottle capper, and samples of the finished product including 
bottled lemon juice and lime cordial and jars of peaches, and even my big pressure canner, which I 
bought a couple of months back but haven’t used yet. 


I walked into the hall and started talking to the half dozen people who were there already. They 
were your typical herbal types: pale fey guys with embarrassed smiles in hemp shirts and thongs, and 
thin yoga girls with headscarves and Thai fishing pants. I introduced myself and started talking to them, 
when one of the girls approached with an evil smile plastered across her face. 


”Oh, I am sorry. You mustn’t have got the email. We had to put your presentation off to next 
month. Hope you don’t mind.” 


When I heard ”mustn't have got the email”, combined with that smile, I immediately realised the 
error of my ways, excused myself and left. I bumped into Dave outside, who apologised, and I said it 
wasn’t a problem. It actually saved me a lot of time and effort. Dealing with people like that is a mistake 
to start with, and with hindsight it was very unlikely I could find anyone interested in doing any kind of 
work at such a gig. Most of them looked like they had never lifted a spade in their lives, anyway, they 
were most likely Permaculture fans who liked the exclusivity and fraternity of going to meeting rather 
than actually doing it. 


What Pll try now is getting the Mu Meson knitting group interested. Aspasia and her family, 
several of whom come to the knitting, know very well about tomato bottling fests. They are Greek so 
they never did it themselves, but they did similar things. Aspa tells fascinating stories about how they 
used to buy gallons of milk and make bulk fetta cheese in their bathtub! Maybe they can teach me 
cheese making if I teach them how to bottle tomatoes. 


1. http: //www.mspong. org/various/Home_canning. pdf 


richgoth (2008-12-17 11:16:22) 

he told me that there was a link between Mormons and Freemasonry because Joseph Smith and his friends had 
been Freemasons yes indeed...I believe the Mormons still embroider masonic symbols on their magic underwear 
They were your typical herbal types: pale fey guys with embarrassed smiles in hemp shirts and thongs, and thin 
yoga girls with headscarves and Thai fishing pants. I introduced myself and started talking to them, when one of 
the girls approached with an evil smile plastered across her face. Oh yes, I know them well. The same type of 
people who think guns are dangerous, but claw hammers are not. Morons. Save your pearls for when you are not 
in a pigpen 


carbonunit (2008-12-19 01:49:33) 

Thanks, it did get me down but I’m feeling better now. The thing that really bothers me about these people is 
they are such an obstacle to real progress on the ”green” issues they claim to support. We used to live across 
from a guy who sold solar power installations, he hated them too. He’d go to a serious business conference where 
providers and users would get together and talk seriously about using solar power, and then some hempen retard 
would get up and start talking about "saving the planet”, which they were trying to do! That illustrates the main 
problem with these losers, they love slogans much more than actions. They think action without slogans is a 
waste of effort, and slogans alone are good enough for them. Heh, I just googled ”[1]magic underwear” and the 
top result was the Wikipedia entry for ”[2]temple garment”. Looks... hygenic. 


1. http://www. google.com/search?rls=enkq=magictunderwear 


2. [http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Temple_garment 


732 


richgoth (2008-12-20 01:08:04) 

then some hempen retard would get up and start talking about "saving the planet” oh yeah, that just gives me the 
utter shits. I guess because I have an anarcho-sydicalist family background, we are used to talking about stuff 
and then just DOING IT. Blunt, effective and to the point. Psychologically speaking i am guessing these people 
are afraid of what they are supposedly comitted to and on the other hand desperate to cultivate social status 
by seeming to be even more committed to "the cause” than anyone else. My upbringing on the other hand just 
tells me that actions speak louder than words. A prime exmple would be the discussions over at treehugger.com. 
Someone posts a story about some new "eco car”. 1/3 of the comments will rubbish it as not being eco enough 
(perhaps rightly), 1/3 will praise it, and 1/3 will rave on about how cycling or walking or cars that run on water 
are better or how all technology is doomed. None of them will actually go out and build or buy an eco car. I 
realise the example is a little extreme as most of the cars are over $40K to buy and try. But hell, if I had $40K 
I would go straight out and buy a car from Blade engineering because its all I want in an electric vehicle apart 
from the huge price BTW your PDF of your presentation is excellent! 


7.12.11 I WILL OBEY (2008-12-17 13:20) 


The googly eyes are the best part. Compelling. 


7.12.12 (2008-12-17 14:27) 


I bought a load of 80 silk ties on eBay, for quilting. They arrived last Friday. They were so well packaged. 
Each bundle of ties was bound up with a vintage women’s linen handkerchief. 


The colour selection was good too, lots of warm reds and yellows. Silk ties tend toward silvers and 
greys and subdued colours that emphasise the material. In fact, some of the ties were too good to use. 
I picked out a couple to keep, swearing to swap them with ties from my wearing collection. I'm wearing 
one now, a deep red one with a pattern of crosshatched red and black lines. 
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Later, I showed Michelle the package. She got right in and started pulling out ties, lining them up 
and sorting them. Then I had a terrible realisation. 


”You’re not keeping those ties are you?” 


Oh yes. She picked out about a dozen ties for Michael her step father to pick from. I got her to 
promise that he would replace them with unwanted discards from his own collection, or else she would 
have to make up the loss with silk scarves. That’s always the issue when working with high quality 
material of any kind, you don’t want to start cutting. It’s the same when making furniture out of luxury 
wood, you don’t want to start the sawing. 


7.12.13 I’ve gone and done it now (2008-12-19 12:56) 


I told Kim my immediate manager that I want to quit XchangeIT. I wasn’t planning to do so, but he 
was pushing for me to book some training for January and I had to. He took it well enough. Like a 
good manager he proposed I give it some thought over Christmas and get back to hem when I return in 
2 weeks, which is fair enough. I don’t intend to change my mind. 


I have a shitload of plans. Im not going to look for another job. My instincts tell me right now 
having alternative methods of acquiring the basics of daily life are more important than having a job. [ll 
be spending some time working on those alternatives. If an amazing job that I will love comes and taps 
me on the shoulder, I wouldn't say no, but I’m not looking. I'll post more about that later. 


My biggest problem will be personal infighting at home, which all stems from Michelle’s mother Pam. 
I haven’t mentioned her for awhile, but she is still living upstairs and still gives us all grief. Not that I 
want to fill my blog up with depressing family bickering, but she has full access to Michelle’s emotional 
centre and she uses it constantly. She hasn’t had a job for more than 15 years, but she is a firm believer 
in the benefits of work, earning money that she can spend, providing financial security for her old age 
that she hasn’t prepared for, and paying for dozens of trips to Bali (in the past 4 years she’s been to 
Bali 9 times, I’ve been 3). Like the cruel sociopath she is, she never wastes any time talking to me about 
anything she disaproves of, she goes straight to Michelle and nags her until she can’t think straight. I 
have to be careful about this. Quite frankly, if Pam pulls out all the stops, and Michelle can’t defend 
herself, I might have to stay, or look for another job pronto. It’s not fair, but what is? I can’t have 
Michelles health suffering because of me, even indirectly via her muvva. 


prof_null (2008-12-20 11:02:09) 
Ouch. Don’t s’pose you are looking at moving to Melb then? Those kind of problems are what made me move 
countries many years ago. 


7.12.14 (2008-12-19 14:00) 


Last week the IT guys at one of our magazine distributors contacted us in an excited state. They told 
us their server had been compromised, and they needed to change the username and password pronto. 


Now changing the username and password on an FTP server is always a good idea, as long as your 
users can get the new username and password. The login has remained the same for about 7 years now, 
so it was more than enough time. I started to look into how this could be done. 


The developer of our software said it wouldn’t be a problem, just change the username and password in 
the config on the server and restart it so it reads the new details. Yes, but what about the users? No 
problem, they will just continue to log in as before. 
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Well, we tried it and it worked. This tells us some things. First, the first stage of login must not 
depend on having any kind of username and password. The program must send some kind of key or ID 
that identifies it as a genuine XIT program. Or, perhaps it just asks, I dunno. Nothing would surprise 
me here. 


I tried investigating this using a program called Wireshark (formerly Ethereal) which is a packet sniffer. 
I’ve played with this before but I never downloaded it at work because it’s such a handy hacking tool 
and kind of incriminating to have around. Considering the circumstances, I had a good excuse, and I 
don’t care about this job anyway. What I found is, the XIT client sends the username and password in 
the clear! Anyone with a copy of Wireshark or similar software can extract the login quickly and easily. 


Today I discovered more about the way this compromise came to light. Apprently there is an organisa- 
tion called AusCERT, which stands for Computer Emergency Response Team. They appear to be some 
kind of internet cops. They actually contacted ACP about their server. They discovered the IP address, 
username and password, in a collection of such things they found online. The inference is, they busted 
up some cyber criminals and these details were found in their possession. 


Since the login is sent in the clear, most likely the crims compromised a router and sniffed the packets 
flowing through looking for FTP server logins. It’s fascinating to find that a shadowy semi-government 
organisation goes around telling private companies that their login has been sniffed. 


prof_null (2008-12-20 11:11:53) 
Just think of what you could do with a white van and a bit of electrical gear. . . . that reminds me of some guys a 
few years back who took new fridges out of people’s homes as they watched - some didn’t even ask for paperwork! 


7.12.15 Friday - work drinkies (2008-12-22 20:16) 


Last Friday was the work Christmas function. We went to the Oaks in Double Bay, a nice big luxury 
beer barn in a shooshy suburb. I felt more than a bit ambivalent, because I had just that day told my 
immediate manager Kim that I wanted to leave, but then again, I didn’t feel too bad. It’s not like they’ll 
cry. 


Trevor had asked us to be there by five so he ”wouldn’t look like I’m drinking alone like a drunk”. 
We obliged, but he was missing. It turned out the traffic was backed up because of all the lemmings 
surging into the city to shop. Not to worry, Kim got the beers in and we started without him. 


It’s sad, really, the ritual of work drinking. It’s endemic at the office where I work, because the company 
that owns it is attached, grafted to the side, of Australia’s roughest toughest publisher and drinking is 
a big part of the corporate culture. There is a beer fridge in the server room, with prints of an old 
mainframe stuck to the door and a label that reads ACPHOFALEO1. That's a kind of a joke - ACPHOF 
is a common prefix to the network addresses. Anyway, Friday, it’s not uncommon to see people walking 
around the office with bottles of beer in their hands. That’s in the IT departments. In the publishing, 
they’re drunk as lords by 2 on wine with lunch. 


Kim is a big drinker. he explained that he has recently cut back. He used to drink at least 3 beers 
each evening, but now he limits himself to 3 nights per week, for his wife’s sake. Michael explained that 
he never drinks he launched into an elaborate explanation about the time some people ”shandied” his 
lemonade and he broke out into some kind of rash that covered his large body in small red spots. I 
suggested it might be shingles, brought on by some kind of anxiety about drinking. He seemed to like 
the idea, but then, it sounds like one disease he hasn’t suffered from yet. 


735 


I kept pace with him through 4 beers in rapid succession. Trevor turned up around beer 3. Mark 
and Rod arrived, and then Jon, and we were set. 


The Oaks is a pub restaurant. You get a raw steak and cook it on a grill, with a potato in foil. This is to 
reinforce male bonding. there's something primal about standing around with a bunch of blokes searing 
meat like you've just come back from the hunt. The other thing is, through a combination of impatience, 
macho and a genuine liking for rarity, everyone cooks their meat very rare and ends up chewing mouthfuls 
of gristle. I rarely get rare meat because Michelle likes hers well done so it’s easier to just cook everything 
together. Michael just cooked his on one side, like English toast, for some reason. I think since Mother 
has cooked for him his own life he was unaware that one turns the meat to cook evenly, and he was too 
dim to notice what everyone else was doing. 


The macho didn't last long. Pretty soon Michael and Mark left, and the rest of us were upstairs in 
one of the snugs playing pool and watching Trevor sing "It’s Raining Men” and bogeying, while Kim told 
us about his experience on the Atkins diet. Talking diets and singing camp anthems, what has happened 
to the modern man? Not that Trevor is that way inclined, he just likes the song and is charmingly 
uninhibited. Trevor is an enormously fat, bearded IT fixture who has been wrangling big iron since the 
days of punch cards. Literally, actual 3 by 5 Hollerith cards. Teams of ladies used to punch magazine 
return reports into the cards and then he was feeding them into big tabulators. He told us he never did 
any training - he actually started an IT course in the late 60s and quit after 1 year because he was having 
too much fun. He actually got an office job first, with the same company he works with today, and slid 
into the early IT side of things because he mentioned his 1 year of university. 


Jon explained that he had had a good year, because he and his wife were on better terms than they 
had been for years. They had nearly broken up the year before, because she had gone through several 
illnesses and ended up crippled in a wheelchair and couldn't take the stress. Anyway, he remarked, today 
was her birthday so he had to be home before midnight... Then he started on me, claiming that because 
of my logical deductive mind I ought to be good at pool. I said I was crap, and he started in as though 
I had revealed some huge gaping hole in my self esteem. Perhaps Kim told him I was leaving. 


I left them around 10.30 and caught a cab home. The driver was a machine, he fired the cab like a 
missile, right across the bridge, through the nest of distributor overpasses that threads the city, across 
the Anzac bridge and home in about 20 minutes. 


richgoth (2008-12-22 11:15:13) 
The driver was a machine must be the bastard who almost took me out tonight! 


7.12.16 Weekend (2008-12-23 08:43) 


We woke early and Michelle celebrated the fact she could do the laundry before her mother comman- 
deered the machine. Because Pam is idle throughout the week and we both work, she insists on doing 
her laundry only on the weekend. Because we often go out late on Friday or Saturday nights, she insists 
on getting up early and using the machine first. This also means she occupies the clothes line for the day 
as well. 


After Michelle had pegged out the clothes we drove over to Paddies markets at Lidcombe to buy some 
seasonal fruit for bottling. It was buzzing, even at 8AM. Not so much restaurant buyers and greengrocers, 
who were over in the commercial sheds buying from the big boys pallets of goods. But the big families 
were in effect, clans of Maoris pushing around shopping trolleys full of sweet potatoes and yams, Italians 
with cartons of capsicums for roasting, Greeks at the fish section, and the smallgoods stalls were overrun. 
It was awesome. 
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Michelle took care of the specifics while I went in search of bargains. I gt a couple of cartons of mangoes 
for $10 each, a couple boxes of lemons for $6, a huge box of very small oranges for $10 and best of all, 
two cartons of large black cherries for $12 each. 


Back at the house I immediately set to work canning the mangoes, which were perfect for bottling, 
being very ripe and afflicted with a bit of anthracnose. Anthracnose is a fungal disease which affects 
mangoes and avocados and other tree born fruit. If your mango has big black spots it’s anthracnose. 
Despite the fearsome name it’s harmless, it just shortens the life of the fruit and the black spots ruin 
their appearance. I bottled the flesh with orange and lemon juice, so the sourness should make the sickly 
sweet mango a bit more piquant. Michelle meanwhile went to her jewelry class, who were having their 
Christmas celebrations with jelly shots. 


In the evening I caught the bus over to the Meson archives for Grants exhibition of sculptures. Grant 
Parke makes human figures using twigs from plane trees, which he shapes and selects and wires together 
with copper wire to make very expressive hollow wicker-men type figures. Many of them incorporated 
taxidermied birds as well. Aspa had arranged them along one side of the main cinema, on risers covered 
in sequined cloth for some reason, so they looked a little like people at a club dancing on risers. They 
had announced the show on their radio program earlier in the day and a sufficient number of people came 
that he sold three of them, which was very good considering the money situation at the moment, they 
weren’t cheap. He said later that selling one would have been gratifying, two excellent, and three was 
outstanding. 


His boss Rosemary, who runs the Amazing Paper shop where I did my book binding course, was there. 
She said they were about to re-organise the store. They are leaving their current shopfront, moving the 
shop into the workshop space they use next door, and moving the workshop to the flat above it. I vol- 
unteered to help them move, partly for the opportunity to handle all that lovely paper and bookbinding 
supplies they carry! 


later in the evening the show segued into the Mesons Christmas party, as more friends turned up and we 
broke out the drinks. It was a blast, we went very late. Camille turned up, fresh from Melbourne. Miss 
Jane, Andrew and Renette, Kate and Adam, Anthony, Chris etc. 


I got to talking with a guy called Jay, an earnest and mysterious young man with a faint German 
accent who has been around recently and Djed at the last Sounds. He recommended a number of Deca- 
dent authors like [1]Clarke Ashton Smith and [2]M P Shiel and other contemporaries of Lovecraft whom 
he had been reading, who were almost unknown now. He disappeared after awhile, and then returned 
just as the party was winding down, dead drunk. We gave him a lift home, as well as Cam. He remained 
comatose until we were approaching the suburb where we were told he lived, and just as we were con- 
templating how hard it would be to wake him, he started to issue directions in a weak voice. Michelle 
inched over the speedbumps to avoid making him sick, and he held himself well until we arrived at his 
house, when he left the car, thanked us prefusely, and just as we were pulling away, turned and carefully 
spewed into the garden bed. I have to admire that iron Germanic will! 


On Sunday it was time to bottle the cherries. I located an old metal cherry pitter, a device like a 
syringe with a plunger that pushes a metal probe through the cherry, pushing the seed out. It took a 
little experimentation, ad it never worked very fast, but I managed to prepare 9 medium sized jars of 
cherries in about 4 hours of solid pitting. There were still plenty of cherries left over, rapidly over-ripening, 
so I juiced them. I rushed the pitting and there were a few with the seeds still in, but they bounced right 
out of the juicer hopper so everything worked. I used the juice to bottle the cherries, extended with some 
very light syrup. 


In the arvo we went to the Union hotel to have dinner with Camille and my old friend David, who 
I used to live with in the warehouse. He recently started a new band called Film Theory, a bit of a 
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departure for him. He's mostly been into metal and goth rock, but this band is meant to be based n a 
trip-hop sound. The other member of the band was there, a cool young lady whose name I forgot, but she 
was very funny, and explained that she was scared of zombies because her last boyfriend often pretended 
to be one. Right... 


Camille will be going up to the Blue Mountains for Christmas to her mothers house, and David will 
be visiting his mother in QLD. We'll be at home, with Michelle’s mother, her grand father, step father 
and her grandfathers horrible friend. Joy. Not that I'd rather spend it with my own mother, we haven't 
heard from her at all this year, we don't even know if she is still alive. My brother Martin is in contact 
with her but only just, I think they exchange letters occasionally. The less we hear from her the better. 


1. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Clark_Ashton_Smith 


2. [http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/M._P._Shiel 


7.12.17 The Crapness (2008-12-26 16:36) 


I hope everyone survived the hideous blot which is C****mas. We did, just. No more, though. Next 
year we plan to be miles away, hopefully on another continent. 


The fun started this year, I guess, when I invited our friend Ron to have Christmas lunch with 
us. Ron is a middle aged gentleman who lives alone, is polite, intelligent, erudite, fun to hang around, 
but suffers from what is almost certainly Aspergers syndrome. We love him: he is very funny, and his 
autistic behavior is confined to occasional ticks such as a bit of rocking and flapping his ears. He is 
rather rotund, with thick glasses and thin bristly hair. When he shaves his head he fancies he looks like 
the middle aged Aleister Crowley, and I think there is a resemblance. 


His special subject is science fiction and fantasy, and he has the most encyclopedic memory of 
pulp era SF short stories. I love to play a game with him where I query his knowledge: 


"Ron, do you know the short story where there is this desert planet which is used as a prison, 
and theres something in the air that makes everyone grow extra organs and limbs, which are harvested 
for transplants, and one of the oldest prisoners has mutated into a giant foot?” 


"Sure, that’s by Cordwainer Smith, it’s called A Planet Named Shayol. The big foot was Cap- 
tain Alvarez who discovered the planet. You’d like Cordwainer Smith, he wrote several stories and a 
novel set on a planet called Norstrilia which was settled by Australians who run sheep stations, but they 
farm gigantic mutant sheep which weep an immortality drug from the giant sores on their back...” 


And so on. Michelle’s mother Pam and her partner Mick like him a lot, he’s hilarious once he 
gets going. He also has an encyclopedic knowledge of early TV shows, and they just like his confident 
bullet-proof style. Pam has spent a lot of time working in public housing, and she enjoys the company 
of the old and disabled. Not that Ron falls into either of those categories, but it does mean she has a lot 
more patience than most other women her age. 


We invited him for Christmas lunch last year, too, where he made a big impression on Pam's fa- 
ther Ken. I should say, Pam's stepfather Ken, although this is something we are not permitted to 
mention in his presence. 


Ken is a bitter, empty shell of a man, once a truck driver, now living out his days in a small 
flat in Balmain. He has small, dim eyes sunk in rings, a florid complexion from all the beer he drinks, 
and the nastiest mustache that ever existed. I think he fancies himself as an inheritor of the charm of 
Clarke Gable, because he cultivates a razor thin pencil mustache on his upper lip. It’s almost invisible, 
because it’s so thin, and white, so it’s a shock to realise that he has deliberately cultivated this single 
line of clipped bristles, not pleasant to contemplate. John Waters can carry it off, because he wants to 
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look like the worlds sleaziest man, but on a cashew-head retired truck driver it's totally wrong. 


Ken stole Pam's mother away from her real father, when he was a boarder living in their hotel. 
Pam was abandoned with her real father, who shortly died from cancer. Ken and Pam's mother Lavinia 
weren’t interested in raising a kid, so Pam moved in with her auntie and her giant brood of about 12 
other children. Despite this, Pam always sought to look after her mother and forgave her everything. 
She claims that Lavinia, on her deathbed, made her swear to look after Ken. Since Ken is such a world 
class shit, and would totally alienate Pam if he was ever confronted about his previous life, we all have 
to tiptoe around him and deal with his wishes. 


Over the past couple of years Ken has whittled down his remaining stock of drinking buddies, 
sometimes by arguing with them, sometimes by insulting them, sometimes by stabbing them in the 
back. The only one remaining is Bill. Bill also lives in Balmain. His only surviving family is a junkie 
daughter who loathes him. He had most of his tongue and all his teeth removed a few years ago, because 
of tongue cancer. His face is like a pickled pork knuckle, lumpy and scarlet. Since we moved to Five 
Dock, each year Ken comes for Christmas lunch, bringing his friends with him. There used to be a party 
of 4, then 3, and now only Bill remains, mostly because he has no other options. 


I became aware that there was a problem yesterday morning, when Pam had several whispered 
conversations with Michelle, and seemed on the edge of tears. I gently quizzed her, and discovered that, 
when Ken heard that Ron was invited, he had cussed her out on the phone. Amongst other things, he 
said that the way Ron ate was "fucking disgusting”, and that if "that retard” was coming, he would not. 
Pam had responded in the usual way - biting her tongue, not saying anything to me or Michelle, and 
hoping that it would all work out on the day. 


I immediately called Ron and asked if he would mind changing the program to Christmas dinner 
with us. He was delighted, as he explained he had stayed up all Christmas eve and was tired and he 
would love the opportunity for a sleep. So, problem solved. I told Pam, explained that Ron was quite 
happy, and there would be no problems. She was grateful. 


Mick drove over to Balmain to chauffeur Ken and Bill - they intended to drink. Ken had of- 
fered, in his usual way, to drive to us and leave his car to pick up later, but since picking up the car 
would undoubtedly be turned into a complicated farce, Mick insisted on driving them. 


They walked in, suspiciously eying the place for any “retards” who might be hiding somewhere. 
The temperature dropped about 10 degrees from the hostility as they took their places at the dining 
table we had carried out to the back courtyard. Ken began drinking his VB, from a slab of those tiny 
mini-stubbies, which he had brought in his ancient tin esky. Bill began drinking his Tooheys Old, from 
cans for some reason. I think the jury is well out that beer from cans is an abomination against God, 
but having only the stump of a tongue might explain it. He was panting and groaning from some kind 
of distress; we think he has silicosis or some other form of industrial lung damage. He is meant to spend 
several hours a day on a Ventolin mask, but that would cut into his valuable pub time so he skips it. 


So we all sat down and started to serve Christmas lunch. Bill slurped his beer in silence. Ken 
complained. We winced every time he complained about the number of "chows” in the city now, or how 
unfair it was that he couldn’t go to his latest pub. He had insisted that they turn their big screen from 
the soccer to the news at 5, when there was a large crowd watching the game. When they refused, he 
left in a huff, swearing to never go back. He presented us with his contribution to the feast, a rolled pork 
roast. It was still pink inside. 


Bill ate some chicken, picking each piece up with his mits, tearing pieces off and stuffing them in 


his mouth, masticating them with his gums by rapidly shifting his lower jaw back and forth. He barely 
said a word, which was great because it’s almost impossible to understand him. Ken also has speech 
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problems. His speech is mushy and lazy, permanently damaged by drink and perhaps a few small 
strokes. He whistles his sibilants and loves to emphasize Aussie pronunciations of words, like ”Sat'die” 
for Saturday, and ”’taters ’n poise” for potatoes and peas. The overall effect is like listening to a clogged 
drain trying to talk Strine. Especially when he talks with his mouth full of underdone pork. 


The day dragged on in nightmare slow motion. We took turns escaping from the horror for brief 
moments, not long enough for the oldies to notice and complain about. The clock approached 3, Ken’s 
habitual time to leave. Usually when he visits Pam he comes at quarter to 12 and leaves at 3 to go to 
the pub. Of course, the pubs weren’t open today, but we knew his habits would make it easier to turf 
him out at that time. 


Michelle and I drove them home. Bill was groaning quite loudly by this time, repeatedly going 
”Ohhh! Ohhh!” and breathing with difficulty. We dropped him off at his cottage and made sure he went 
inside. Ken wasn’t the least bit worried. Last time Bill went into hospital, the first thing we heard about 
it was when Ken started complaining that Bill hadn’t been at the pub for a week. When Pam tracked 
him down in hospital, Ken just stopped talking about him. One moment he was a rude bastard for not 
coming to the pub, the next he might never have existed. 


Approaching Kens flat we noticed a disgusting smell in the car. We though there might have 
been a sewage leak in the area, Balmain is an old suburb and has drain problems there sometimes. But 
when Ken climbed out of the car we realised he had shit his pants. This is not uncommon for him, a diet 
of almost nothing except beer and meat, especially undercooked pork, will do that. He takes Immodium 
and other isotonic salt supplements constantly, and won’t acknowledge the fact that it’s caused by his 
diet. At least he didn’t stain the seat. 


Back home we had a brief nap, and then headed for Strathfield station to pick up Ron. Ron is 
very punctual, which is great. We always pick him up at the roundabout at Strathfield, precisely on the 
hour. 


Dinner with Ron was lovely, in contrast to the old men. He ate politely, but copiously, elabo- 
rately praising Michelle’s rissoles all the while. "If that bowl was filled with sparkling diamonds instead 
of rissoles I would not be more delighted” he said at one point. He reminisced with Pam and Mick 
about forgotten TV gems, like the local horror show host Deadly Earnest, and imports like Boris Karloff 
Thriller Theatre. He was very sad when we told him about the demise of our cat Flash, who had slept 
with him last time he came. The only uncomfortable part of hosting Ron is when he feels that the 
conversation has drifted away from his usual territory, when he turns to you and declares loudly ”Did 
you know that French TV was originally broadcast in high definition? It was originally 819 scan lines, 
before they unified with Europe at 615 lines.” 


I discovered the reason for this particular obsession after dinner, when we retired to watch some 
DVDs he had brought. He had an old BBC dramatization of ”A” Is For Andromeda. It was kinescope, 
shot from the early British 405 line black-and-white TV transmission, so there was noticable interlacing 
at the edges of anything moving. It was a pretty boring show anyway, so we soon switched to watching 
late episodes of the Time Tunnel, which were full of aliens 


By this time I was pretty tired, and worn out from the day of stress and trying to navigate a 
safe path through the social minefield of Michelle’s family. When some local hoodlums began letting 
off fireworks outside the amenities block in the local park, just across the road from our house, I lost 
it. It’s not the fireworks I hate so much as the way Michelle over-reacts, racing outside to bring in the 
cats and grinding her teeth in impotent frustration, that she takes out on us. So, I went berserk. I ran 
outside, down the road and confronted the little shits, yelling "What is it you like so much about toilets? 
Why do you like toilets so much? Why do you hang around toilets all the time?” in their sneering, 
all-too punchable faces. They weren’t the least bit worried and just started calling me a Grinch and 
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flipping me off, so I jogged back to the house to call the cops. Michelle started cussing me out, instantly 
building some elaborate worst-case fantasy where they would sneak back and burn our house to the 
ground in revenge. I grabbed the key to the garage to grab something to wallop the hoodlums with, and 
she blocked me. There we were, struggling in the back door, with Ron watching in horror and surprise. 
Michelle refused to call the cops, but I overheard Pam upstairs on the phone, and just managed to get 
past Michelle in time to see a fire engine cruise past slowly and start spotlighting the park. The kids 
scattered and left. Michelle was fuming angry with me by this time, and insisted on taking Ron home 
alone. 


Now Um in the doghouse again, but it's not so bad. The kids tagged the amenities block all 
over with their stupid slogans, so the council will have more reason to actually do something about it 
this time. Last time I confronted them, everyone else was away. I think Pam and Michelle were in Bali, 
and Mick was traveling because of work. Michelle was highly amused when I told her what I had done 
that time, but perhaps she didn’t believe me. 


So that was my Christmas, and a classic of it’s kind. I hope your own was much less exciting, 
angst-ridden and violent. 


hbdeath (2008-12-26 06:53:58) 

A pedant writes: A for Andromeda was actually shot on film, not videotape, so (unless I’m mistaken, which is a 
possibility that should never be ruled out) the surviving materials on the series should actually the original prints 
rather than kinescopes (apart from the fragment of the first episode). Also, did Ron have a conversation with you 
about gender being the final frontier? That was what he did with me on Monday night after Mu-Meson, cos I’d 
had the ill-fortune to be seen by him at the Taxi Club on Saturday... 


carbonunit (2008-12-26 07:44:56) 

There is only 1 episode of the original series surviving, and it appears to have been kinescope, not original film. 
The DVD he had actually presented the missing episodes using surviving ”kinesnaps” I think they were called, 
which were production stills, with spooky music and subtitles. Another interesting artifact was, the picture often 
apeared to have been shot through gauze, as there was a regular ”weave” pattern superimposed across the picture. 
Ron said this was actually interference caused by mains current, which was at the same frequency as the TV the 
kinescope was shot from. The cycling of mains current made the electron beam slightly stronger or weaker at 
regular points across the raster lines, giving this effect. And no, he didn’t bring up the issue of gender, as such. 
That must have been... tense. 


hbdeath (2008-12-26 09:36:19) 

Coming from Ron of all people, it was doubly odd and disturbing. I’ve got the Andromeda DVD but haven't 
found time to watch it yet. And the word you're looking for is "telesnaps”, which are actually transmission stills 
made by taking single photographs off the screen during the actual broadcast. They were done by a bloke called 
John Cura, who ran his service from 1947 to the late 60s, and he supposedly made about 250,000 of these things. 
In a lot of cases, they’re the only surviving visual record of hundreds of otherwise lost programs. 


richgoth (2008-12-26 08:44:46) 
Your Christmas would make a good steven king story :-( 


malwae (2008-12-29 02:31:11) 


Heh, I guess mine wasn’t that bad then. Just involved the Midwest and chainsmoking, alcoholic, but generally 
pleasant, inlaws. 
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7.12.18 (2008-12-29 14:04) 


Since Christmas day things have been mostly shit. I don’t wanna go into it in detail. I’ve spent far too 
much time in a simultaneous argument with Michelle and her mother Pam. 


Pam was not upset at all about my ineffectual yelling at the hoodlums. She was upset by my plan 
to leave this job, as was Michelle. It was hilarious when Pam was trying to justify her stance, saying "You 
can't just leave a job! You have to stay at the same job until you're fired or people will think you are lazy!” 
Michelle, to her credit, had to agree with me that actually, employers don’t like to see long unchanging 
periods of employment at the same company on your resume. They take it to mean lack of ambition and 
inability to cope with change. Pam just changed tack at that point. That’s their technique; constantly 
reframing the argument to their own ends. If you keep cool and rationally debate their arguments you 
are “robotic” and cold, if you show any signs of anger you are emotional”, if you catch them in logical 
inconsistency they change the subject. The only thing that saved my soul was reflecting on the fact that 
I was being lectured on employment and fiscal responsibility by a 60 year old baby boomer who hasn’t 
had a job for about 18 years, who has just taken delivery of yet another shipment of high priced Balinese 
antiques which she bought in her 10th or was it 11th trip there? with money earned by her long suffering 
partner Mick. 


Also, Michelle claims that she thought I said, when I told her about my first outburst at the hood- 
lums last winter, that I was walking home from the bus. She claims that this is why she thought that 
was funny - because they wouldn’t have seen what house I lived in. The fact that I never catch the bus 
home late at night, because they don’t run after 10PM, is immaterial. 


They browbeat me into agreeing to stay. Partly by the simple fact that I couldn’t get anything worth- 
while done if I quit, if I have to constantly deal with their anger. Another strange thing which emerged 
was a bit of a revelation. Michelle has often, in fits of anger, talked about her "resentment” towards me. 
I never understood this before, because she could never explain herself, why resentful? I just thought 
that perhaps she thought resentment was a synonym for anger. Because we were already getting deep 
into a 3-alarm argument I demanded that she explain herself this time. Bit by bit it emerged that her 
”resentment” would better be described as envy; envy of my 3-day work week, my adventures with various 
things like book binding and the Freemason archives, my health and my confidence. I tried to explain 
that the only reason she is envious is because she is too scared to try anything. That wasn’t a good 
tactic. Her position was basically "Sure, we own our own home, you have a large nest egg saved against 
the future, we have a varied and desirable pool of talent and knowledge, we have options which other 
people can only dream of, but we shouldn’t ever exercise any of the options life affords, we should ignore 
opportunity and keep grinding our souls to powder for the benefit of our worthless employers, because 
that’s what life is all about.” 


This isn’t a tenable situation for me. My immediate plan is to shut down all my activities for awhile, go 
back to working 5 days a week, and start looking for somewhere else to live. If Michelle “resents” me, 
and I can’t do anything creative and worthwhile, then I have no other option. 


I did have a nice time at Richards place on Sunday arvo hanging out with Haruspexx, Paul, Kim- 
berly and Ross. Thanks guys, you cheered me up. Richard gave me a bottle of homemade absinth, which 
is probably just what I need right now! 


richgoth (2008-12-29 06:17:22) 
drink that absinthe and you won’t hiccup ever again :-) thanks for coming, I had a grand time with you all there 
to fuss over :-) 
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carbonunit (2008-12-29 21:35:07) 

When are you planning to try smoking some meat? Apparently fruit tree wood is good for smoking. Our peach 
tree has a dead dry limb which Pll have to remove soon, and I had to saw off a green limb which cracked under 
the weight of the fruit. Interested? 


richgoth (2008-12-30 06:43:06) 
yeah why not? We have an apricot stump in the yard as well 


richgoth (2008-12-30 06:43:51) 
I have to try and track down some recipies and ask about brisket at the butchers 


richgoth (2008-12-30 06:49:45) 
http://forums.egullet.org/index.php?showtopic=24820 &st=0 http://www.saltandwoodsmoke.com/?p=154 


peculia (2008-12-29 07:23:13) 
Oh, my god, that sounds awful :( I agree with you, though. You don’t got but one life; you should live it how you 


want. 


bluedevi (2008-12-30 12:23:00) 
off-topic passionate icon love* Would it be okay to steal it? 


peculia (2008-12-30 12:30:56) 
Go for your life :) 


prof_null (2008-12-29 21:56:32) 

Sadly this is why I didn’t get married years ago: I saw that kind of thing happening and realised it would drive 
me nuts (assuming that I have a measure of sanity to lose, of course). I still didn’t escape it though - it’s a freakin’ 
plague. Sorry i don’t have any good suggestions. "Security is primarily between the ears”. . . . Happy new year 
anyhoo. Hope yours is better than mine :) 


haruspexx (2008-12-29 23:05:01) 
if you need to escape for another afternoon anytime, come round to chiswick and we can hang out on S &L’s 
balcony. 


carbonunit (2008-12-30 10:18:05) 
I would love to! Perhaps on Friday? 


haruspexx (2008-12-30 23:50:23) 
Yep, friday sounds good, nye hangover should be gone by then :-) here’s my mobile # 0424 314 282 


bluedevi (2008-12-30 12:49:59) 

I’m resisting the temptation to do a knee-jerk sympathy rant, because I have similar issues with ’sensible’ partner 
vs constant urge to run away with the circus (much less horrible, by the sound of it, but similar). But I hate that 
thing people do on the internet where something in a post triggers off a big speech about themselves and they 
don’t see the subtleties of the other person’s situation. And because this is the internet, I’m not seeing the other 
side of the argument, which makes me cagey as well. Not claiming that you personally are giving an unfair version 
of events, just that I’ve seen too many others do so. All that said, and if you don’t mind an uninformed opinion: 
I don’t think you should go back to a 5-day week in a job that ’grinds your soul to powder’ if you can manage 
without and the only reason you’re doing it is to try to defuse or escape from some of the resentment at home. 
It sounds to me like the resentment is still going to be there, you'll just be all the more exhausted, creatively 
frustrated and unable to do anything constructive about it. Though I may be misinterpreting. 
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carbonunit (2008-12-30 22:16:16) 
All personal accounts are unfair. I try and report only the facts, but my words are coloured by my own viewpoint. 


I don’t know what Michelle would say in her defence. Currently she’s acting like nothing happened. She would 


be very angry if she knew I was blogging all this. That doesn’t worry me any more. Don’t worry about this, I’m 


formulating a plan. I know I can’t just appease this resentment by only doing what she wants. There are several 


options. 


7.12.19 Hmmmm (2008-12-30 11:55) 


Hmm. Michelle is all breathless apologies and smiles now that I’ve agreed to stick to doing what I hate. 
That appears to have been the whole of the problem. Oh well. 


Here’s my running list from my notebook of some of the things I hoped to have time to do after I 
quit my job. It’s hard to contemplate doing these while working because of fatigue and distraction, let 
alone lack of time. Still, this is only a temporary setback. Someday! 
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. Set up artist-in-residence gig at [1]Reverse Garbage (one of my favouritest places) producing quilts 


and picture mosaics. 


. Interview unknown personal heroes like Dr Death and Mr Puddefoot and publish. 


. Explore new methods of preserving food such as smoking fish, jerking beef, salumi, fruit leather, 


drying mushrooms. 


. Explore the shelves of [2]Happy High Herbs. 
. Setup and maintain a wifi file server at the Mu Mesons for trading media files with patrons. 


. Construct a "salad machine”. Start with self watering pots; if they work, try making a small 


hydroponic garden with PVC pipe and an aquarium pump. Work up to a series of pipes and a tank 
of fish for the nitrogen. 


. Provide Michelle with home made beads for her beading. Construct tumbler, rock drill rig and 


learn how to shape them with the Dremmel drill. 


. Walk the entire Coast walk in the Royal National Park from Bundeena to Otford in a single day. 
. Learn to play guitar. 
. Do some long distance road walking along old swagman routes. (In winter). 


. Explore Sydney harbour by kayak. First rent the kayak for a few days, then if it seems worthwhile 


buy a second hand one small enough to carry from house to the waterfront. 


. Finish Warehouse Daze. Illustrate with photos and videos from Sam. Include interviews with the 


other guys. Publish online. 


. Learn to touch-type! There are [3]free online tuturs now. 


. Construct large scale bitmap art works and leave in public places. Glued to walls of abandoned 


buildings around Callan Park? 


. Do a video for one of David's songs. Idea - blocky bitmap video with lollies for pixels! Like the 


Gondry lego video. Write perl script to convert regular video to Lolly Vision using library of 
coloured lolly scans. 


E 


6. Acquire some other basic manufacturing skills. Making paper, soap, [4]caseine plastic, mouldable 
cellulose, ink. 


E 


7. Primitive photography. Pinhole, home-made collodion plates, tintype, daguerreotypes. 


E 


8. Knit a garment with a [5]QR code on the back which encodes a dirty limerick or curses the reader 
for scanning the code. 


Pp 


1. [Rbtp://www.reversegarbage.org.au/) 
2. [http: //wwu.happyhighherbs .com/ 

3. [nttp://sense-1ang. org/typing/| 
4 

5 


A S 


ttp://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Casein_paint 


ttp://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/QR_Code 
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richgoth (2008-12-30 06:37:54) 
a VERY interesting list... have you seen the work of sally mann? http://au.youtube.com/watch?v=062-YMQHeol 


richgoth (2008-12-30 06:38:48) 
http://www.pbs.org/art21 /artists/mann/ 


carbonunit (2008-12-30 10:16:16) 
Now that is what I’m talking about! I love her description of buying old lenses. 


richgoth (2008-12-30 10:27:50) 
shes a great lady... very much tarred by the hysterical anti-paedophilia crowd in the US I have seen her kids 


(now adult) talk about how it felt to be the subject of so much photography, and they definitely weren’t ex- 
ploited like her critics allege 


richgoth (2008-12-30 10:28:53) 
but most people are into wet plate just because of the the ether ;-) (BTW a friend is looking to offload a 1 
litre bottle of ether...too explosive to have in the house with a kid around) 


carbonunit (2008-12-30 11:16:17) 


i would very much like 1 litre of ether. It comes in very handy for extracting and concentrating certain 
botanical essences... 


richgoth (2008-12-31 01:26:23) 
OK I will ask him 


bluedevi (2008-12-30 13:42:42) "my life’s been up and down since I walked from that crowd” 

Though I didn’t keep commenting on individual posts, I’ve been meaning to say I loved Warehouse Daze as a 
whole. And I was really struck by that back-to-the-present post at the end, that you put up just as the credit 
crunch really hit. It reminded me of [1]the end of Weak Become Heroes by The Streets. 


1. http://www.lyricstime.com/the-streets-weak-become-heroes-lyrics.html 


haruspexx (2008-12-30 23:46:51) 
No. 8 and No. 11 are both on my list of things to do too! 


prof_null (2008-12-31 00:35:46) 
A great list! re 16, we did that at school, easy. you need formaldehyde to make it last though. re 12, of course! 


6,14,17: great stuff. Too bad you probably can’t make a living out of that stuff. Love to see modern daguerrotypes 
though. HNY! 
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Chapter 8 


2009 


8.1 January 


8.1.1 (2009-01-10 10:14) 


My official position on the Christmas debacle, and the fact that my plans to substantially increase my 
slack were killed by Michelle and Pam, is as follows. I’m as mad as hell but I am going to take some 
more. 


Let's start with the fact that I can't quit Michelle. I don’t like her very much at the moment, but I 
can’t leave her. 


Also, it is really a dumb idea to quit a money-making job at this time in history. despite the fact 
that, in my opinion, alternatives to the money economy are going to become much more important soon, 
it’s also good to have money. Especially if inflation kicks in, it’s better to be earning in a job where they 
can’t fire you and have to increase your salary at market rates, than to have money in the bank. It might 
not be as good as having a wide and secure network of trading contacts, but there you go. 


So I worked five days last week, which is one of the things I was hoping to avoid by quitting. It sucked, 
but then, I did it before. Kim, to his credit, set things up so Michael did most of the support calls. I 
wore cans or headphones to try to drown out his horrible voice. My hearing is extremely acute, which 
is a problem at work. I can hear and understand his voice through noise reduction cans and earplugs. 
It isn’t loud, but it makes me wince whenever he does something really stupid and I want to jump in to 
save the customer from destruction. 


Now I need to learn MS SQL and especially the reporting services. Kim saved 50K on the price of 
developing our new system by leaving out the reporting side. I installed the 180 day trial of MS SQL, 
wrote a perl script to import sales data, and started practicing with that. Its very similar to Access, and 
I already know enough SQL to get what I want, but when it came time to try web published reports I 
ran into Vista’s security bullshit and it took a whole day to drill through that. I still don’t know what I 
did that actually enabled me to view reports in a browser. Tomorrow I need to do some homework, write 
some stored procedures to populate all the complex rats nest of tables that the developers have come up 
with, with the customers account details. 


One thing I have decided is, if I have to work 5 days, and if my projects at home are so annoying 
to Michelle and Pam, I am going to spend a lot more time out of the house. I need to get out more, 
without Michelle, because she can’t walk very well and I’m sick of the frustration of waiting for her all 
the time. It seems a fair trade off. I'd rather work on my projects, but Pll put that aside for the moment. 
This evening its [1]First Night, next weekend, [2]A11 Tomorrow’s Parties. 
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1. http://www.sydneyfestival.org.au/2009/Festival_First_Night 
2. [http://www.sydneyfestival.org.au/2009/event/_item/event/ALL_TOMORROWS_PARTIES 


prof_null (2009-01-10 00:06:27) 

Yep, the awful truth. From observation, most of the human race get themselves into similar situations: always 
the difficult decision of staying with a bad situation that you at least know and can manage (sort of) or striking 
out into unknown and dangerous territory. I can only concur with your partial solution, get out on your own 
more. I’d join you but I made a bad decision recently - my job was not fantastic but I will probably be asking to 
go back there when my lease comes up in a few months. Chin up, my friend. Maybe you need those expensive 
Sennheiser cans like the guys at the airport use - or ones that can be set to just block everything. Perhaps you 
could encourage your boss to give you your own office? 


haruspexx (2009-01-10 02:01:35) 
We'll be at First Night tonight too. Perhaps on bikes, am thinking that a midnight cycle home might be pleasant. 
Mebbe see you there. 


8.2 February 


8.2.1 (2009-02-05 12:55) 


It sounded like there was water in my ear. When I shifted my jaw, there was a soft rushing sound, similar 
to the sound when your ears are full of water after a swim, especially when you tilt your head and hop 
on one foot and the water suddenly drains out surprisingly warm down the side of your face, 


I haven't been swimming, though, and when I poked my finger a short distance into my ear, there 
was a sharp pain. I was afraid it might be an ear infection, and pus or blood was pooling in there. Yuck! 


But then, rocking my jaw from side to side, I realised the sound was different to having an ear full 
of liquid. It actually sounded a bit like rubbing a balloon. Or perhaps rubbing a drumstick across the 
skin of a drum. The way it started and stopped so suddenly with the movement of my jaw. 


I had the horrible thought that the old-man whiskers growing from my ears might be growing inside 
too. Perhaps one had gone the wrong way and got caught, like a vine growing down a well with no room 
to turn around, and the tip was dragging back and forth on my eardrum when I moved my jaw. I started 
pinching delicately inside my lughole, moving the stubbly trimmed whiskers around, looking for the long 
one. Remembering that those ear hairs are the product of one of the very few genes which are carried on 
the Y chromosome. 


Instead of a whisker I drew out a cat hair! I can even tell which cat it’s from - Tilly, the big fat 
banded one who likes to sleep pressed up against the side of my head, so no surprises there. 


8.2.2 (2009-02-06 05:42) 

I think our neighbours killed themselves last night. Or were murdered. Or something bad. 

About midnight Michelle woke up and realised all the lights were on in the house on the opposite corner. 
It belongs to Rod and Dot, an extremely old couple. She went out and discovered dozens of police cars, 


police tape around the entire house, and a couple of ambulances standing around idle. Most of the people 
were inside. 
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I slept through all that. About 2 I woke up because the cats were running up and down the bed. 
They had treed a huntsman spider on the wall just above my head. I got up to capture it and put it 
outside and Michelle pointed out the action across the road. 


Rod was a carpet installer, had his own company, which he sold to his son. He was friendly when 
we moved in, leant us some tools, I gave him some homebrew beer. Then his wife started to lose her 
faculties. She had an inner ear balance problem, and then she started to go senile. Rod rented the ground 
floor of his house out to a series of dodgy people who came and went in quick succession. The last batch 
of those moved out about 3 weeks ago. 


The last time I spoke to him was when a pair of young women crashed into the traffic barrier at the 
intersection between our houses. The driver was learning, she had been speeding along Henley Marine 
and tried to take the turn without slowing down. I saw the whole thing from the front garden, and when 
they jumped right out and started complaining about how unfair it was that a traffic barrier was right 
in the middle of that intersection, I went inside and got my camera. Rod came over and got involved, he 
was much more sympathetic to the girls. He chewed me out when I started taking pictures of them and 
their crashed car. 


Recently Rod himself was becoming more decrepit, although he still drove, barely. It was odds on 
he would lose his licence the next time he had to get himself tested. I wouldn’t be surprised if it was a 


murder suicide case. 


Edit: Yep, murder suicide. They’re the ones on Augusta street, which also joins Henley Marine at 
our intersection. 


http://www.news.com.au/dailytelegraph /story/0,22049,25015547-5001021 ,00.html 


peculia (2009-02-05 21:51:59) 
My boss lives on that street. He came in full of this news, I was quite surprised to see it here too. What a sad 
story :( 


(2009-02-07 01:20:45) 

Well, guess that place will be coming up empty soon. On the bright side, if the new neighbours turn out to be 
"orrible, you can tell them the gory details of what happened to the previous tenants, they’ll be gone real fast! 
Seriously, there’s bound to be more of this as things look darker on the money front. It never ceases to amaze me 
how many people might look okay on the outside, yet in private they are in catastrophe. 


8.2.3 (2009-02-06 09:00) 


Apparently, sometime before or after the spider eviction, the cops came over and rang the doorbell. We 
didn't hear it, Pam answered. The cops wanted to ask some questions, about what she had seen the pre- 
vious afternoon. They couldn't tell her what happened, they said there were "suspicious circumstances” 
but I think they were referring to the murder part of murder-suicide. She told them she had seen Rod 
and Dot arrive home that afternoon, and remarked on how frail they appeared as Rod helped her inside. 


The police said that their daughter rose the alarm that evening when she called and couldn't get an 
answer. She sent her husband around who found them dead and called for help. 


This morning the street was lined with TV cameras and reporters, watching the house, waiting for 
the moment the bodies were carried out. Forensics had been at the scene most of the night. There were 
a lot of police cars and vans around. I guess if there's one more advantage to legalised euthanasia it’s 
preventing the waste of police resources. 


749 


8.2.4 (2009-02-06 21:11) 


Pam learnt a lot more from the police and media today. Channels Seven and Nine both rang the doorbell 
during the day looking for some soundbites. Pam, wisely, didn’t give them anything. You just can’t in 
a situation like this, the commercial media these days is just too hungry to spin everything to make it 
appealing. 


What she didn’t tell them (but did tell the police) is that she had spoken to them both yesterday 
afternoon when they arrived home. Pam is home all the time and often talked to Rod. They had just 
arrived home, Rod was assisting Dot inside. Aparently Rod had a heart attack just before Christmas, 
and could barely get up the stairs. He was unusually taciturn. 


What the police told her was this. Rod had called his son-in-law yesterday around 7, but he missed 
the call. When he saw the missed call he drove over to check on them. When he saw that all their lights 
were on he let himself in and found them. Dot had died, been killed, fairly peacefully in her bed. Rod, on 
the other hand, was *messy”. This was what triggered the big investigation, which included searching the 
surrounding streets for dicarded weapons and evidence. They had thought he must have been murdered 
by someone else, until they determined that he killed himself. 


This terrible detail has us all stunned. I can only assume he must have stabbed himself or cut him- 
self. It’s a harsh world. 


8.2.5 (2009-02-07 13:45) 


The heat is here. The giant blob of hot dry air which has been cooking over central Australia for weeks, 
held there by high pressure off the East coast and prevailing easterly winds from the West coast, has 
finally arrived. It’s been making life miserable for everyone in Adelaide and Melbourne for some time 
now. Sydney got off easy. 


We don’t have aircon, and don’t want it. We live near the harbour, and it’s a waste of money and 
power most of the year. In the morning, about 9, when the temperature outside climbed hotter than 
the temperature in, we prepared. We closed all the windows, and draped sheets over the big verandah 
windows facing east. We closed the back door and kept it closed, despite the constant attempts of Pam 
to open it or persuade Michelle to leave it open. Pam believes that opening a window or door cools a 
room despite the fact that there is a blast furnace outside. She’s cooking upstairs while the burning wind 
blows through her part of the house, efficiently conveying the suns heat to every nook and cranny. 


Inside it’s about 26 now, outside at least 34. As soon as the temperature outside falls below the temper- 
ature in, we'll open up again. Tomorrow they predict a day in the mid 40s, until a cool change in the 
arvo. Groovy. 


hbdeath (2009-02-07 05:49:09) 
They’re only predicting mid-40s for the west of Sydney. The BOM website still says it’s predicting 33 for Sydney 
itself. Which is bad enough, but it’s still not quite the "hottest place on Earth” hype we've been seeing. 


carbonunit (2009-02-07 05:57:14) 

Good news, at least for the inner city. I believe it got above 40 in the west today as well. That media hype is 
pretty meaningless, as usual. I think they meant there was a chance that parts of Sydney might be hotter, briefly, 
than any other major city at that exact time. Which isn’t hard to do, since the really hot places would all be on 
the nightside of the planet at the time. 
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prof null (2009-02-07 22:50:31) 

Down here on saturday it got to 45, a record. Like you, we stayed inside with blinds and windows shut while the 
fans blew the warm air around. Actually, the previous spell of 3 days of 40+ heat was much worse: it gradually 
soaks in and melts things, we even had a power cut. Trains stopped, the wheel cracked up etc. etc. Yesterdays 
bake was mercifully short by comparison, okay as long as you didn’t go out. We can't wait to get out of here and 
back to Sydney weather, less extreme. 


8.2.6 Mozart (2009-02-07 13:54) 


My old black cat Mozart is very sick. He is barely eating, and very skinny. Right now he's lying on the 
cool tiles in the bathroom. 


We noticed a couple of weeks ago that he had lost his shine, and was spending a lot of time lying 
listlessly around the back yard, and the stiffness in his hips, which all old cats get, was getting worse. 
Then we realised that he had an infected nose, with green snot in one nostril and boogers as well. It was 
always the same nostril, which I thought meant he had snuffed up a blade of grass or something which 
was causing the infection. 


The vet said it was most likely cat flu, and she proposed antibiotics to fight the bacterial infection 
while he recovered from the viral one. I asked for Clavulux, knowing how much he hates pills. Clavulux 
is a liquid, which I thought could be squirted on his food or right in his mouth. 


Of course, he hated the clavulux, and it seemed to destroy his remaining appetite. Yesterday we took 
him to the vet again, because although he was feeling better after a day without Clavulux he had hardly 
eaten anything all day. A different vet saw him, and she thought the infection was actually an abscess 
in his tooth, which had caused a sinus infection and blood poisoning. She changed him to a different 
antibiotic, a pill this time, but she didn’t have much hope for him. 


Neither do I. I’m pretty sure this is the end of the road for the old boy. He is 18, same age as Flash was. 
Michelle bought him some lamb baby food, which he licked up a teaspoon or two. Other than that, he 
drinks water and lies on his side staring into space. 


(2009-02-07 03:49:54) 
Oh man, I’m so sorry to hear that. Hope he’s not suffering too much. :( mattg. 


8.2.7 (2009-02-08 14:43) 


Mozart still wasn’t eating, so we took him to a different vet today. It wasn’t something I wanted to do, 
but Pam has mostly taken over, as she is wont to do, and it isn’t worth while trying to oppose her. I 
comforted myself that, even if we are just adding to the sum of his suffering, it won’t last forever no 
matter what happens. 


They took a blood sample and tried to take another, but even his jugular vein is too collapsed from 
dehydration to do so. They took a urine sample by jabbing a needle directly into his bladder! I had no 
idea such a thing was possible. Then he decided to piss on me, because he was so stressed from all the 
examining and having his fur shaved. He was panting and throwing up bile when we took him home. 


The vet neatly cracked the tartar off his tooth with her thumbnail and declared it wasn’t obviously 
loose or damaged under there. This means the root cause of his sickness is most likely something else, 
possibly his liver or a cancer somewhere. 
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He ate a small amount of sloppy food and drank some water. I think removing that tartar might 
have done him a world of good. They gave us some new antibiotic, and advised we get some hydration 
salts into him somehow. 


Now we're sheltering inside the house again. The streets are deserted. Hopefully the cold change will 
sweep through soon. 


earle (2009-02-08 16:29:41) 
Good luck, chum. I’ve had a few cats who reached that age, and know how you feel. 


8.2.8 (2009-02-09 21:27) 


Mozart is eating again! I am happy! he is eating whole saucers of the finest minces and sachetes of 
senior cat food we could find him. Also, his blood test shows no liver cancer and only a possible thyroid 
problem. Yes! 


I was thinking the other day, Mozart is very different to most cats. In fact, his temperament is par- 
ticularly like a horse. He is quiet, determined, still, serious, deep and calm like a horse. A tiny black 
horse. he looks bizarre because the vet shaved his throat to get a blood sample. The skin underneath is 
wrinkled like a buzzard neck. 


Meanwhile those terrible fires in Victoria burn on. Whole towns have been wiped out, and the death toll 
is climbing. 


earle (2009-02-09 17:35:52) 
Yay! Glad to hear it. About Mozart, I mean, not those poor bastards in Victoria. 


prof_null (2009-02-10 04:05:25) 
Yes, ‘tis good to hear Mozart is okay. I may not always comment, but I read all. 


8.2.9 (2009-02-10 16:15) 
I’m feeling a bit raw at the moment. It’s been a trying week. 


The latest news about our neighbours Rod and Dot is, they left a suicide note. Both signed. They 
had both discussed with their daughter and son-in-law the fact that they did not want to be a burden 
on them, in their old age. Dot had dementia, which means she wasn’t permanently incapacitated, she 
had lucid moments and less than lucid moments. She used to be an avid seamstress, she used to make 
all her own clothes and she had a sewing room set up with everything she needed, big southern windows 
for natural light. Even when she was lucid, her demntia had robbed her of her skill. She just couldn’t 
sew anything anymore. Rod had a heart attack, he could barely walk up the stairs, and he was definitely 
going to lose his licence next time he got tested. 


Last Thursday they went out to lunch together, for the last time. Pam was the last person to talk 
to them, when they arrived home. They had planned it together. They knew what they were doing. 
They make me proud to be human, somehow. Even if they were wrong, even if they could have gone on, 
I respect the fact they chose not to. Even though the world denied them a decent avenue for euthanasia, 
because of the pathetic fears of religious zealots, they did it anyway with the tools they had to hand. I 
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still don't know exactly how Dot died, but her body wasn't harmed. Rod spilled a lot of blood, we know 
that much. 


8.2.10 (2009-02-12 21:33) 


"Two of my favorite things are sitting on my front porch smoking a pipe of sweet hemp, and playing my 
Hohner harmonica.” - Abraham Lincoln 


malwae (2009-02-12 21:19:17) 
Oooh, nice! What’t the source on that? 


carbonunit (2009-02-13 06:59:21) 

Nothing really solid. It was in an [lJarticle on Huffington Post. It was meant to be an excerpt from a letter 
Lincoln wrote to the Hohner company, which was displayed in the Hohner museum in Germany, but nobody can 
find a scan or anything. 


1. http: //www.huffingtonpost .com/robbie-gennet/on-role-models-and-their_b_164387 .html 


8.2.11 How to survive economic collapse (2009-02-16 13:05) 
http://cluborlov.blogspot.com/2009/02/social-collapse-best-practices .html 


Very cogent, and funny. Bit of a sequal to the Closing the Collapse Gap article at 
http://www.energybulletin.net /node/23259. 


malwae (2009-02-16 15:30:36) 
I especially love the bit about his grandfather feeding Pravda to his donkey in Tashkent. I think I might have met 
that guy... 
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carbonunit (2009-02-16 22:24:25) 
I didn’t even notice that was in the former Soviet state of Uzbekistan! Like most people, whenever I see USSR I 
think of vodka and snow and round furry hats. 


prof_null (2009-02-17 00:27:48) 
Wow, this is great stuff, great information. Fabulous ironies abound. Thanks for the links! 


8.2.12 Personal Hygiene (2009-02-16 20:32) 


Recently in the gentlemans retiring room at work I have been observing novel behaviour. Is it new, or 
has it just escaped my notice before? Guys are pulling handfuls of paper towels out of the dispensers and 
using them to avoid touching the urinal flush buttons, the taps on the sinks, and the door handles on the 
way out. It seems a bit excessive to me. I can understand at a scummy pub, not wanting to touch the 
rusty, rough-feeling door handle on the way out, but at work? 


Come to think of it, why don’t they hang toilet doors the other way? If they swung outwards, you 
could pull the handle to enter, and barge the door open with your shoulder on the way out to avoid pick- 
ing up germs from someone elses cheesy dick-touching bum-wiping unwashed hand. The only drawback 
to this plan would be the danger of copping an enthusiastic door in the face when you were going for a 
slash. 


prof_null (2009-02-17 00:34:49) 

Back in the pre-collapse age, some wise guy would be out there next week selling an automatic door with a light 
that tells you it is opening. Back in the real world, some people are just neurotic about germs and disease, and 
it’s bound to get worse in future what with the collapse . . . so don’t worry about the doors, they will soon 
disappear, sold off for bread or vegetables! :) 


earle (2009-02-27 00:28:12) 


I have been saying for years that toilet doors should only open outwards. Unfortunately I never get to say it to 
anyone involved in putting together a building. 


8.2.13 Vale Mozart (2009-02-24 22:12) 


We had to put down Mozart. He has been lingering for weeks. Today he couldn’t walk, and we knew it 
was time. He’s been my friend for 18 years, since he was a kitten. He was the perfect cat. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/6948312/ 
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richgoth (2009-02-24 11:33:20) 
my condolences :-( 


carbonunit (2009-02-24 22:07:58) 
Thanks Richard. 


rose_gialle (2009-02-24 11:33:21) 
I’m sorry. 


carbonunit (2009-02-24 22:08:09) 
Thank you. 


peculia (2009-02-24 11:39:25) 
He must have been a very healthy, happy and loved fellow to have grown so long in the tooth. 


carbonunit (2009-02-24 22:10:55) 
Kind of. He was mostly very serious, very determined and headstrong cat. He concealed his sensitive side well. 


(2009-02-24 12:05:12) 
damn, sorry to hear that, dude. :( mattg. 


carbonunit (2009-02-24 22:11:42) 
Thanks Matt. I remember he spent a lot of time with you and Sharon in the warehouse. 


hbdeath (2009-02-24 12:41:15) 

Condolences here as well. 18 is a very good age and you want them to live as long as they can, but there comes a 
point where the inevitable can’t be put off any longer. I’m not a cat person particularly, but he looks a handsome 
devil in that shot. 


carbonunit (2009-02-24 22:12:12) 
Thank you. He was always extremely handsome. 


flying_blind (2009-02-25 07:58:32) 
My condolences. He was a beautiful cat. Rest in Peace, Mozart. 


carbonunit (2009-02-25 21:17:40) 
Thanks, he was indeed beautiful. His black fur was a very dark brown, like coffee. His left ear was a bit split, 
but it added to his rakish charm, like an earring. Very cool. 


earle (2009-02-27 00:26:39) 
Sincerest condolences, chum. Mozart sounds like he was a good friend. 


carbonunit (2009-02-27 10:25:14) 
He sure was. 


(2009-03-28 06:44:19) txplsmss writes- 
My condolences Matt.My own sweet Chemichenko died late last year I know how sad it is. 


(2009-06-04 06:55:57) Sad to Hear about Mozart buddy 

Dear Matty, How are you? haven’t seen you in a while...and I came across this site and the first thing I see is that 
Mozart has passed away... Bummer. I still remember the little bugger humping my arm when he was a kitten ....I 
still remember how much character he had for a cat.. Anyway, hope you're well and please say hello to Michelle 
for me. Lots of love Sammy 
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8.3 April 


8.3.1 Music for Big Game Hunting (2009-04-09 22:07) 


"Salutations o fivefold minkiesans of the coming apocalypse, it is time to don your non reflective neoprene 
astro piths for 5 circuits around Sol have the noble and divine Hunters completed, 5 eternities in doom 
have they forsaken and beneath the 5 loving tentacles of the unknowable one have they caught the 5 rivulets 
of saliva in the ornate silver martini shaker of eternal fulmination. ” 


Please download and enjoy these archives of the astonishing radio program Music for Big Game Hunting, 
presented by the anonymous and unknowable DJ Daktari and KKKlarence, on radio 25ER in the early 
oughts. Rather! 


Big _Game _Hunting-2000-04-08-A.mp3 
Big -Game _Hunting-2000-04-08-B.mp3 
Big _Game _Hunting-2000-04-15-A.mp3 
Big -Game _Hunting-2000-04-15-B.mp3 
Big _Game _Hunting-2000-05-06-A.mp3 
Big -Game _Hunting-2000-05-06-B.mp3 
Big _Game _Hunting-2000-07-08-A.mp3 
Big -Game _Hunting-2000-07-08-B.mp3 
Big _Game _Hunting-2000-07-22-A.mp3 
10|Big -Game _Hunting-2000-07-22-B.mp3 
11¡Big -Game _Hunting-2000-08-26-A.mp3 
12|Big -Game _Hunting-2000-08-26-B.mp3 
13|Big -Game _Hunting-2001-12-15.mp3 
14|Big -Game _Hunting-2001-12-29.mp3 
15|Big -Game _Hunting-2002-01-05.mp3 
16|Big -Game _Hunting-2002-01-12.mp3 
17|Big -Game -Hunting-2002-01-19.mp3 
18|Big -Game _Hunting-2002-02-09.mp3 
19|Big -Game _Hunting-2002-02-16.mp3 
20|Big -Game _Hunting-2002-02-23.mp3 
21|Big -Game _Hunting-2002-03-02.mp3 
22|Big -Game _Hunting-2002-03-09.mp3 
23|Big -Game _Hunting-2002-03-16.mp3 
24|Big -Game _Hunting-2002-03-23.mp3 
25|Big -Game _Hunting-2002-03-30.mp3 
26|Big -Game _Hunting-2002-04-06.mp3 
27|Big -Game _Hunting-2002-04-27.mp3 
28|Big -Game _Hunting-2002-05-02.mp3 
29|Big -Game _Hunting-2002-05-11.mp3 
30|Big -Game _Hunting-2002-05-18.mp3 
31|Big -Game _Hunting-2002-06-01.mp3 
32|Big -Game _Hunting-2002-06-15.mp3 
33|Big -Game _Hunting-2002-06-22.mp3 
34|Big -Game _Hunting-2002-06-29.mp3 


O o NoT A WUN 


http://mspong.s3.amazonavws .com/music/Big_Game/Big_Game_Hunting-2000-04-08-4. 
http://mspong.s3.amazonaws.com/music/Big_Game/Big_Game_Hunting-2000-04-08-B. 
http://mspong.s3.amazonaws.com/music/Big_Game/Big_Game_Hunting-2000-04-15-A. 


http://mspong.s3.amazonaws.com/music/Big_Game/Big_Game_Hunting-2000-04-15-B. 


http://mspong.s3.amazonaws.com/music/Big_Game/Big_Game_Hunting-2000-05-06-A. 


OPO’ oe er a 


http://mspong.s3.amazonaws.com/music/Big_Game/Big_Game_Hunting-2000-05-06-B. 
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7. http: //mspong.s3.amazonaws.com/music/Big_Game/Big_Game_Hunting-2000-07-08-A.mp3 


8. http: //mspong.s3.amazonaws.com/music/Big_Game/Big_Game_Hunting-2000-07-08-B.mp3 
9. http://mspong.s3.amazonaws.com/music/Big_Game/Big_Game_Hunting-2000-07-22-A.mp3 
.amazonaws .com/music/Big_Game/Big_Game_Hunting-2000-07-22-B.mp3 
.amazonaws .com/music/Big_Game/Big_Game_Hunting-2000-08-26-A.mp3 
.amazonaws .com/music/Big_Game/Big_Game_Hunting-2000-08-26-B.mp3 
.amazonaws .com/music/Big_Game/Big_Game_Hunting-2001-12-15. 
.amazonaws .com/music/Big_Game/Big_Game_Hunting-2001-12-29. 
.amazonaws .com/music/Big_Game/Big_Game_Hunting-2002-01-05. 
.amazonaws .com/music/Big_Game/Big_Game_Hunting-2002-01-12. 
.amazonaws .com/music/Big_Game/Big_Game_Hunting-2002-01-19. 
.amazonaws .com/music/Big_Game/Big_Game_Hunting-2002-02-09. 
.amazonaws .com/music/Big_Game/Big_Game_Hunting-2002-02-16. 
.amazonaws .com/music/Big_Game/Big_Game_Hunting-2002-02-23. 
.amazonaws .com/music/Big_Game/Big_Game_Hunting-2002-03-02. 
.amazonaws .com/music/Big_Game/Big_Game_Hunting-2002-03-09. 
.amazonaws .com/music/Big_Game/Big_Game_Hunting-2002-03-16. 
.amazonaws.com/music/Big_Game/Big_Game_Hunting- 2002-03-23. 
. amazonaws.com/music/Big_Game/Big_Game_Hunting- 2002-03-30. 
. amazonaws .com/music/Big_Game/Big_Game_Hunting- 2002-04-06. 
. amazonaws .com/music/Big_Game/Big_Game_Hunting- 2002-04-27. 
. amazonaws .com/music/Big_Game/Big_Game_Hunting- 2002-05-02. 
.amazonaws .com/music/Big_Game/Big_Game_Hunting- 2002-05-11. 
. amazonaws .com/music/Big_Game/Big_Game_Hunting- 2002-05-18. 
. amazonaws .com/music/Big_Game/Big_Game_Hunting- 2002-06-01. 
.amazonaws .com/music/Big_Game/Big_Game_Hunting- 2002-06-15. 


.amazonaws.com/music/Big_Game/Big_Game_Hunting- 2002-06-22. 


.amazonaws .com/music/Big_Game/Big_Game_Hunting- 2002-06-29. 


8.4 September 


8.4.1 Free at last - my 2009 (2009-09-08 17:22) 


For the past 8 months I’ve been working flat out on the release of XchangeIT Link, the new version 
of the XchangeIT EDI software for use by newsagents. In that time, I’ve consistently worked 8AM to 
6PM, donating over 7 hours unpaid overtime a week. I’ve sweated brain juice solving problem after 
problem, lending my smarts and knowledge of the business to the business consultant who designed the 
new thing. I’ve multi-tasked constantly, simultaneously doing first level support while carefully testing 
beta versions and writing documentation, liaising with point-of-sale vendors, running training sessions, 
performing demos, doing regression testing. All for a wage slightly above average, or right on average for 
my age group. 


The developers cranked out version after beta version, which the designer and I tested diligently, only to 
discover huge, glaring, impossible regressions, which we had to fight to prove existed before they would 
believe us and agree to fix them. This despite their claim, when pitching for the gig, that they used 
strict Agile methods and unit tested every method before it was checked in. Every developer on the job 
had long inconvenient holidays during the project, as well as our business analyst and the GM who was 
actually away in the south of France when we launched the software! I took 2 sick days. 


The GM hired a new guy, a young IT dude, but only to do sales and growth, basically to specialize 
in running pitch meetings to sell the system to 711 and other chain stores. In the roughly 6 weeks he 
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”worked” for us he was plagued by accident and misadventure, robbery, assault and sickness, hardly com- 
ing to work at all, until finally his wife left the country in disgust and he had to follow. 


I gave my notice the week after launch, when things were doing well, although the cracks were starting 
to show to my practiced eyes. My particular fear was that, because the new software had more features 
than the old, it would require a constant higher level of support, which I would be expected to give. 
Also the GMs plan to satisfy one of the magazine distributors wishes, and telescope a planned 6 month 
roll-out into two, encouraged me to bail out before disaster struck. 


The GM tried to persuade me to stay. Then he called Michelle at work at 9 in the morning and put 
her on speaker and tried to persuade her to make me stay! To her credit she just laughed. While she 
and her mother persuaded me to change my mind when I gave notice in December last year, they have 
both been dismayed by the overwork and stress I went through because of their actions. Despite the fact 
that I don’t actually have a proper contract with the company (only the 3-day-week one I worked under 
through 2007 and 2008) I agreed to honour the requirement for 4 weeks notice. 


So over the last 4 weeks I’ve watched the rollout start to come apart. The support calls grew geo- 
metrically, to around 250 calls per day from a user base of 600! New bugs emerged as the system was 
placed under load. We tried to cover the support ourselves, while testing new versions with bug fixes 
and providing them to the rapidly growing user base. One of the magazine distributors basically did an 
intervention, and insisted we accept their generous offer of some unskilled support people from their call 
centre, which helped but not that much. Meanwhile Kim, the consultant who designed the whole thing, 
had washed his hands of the whole project and gone on holiday shooting doves in far north Queensland. 


With the end of my period of notice looming the GM hired a replacement for the sales guy, a cool 
young geek who was immediately pushed into trying to learn everything I knew and help with all the 
testing, second-level support, contingency handling etc. It was very cathartic for me to finally get some 
backup from someone, that all the problems we had had with the developers were real and not just some 
kind of prejudice on my part. Our consultant had always tried to spin the situation and gloss over their 
problems, mostly because he was most enthusiastic about hiring them in the first place. For instance, 
they deleted fixed bugs from their bug tracking system! Deleted, not changed to category ”Fixed” or 
anything but deleted as though they never existed. Then we discovered that their developers didn’t even 
have access to the bug tracker, the project manager actually emailed the bugs we posted to them! 


Pm not actually free just yet. The GM persuaded me to stick on for another 6 days over the next 2 
weeks. I agreed, but only if I could work at the offices of one of the other magazine distributors to 
the one we had worked at for the past 7 years. This to escape from their toxic corporate environment, 
where too many managers spend their time trying to justify pushing internal software problems of their 
own onto myself or someone from XchangelT to fix. It’s like moving from the stock exchange to a Zen 
monastery, and Travis was astonished at the difference when he came over for some more brain picking 
on Monday. 


My apologies for my absence from the scene, real and virtual, for so much of the year. It was an 
interesting experiment, but really not worth it in the end, except as a measure of my capacity to absorb 
pain and stress. If it was my own company, or if our product really mattered, if it saved lives or improved 
the lot of humanity or added to the sum total of human knowledge, I wouldn’t regret it. As it stands, our 
program really only saved newsagents or their staff from spending several hours a week manually keying 
invoice data into their point-of-sale systems. That, and delivering sales data to the magazine distributors, 
which was always so ominous that they constantly had to find new reasons to ignore it lest it get back 
to the publishers. My plans now are to relax and chill out for a few months, and then find something 
new, something less stressful and more fulfilling. Perhaps slaughterman at the abattoir, or chicken sexer, 
sewer diver... Something better than system administrator of an EDI network. 
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8.4.2 Tap tap. Is this thing on? (2009-09-19 20:50) 


Michelle bought a bicycle on Ebay. It's a green Repco with a girls frame, quite small. This was an im- 
portant consideration for her - one of the reasons she hasn't ever ridden a bike before is she was worried 
she wouldn't be able to touch the ground. It’s a single speed with backpedal brakes and a chain guard, 
a parcel shelf and groovy bent handle bars. Very cute. Good learners bike. 


We bought it from a dude way out near Penrith. He had a good thing going. He was a refrigera- 
tion mechanic, and he fixed the units on farmers trucks. Quite often he saw they had old bikes rusting 
away in their yards, obviously not ridden for some time, and he found out they were usually the kids 
castoffs. he started asking for them, and we would truck them back to his place and recondition them a 
bit and sell them for whatever he could get on Ebay. Michelle paid $22 for hers. 


On the way out we stopped briefly at Lidcombe markets, and I picked up a couple of boxes of tomatoes 
for bottling, some lemons, and onions for pickling. The tomatoes are the most important thing, because 
Pve completely run out of all except a few large bottles of tomato soup. The onions will be my first 
attempt at pickling for about ten years! It was onions last time too, and I made a botch of it by not 
making the brine strong enough and not adding enough spices. This batch should be a lot better. 


We just spent an hour in the back yard practicing the sitting and balancing necessary for riding a 
bike. I’m very proud of Michelle, this is a big step for her. She once attempted to ride a bike when she 
was very young, and crashed into a wall. Apparently she was unaware that one didn’t need to constantly 
pedal when riding, and just kept accelerating until she was out of control. An obvious mistake when you 
think about it - most road riders don’t coast that much, so you don’t notice unless you watch for it or 
study only slow moving riders. 


Tonight for dinner we are having pumpkin curry and rice. I invented the curry because we had a 
nice pumpkin which was sitting there not getting eaten, and I didn’t want it to waste it. I chopped it 
up and cooked it with a bottle of this vile drinking yogurt we gt last time we had takeaway kebabs. It 
was called Grandpas Aryan yogurt and it was salty and disgusting, but I knew it would taste good in a 
savoury dish. After mashing up the pumpkin and yogurt I dropped in a brick of gado gado sauce and a 
couple of star anise. It’s tasty. 


prof_null (2009-09-20 04:38:53) 

Hi Matt, good to hear from you. I once had a nightmare when I was small where I was chased by pickled onions! 
:) Still in Melbourne but looking forward to returning to Sydney early next year. Back to the warmth ! Yay! 
I’ve been posting some artwork here : http://gregzambo.blogspot.com I haven’t posted to LJ much lately, I spend 
most of my computer time making 3D stuff and helping others to figure out the complexities of it on a forum. 
Must get back into writing. 


carbonunit (2009-09-20 12:38:03) 
Those 3d fractals are amazing! I especially like the round ones. You should recreate the pickled onion dream in 
a 3D animation. 


(2009-09-20 22:38:15) 
:) Good luck with the cycling ! 


richgoth (2009-09-20 08:34:28) 
It’s a green Repco with a girls frame, quite small photos please! 
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8.4.3 Liquid meat! (2009-09-19 21:06) 


For a drink that will 
warm you and feed you 


DRINK 
HOT BV 


IT'S LIKE LIQUID MEAT 


8.4.4 (2009-09-20 22:20) 


At the knitting Aspa gave us a sneak preview of her art, as we will be away for the opening night. It 
looks awesome. She has 3 theme quilts, one with cats, one with Dos Dios des Muertos style embroidered 
skulls, and one with various Masonic symbols. Her paintings of goth kitch scenes, like a skeleton marriage 
and a big head cat, are excellent. My favourite items are her recreations of hand painted carny posters, 
especially the one with ”Hoppy and Mignon” the frog boy and the penguin girl - "They are Married!” All 
her art was made almost entirely from materials taken from Reverse Garbage. 


e I discovered that Adam had been the programmer who hooked Stelarc up to the internet so people 
could control his arm from a web form. 


e Paula learned to knit, from first principles. 
e Danny's walking roaring dinosaur was a big hit with the other kids 
e Leo looked fabulous in a chrome domino mask and studded wrist bands 


e It was so good to see everyone again. I’m looking forward to being more social in the near future. 
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1. http://pics.livejournal.com/carbonunit/pic/0000xp2a/ 
2. [http://pics.livejournal.com/carbonunit/pic/0000yrie/ 


flying_blind (2009-09-21 02:52:35) 

Dos Dios des Muertos? That would mean "Two Gods of the Dead” (sort of- "des” being French.) If you're referring 
to the Mexican holiday, it’s El Dia de los Muertos- The Day of the Dead, which is All Saints Day in the Catholic 
calendar. I remember there being a few Day of the Dead events happening in Los Angeles when I lived there, 
but they were never as popular as were the blessing of the animals events held on October 4, the feast day of St 
Francis. Maybe that’s because so much of the Mexican population of L.A. had no ancestors buried there, but just 
about everybody had pets. 


carbonunit (2009-09-21 03:42:10) 
That is indeed what I meant, thanks for the info. 


8.4.5 2009-09-21_1356.06_Tomato_paste (2009-09-21 14:13) 


[1] 
[2]2009-09-21 -1356.06 -Tomato -paste 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong 


I’ve been wanting to make some more tomato paste for awhile. I’m all out of last years lot and was nearly 
forced to purchase canned tomatoes, quelle horreur! Today seemed like a good day to give it a go. 

For this batch I chopped the tomatoes and cooked them down, and then seived them using a kitchen 
sieve, which is very manual and tiring for your arms. I used to have a second hand tomato processor, 
the sort with a crank handle and a cone of perforated metal and a screw like a mincer which pushes the 
tomatoes. I broke it by trying to process raw tomatoes with it, they have to be cooked. The tomato flesh 
built up in the metal cone ad ruptured the soldered seam. So sieve and ladle will have to do until I can 
justify purchasing another one. 

Michele found me some cooking muslin at Spotlight, which I used to concentrate the pulp. I pegged it 
across the top of the empty box with a bowl beneath, and poured the tomato extract in to extract the 
clear juice. It’s surprising how little you get out of a whole box of fruit. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/3939380765/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/3939380765/ 
3. : 


http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


8.4.6 Dust storm (2009-09-23 06:06) 
I woke up to see an eerie red glow outside. It looked like the entire world was burning down. In a way, 


it was. The big dust storms from South Australia which drifted over Broken Hill yesterday have reached 
us. I’ve never seen anything like this in 41 years. 
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[3] 


1. http://pics.livejournal.com/carbonunit/pic/0000zefx/ 
2. [http://pics.livejournal.com/carbonunit/pic/000105zg/ 
3. j ; i i 


http://pics.livejournal.com/carbonunit/pic/000119r0/ 


prof_null (2009-09-22 22:35:18) 
Wow. When I first got to Australia in 1985 I got dusted in Melbourne - but not Sydney! This is a first. 
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8.4.7 (2009-09-23 06:52) 


Heading out to get some photos of this mess. The red light makes my eyes hungry for blue. Some of the 
street lights are still on. 


8.4.8 (2009-09-23 07:16) 


Sydney smells like the crawl space under an old house. 


8.4.9 (2009-09-23 10:43) 


Heading home with good shots. Managed to catch a water taxi under the harbour bridge, all the ferries 
were docked. The dust is settling now, everything is getting filthy. Lucky i had those surgical masks i 
bought during the swine flu panic. 


8.4.10 Sydney dust storm (2009-09-23 12:19) 


I caught the bus up to Parramatta road, and took some shots of the cars moving through the murk. It 
smells and tastes like the air inside a building site, especially one where they are sawing plaster board. 
I imaging there is a lot of gypsum in this stuff, as well as iron oxide and some bauxite as well. Most 
people had their headlights on, and there was a peculiar optical illusion where white or blue lights seemed 
especially blue. I guess, we are used to the sky being blue, and lights are judged in comparison to the 
sky. 


[1] 
Next I headed for Glebe Point to get some shots of the Anzac bridge. I remember the big bushfires in 


1994, when I lived in Glebe and took photos of the bridge, still under construction surrounded by black 
clouds. The murk was so think I could barely see the bridge and it was actually less dramatic. 
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Then I caught the bus on to Balmain, hoping to get some shots of the city. Again the murk was so bad 
I could barely make out the harbour control tower. The sun looked amazingly blue. Pity there are no 
sunspots or prominences, the ancient Chinese astronomers used to document the solar cycle by viewing 
the sun through dust storms from Mongolia. 


[3] 
The ferries weren’t running, and I was just reconciling myself to taking an hour long bus ride back up 
the Balmain peninsula and around via Central to travel about 200 metres to the city itself, when a water 
taxi pulled up! He seemed surprised there were so few passengers, I was the only one. I guess a lot of 
people stayed home today. I got some great shots of the Harbour bridge and opera house and city under 
the yellowing sky. 


[5] 


In town, the dust was starting to settle and the ground was covered in filth. Most people were breathing 
it in without a care. Luckily I had some surgical masks I ordered when swine flu first appeared and I 
wasn’t sure if it was going to mutate into a truly killer disease (it still might) so I wore one and didnt 
have any problems. Funny to see all the trendy hipster girls with their keffiyeh scarfs over their faces! 
Finally the fashion proves itself practically. 


Chris my former boss had called yesterday afteroon and asked me to send them some stuff, so I called 
him and offered to come into the office and set them up if I could take some photos out the windows. He 
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agreed, and I got some good shots, including some of Michael sleeping at his desk! 


[6] 
Te cloud has mostly passed over by now, the sky is fading to the same dingy white colour it was for most 
yesterday. [7] You can see all the photos here. 


1. [ibtp:/ ww. flickr com/photos/nattspong/3948770989/] 
2. http: //aww. Flickr .con/photos/nat tspong/3946558720/ 
3. http://www. flickr .con/photos/nat tspong/3945787461/ 
4. http://www. flickr. con/photos/mattspong/3946587474/ 
5. http://www. flickr .con/photos/nat tspong/3945812559/ 
6. http://www. Flickr .con/photos/nat tspong/3845835765/ 
7. http://www. Flickr .con/photos/nat tspong/ sets/72187622311469877/ 


flying_blind (2009-09-23 06:25:18) 

These remind me of the photos taken of Midwestern cities in the U.S. during the dust storms of the 1930s, but 
I’ve never seen color photos from those events. I’ve never seen a dust storm myself, but there’s probably a good 
chance I will see one or more eventually if California keeps drying out. 


richgoth (2009-09-23 12:31:54) 
they are all excellent! I was wondering why those photos of your disgusting former co-worker popped up-mystery 
solved! 


(2009-10-04 05:21:52) Are you my cousin? 

Dear Matthew I stumbled upon your scanned version of Picturesque England while searching for the location of 
Spong Castle. It is supposed to be in West Yorkshire. Do you know it? By the way, I am a Spong descendant. 
Does anyone in your family have the middle name "Nash”? Do you know the names of any of your 19thC ancestors? 
If you can help with Spong Castle that would grand! Meanwhile, love your blog! Cheers Pip 


8.4.11 Heading for San Fran (2009-09-28 13:26) 


We are at the airport waiting for our flight to San Francisco. Spending five days there, then on to 
Bermuda! 


peculia (2009-09-28 05:32:14) 
Hey, have fun! And if you need to go to hospital or anything in Bermuda, say hi to my sis :) 


765 


carbonunit (2009-09-29 02:10:43) 
Neat, I had no idea! Can you give me any special tips on what to do when we are there? What do the locals do 
for fun? 


peculia (2009-09-29 06:16:16) 
Ohhh, I have no idea! I know that Bermuda is very expensive for basic living (sorry), but she hasn't been 
keeping in touch as regularly as she did when she was living in Saudi. 


richgoth (2009-09-28 13:13:24) 
bon voyage from both of us! I told M. you guys were off soon and she had a conniption on the bus :-) Shes 
deliriously happy for you! 


8.4.12 (2009-09-28 22:36) 


We are at the Hotel Whitcomb, an ornate old pile halfway along Market street. It’s very nice in a slightly 
rundown way, the way we like it. 


After checking in we went out for lunch to the diner across the road. I had my first burrito. Not 
terribly good in my opinion, the tortilla was pretty greasy and the rice was uncooked. 


Back at the hotel we had a bit of a kip. I don’t feel particularly jetlagged, because I tried a simple 
technique I heard about to prevent that. The idea is that your body has two clocks, one based on light 
cycles which is controlled by your pituitary gland in response to the light received by your eyes, and 
another controlled by your calorie intake. You need to fast for 18 hours and then eat breakfast” at the 
right time for breakfast, and this resets your clock. The theory is, your caveman ancestors would go into 
a low energy cycle until they got something to eat, and then they would go high energy to see if they 
could use the energy to catch more prey to eat. 


About 4PM I went out for a bit of a walk. I walked down Market almost all the way to the Cas- 
tro, and then walked back to the cable car turntable. It’s windy, slightly cold, perfect walking weather. 
This isn’t the salubrious part of SF, I would compare it to William street. Very interesting though. I 
checked out an art supply store called Flax which almost did my head in with room after room of every 
conceivable writing impliment, paper, brush, paint, and other creative supplies. Too much. I expect a 
lot of the US will do that to me. The buildings are beautiful, sad old facades covered in ornate plaster 
moulding and ironwork fire escapes and flickering neon and layers of paint. Sydney is such a new city, 
so much of the old architecture has been either demolished in the 70s or renovated and done up beyond 
recognition, I have an eye hubnger for this scenery, so familiar from TV and movies. 


When I returned to the hotel Michelle was on the phone ordering bras. Larger size intimate apparel 
is expensive and low quality in Aus, she had a plan and was putting it into action, ordering items she 
had already chosen online and getting them delivered to the hotel. 


Later we went out to walk back down market towards Union Square looking for a cool place to have 
dinner. Along the way I ducked into a tobaconist and found Nat Shermans Cigarettellos. I used to smoke 
them back in the late eighties, mainly because Jerry Cornelius favoured them in the Michael Moorcock 
novels. They are dark brown, tight wrapped cigarettes of fine chopped tobacco with a kind of crepe-like 
sweetened paper. You can’t get them in Aus any more ebcause they are a class B tobacco product and 
they can’t import them. I used to get them from Sol Levi. 


By following the cable line up the hill a short ways we found Johns Grill, which was a landmark from 
Dashiell Hammetts books about Sam Spade. The whole building belongs to a Hammett historical society 
now, and the restaurant has been restored to pre war magnificence. I drank my first martini! I’ve been 
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saving my martini cherry for years, and this seemed like a good time and place to take care of it! It was 
good, strangely nostalgic for reasons Pll get to, for both of us. 


I also had the best T-bone steak I’ve ever had in my life. It was large, tender, rare but not bloody, 
covered in pepper sauce, and it pushed every factor of steak awesomeness to the limit. I also had some 
oysters, but they weren’t a patch on the ones back home. Michelle had lamb chops, the house specialty, 
because Sam Spade ordered them in the book of the Maltese Falcon, and she was very happy with them 
as well. 


We haven’t decided what to do tomorrow, yet. Michelle wants to do some cloths shopping, and I want to 
hit the book stores, especially City Lights. We have the obligatory Alcatraz tour booked for Wednesday, 
and I'd like to see the redwoods at Sausolito. Berkely via the BART is also on our agenda, and a night 
at the DNA Lounge as well. 


flying_blind (2009-09-29 07:02:33) 
San Franciscans brag about their burritos, but to somebody who grew up in Los Angeles, SF’s burritos seem 
weird. Rice? In a burrito? Abomination! 


carbonunit (2009-09-30 05:10:23) 
Yes, it was meant to be fried in some way but it was hard and swimming in grease. Aren’t you somewhere near 
Sacramento? Any chance we can meet up? 


flying_blind (2009-09-30 07:48:12) 

I’m some seventy miles north of Sacramento in the as-yet-unburned (this year) Butte County foothills. I’m 
pretty much housebound, being the only one in the family available to look after the aged parents full time. I 
haven’t yet gotten to the point of being willing to kill them for a trip to Sacramento, but maybe if I were to 
be coaxed... well, on second thought, killing them is probably not a good idea. My siblings might get pissed 
off. Deep-fried burritos were known in Los Angeles but, to my knowledge, only in a couple of donut shops(!) 
and from a small, non-Mexican-operated, San Gabriel Valley fast-food chain (now possibly defunct) called Taco 
Treat (which, in our youth, we locals invariably styled Taco Threat.) On the rare occasions when they got it just 
right, the flour tortilla did get a semi-flaky, and was very nearly pleasant to eat, but that was a rare event. Pd 
advise sticking to the standard, un-fried burritos. There must be a few places in the Bay Area that can produce 
a decent chili verde (usually made with pork) or chili colorado (usually made with beef) burrito, though I have 
no idea where such a place might be found. Maybe they have them in San Jose. 


malwae (2009-09-29 20:20:04) 

Ah, I have such wonderful, wonderful memories of that city... That steakhouse. We went there to celebrate when 
my husband passed his Foreign Service interview (only 2 out of the 12 people in the test passed.) Since his first 
name is John, it was especially appropo. The Exploratorium is billed as a children’s museum, but don’t let that 
put you off - it’s the most wonderful collection of high tech/low tech science oriented toys and exhibits you can 
imagine. Most of the exhibits are hands on. It’s at the Presidio (sp?), and I think you might really enjoy it. 


carbonunit (2009-09-30 05:11:16) 
Thanks, that’s a good tip, Ill try and get there. I was hoping to see the Presidio and maybe tour the Internet 
Archive offices, I believe they are located there. 


8.4.13 Day 2 in SF (2009-09-29 22:18) 


After breakfast in the diner across the street, set out up Market street for the turntable at the end of 
the cable car line. However, there were too many people waiting in the queue, so we decided to take the 
BART and see some of the country. 
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I wanted to visit Berkeley, but we took the wrong train and headed out towards Dublin, an indus- 
trial town to the east of the city. It was an interesting ride though, through the grassy hills. For miles the 
BART runs down the centre of a 12 lane highway, so you have the weird experience of riding an electric 
train seemingly in the middle of traffic. We passed through endless regions of wrecking yards, U-Pick-It 
car yards, entire blocks stacked with wooden pallets, dozens of different kinds of scrap recycling centres, 
weird tract housing estates where everything was built of something like grey cardboard, then farms and 
groves of olive trees and hills like the limestone country near Canberra back home, all terraced with cow 
paths. Lots of eucalypts even. 


We returned to the city and disembarked at Embarcadero station, and rode the California cable car 
line up Nob Hill to near Grace Cathedral. Wandered around there for an hour, enjoying the sun and the 
lovely views down the steep streets, the Victorians, the ornate art deco hotels. 


Walked back to the Powell-Hyde line and caught the cable car around the corner to the Cable Car 
Museum, hanging off the side! Michelle was scared her skirt would blow up, but we made it without 
flashing too much. The museum is absolutely fascinating, because it is also the actual engine that drives 
the cars. For those that don’t know, the cable cars are not trams, they have no onboard engine. They 
are carried forward by gripping a moving cable which runs through a slot cut in the street. The pincer 
which grips the cable is controlled by levers in the car, and the car brakes using soft pine blocks on the 
rails, which give off a delicious scent of burning wood after braking on a steep slope. In the museum you 
can walk around the set of huge electric motors and pully wheels which haul the cables. 


We spent about an hour talking to Jose Godoy, who ran the souvineer concession there. He visited 
Australia in the 80s and had been a very young hippy in the 60s, playing guitar on Haight street as a 
nine year old boy. He gave us a few tips, including the location of an excellent microbrewery we should 
visit. 


Wandered around Chinatown for awhile. Chinatown here is really Chinatown, full of Chinese and Ko- 
reans and very few caucasians at all, except for parties of tourists. Like Sydneys Chinatown region but 
without any other kind of business in the area except asian groceries and herb doctors and so on. We 
had a late lunch at a pho place, pretty good except the noodles were quite sticky and tended to clump. 


Then on to City Lights! Which is good, but not that great. I mean, I appreciate the history of the 
establishment, and the prices are about half what you pay in Aus, even allowing for the exchange rate, 
but the selection was about the same as what you would find at Ariels. They had all the beat standards. I 
bought a few Chuck Palauniak novels, The Leopard, Flann O’Brien collection and several others. Spotted 
Naked Lens by Jack Sargeant prominently displayed in tne Beat section. 


That whole region around Columbus avenue looks interesting. We have to try a restaurant called the 
Stinking Rose, dedicated to the cuisine of garlic! Their motto was something like "We season our garlic 
with food”. 


Then we caught a dangerously overcrowded MUNI bus down to Market again and walked back to the 
hotel. These busses run off electric power from overhead lines, a very advanced concept in my option. 
The public transport here is very well done, it makes up for the steep hills. Michelle is coping with all 
the walking very well, powering through the pain like a trooper. Her ankles have given her some trouble 
but she's still keen for Alcatraz tomorrow. 


flying blind (2009-09-30 07:57:56) 

L.A. had at least one trolleybus route, and I remember riding it a couple of times when I was very young. I think 
it only lasted a few years after replacing regular trolley lines along 5th and 6th streets when the streets were made 
one-way in the late 1940s. Patrons of the Philharmonic Auditorium and the Biltmore Theatre on 5th Street were 
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undoubtedly pleased, as the old trolley cars made quite a racket when passing by. The trolley busses were pretty 
quiet. They converted the line to noisier motor busses by the early 1960s, and the theaters were soon gone too. 
It's nice to know that the trackless trolley survives in San Francisco. 


8.4.14 Day 3 in San Fran (2009-09-30 22:32) 


Up early this morning to catch the trolley car to Pier 33, for the ferry to Alcatraz. 1 slept badly last 
night from an overdose of caffeine and sugar. A bottle of Coke, a Grande Starbucks cappuccino and a 
large bucket of cola from Burger King will do that to you, but, when in Rome... I felt very American for 
awhile, but my heart rate about doubled. Not to worry, I have a very low resting pulse of around 60BPM 
so it wasn’t a disaster. Michelle had a Venti and slept like a baby. 


The trolley cars are lovely, all very different. There are signs on each one explaining how the city of 
SF acquired them. It reminds me of an obsessive collector, like San Francisco is an Ebay addict who 
can’t stop bidding on trolley cars. I’ve seen ones from Milan, from US cities like Boston, Pheonix, I think 
LA, and other places. The best thing about the cars is, unlike the busses we can be sure where they go. 


The Alcatraz tour is incredible. Alcatraz reminded me of Cockatoo island in Sydney harbour, a big 
rock shaped by human hands, quarried into cliffs and flat places where they built first a fort and then a 
prison (although Cockatoo was made into a shipyard). We arrived at 10.30 which was before the majority 
of the other tourists arrived, so we had a bit of time to wander around ahead of the crowds. I took many 
photos of beautiful industrial desolation, the buildings slowly collapsing from concrete cancer and rusting 
away into rubble. Many of the outlying buildings have been demolished, but the main prison cellblock 
and the old fortifications still stand. 


The audio tour of the cellblock is a work of art. Narrated by mush-mouthed worn-down ex-guards 
and cons, it induced such a feeling of dread to wander the claustrophobic corridors and tunnels of the 
prison while listening to the realistic sound effects and the stories of the different breakout attempts and 
the daily life of the prisoners. I bought a copy, Pll post it when I get back. One thing I wasn’t prepared 
for was how small the whole jail was. It’s about the size of a small suburban school, much smaller than 
say Parramatta jail back home or Silverwater prison. But then, it was only meant to be "supermax”, 
highest security for the worst prisoners, and it was never actually filled to capacity. Dll never forget 
standing in a solitary confinement cell and listening to an ex-con describing how he used to close his eyes 
in the dark and concentrate until he saw a light, and how he learned to control the light until he could 
project whatever mental movie he wanted... 


Pm proud of Michelle who has been keeping up with the walking like a trooper. She didn’t do as 
much practice walking before we left as I would have liked, but she has powered through the pain barrier 
and is rediscovering her dormant muscles. I hope this continues when we get home. 


On the way back to the hotel we were debating what to do about lunch when we noticed a farmers 
market set up in Union Square. They had lovely cheap late summer fruit, we bought 3 punnets of the 
best fresh raspberries I ever had for $7. Scoffed the lot, with some small sweet tomatoes, some pistachio 
nuts toasted with chili and lemon, and some almonds. The guy selling the pistachios was complaining 
about some hari krishnas who were sitting on a nearby fountain. One playing the guitar, one holding 
slices of orange with tweezers and offering them to passers by. Apparently they have been playing the 
same song for 10 years and he’s tired of it! 


After returning to the hotel we set out again for a little shopping. The prices here are kind of ran- 
dom. Books are about half what they cost in Aus, some clothes the same, but some are hugely inflated. 
We found a good place called Old Navy where I picked up some new black jeans for about $30, which 
is about 1/3 the price of the same items back home, even from a seconds shop. Amazing what a vastly 
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larger market will do to your commodity prices. 


We wandered a Westfield mall, for patriotic reasons, and came across a small zombie outbreak. I be- 
lieve they happen here with dreary regularity, the locals took it in their stride. Then while hanging 
outside another store while Michelle looked at I think cosmetics, some Christians wandered past with 
end-of-the-world placards, followed by asian guy with a bizarre sign saying something about galaxies and 
“eclectic conglomernaughts”. I told him I was interested in his theories and would like to subscribe to his 
newsletter, and he explained that he was raising awareness of the intergalactic civilization matrix of more 
advanced cultures in the cintinquillians of galaxies which make up the unobserved universe. Meanwhile, 
on the other side of the road, a guy in black leather with armoured panels, like a cross between a Klingon 
and Lord Humungous, was deep in conversation with a bike courier, and a couple of crack heads wandered 
past, she with her sandles in her hand trying to slap her sullen thuggish boyfriend on the head. 


For dinner we headed up a side street until we found a retro diner style place, all black and white 
tiles and jukeboxes and old neon on the walls. It was a bit tacky really, but the food was decent. 


We haven’t got anything planned for tomorrow yet. We were going to visit the Muir woods but have 
decided to give it a miss. We are basically city folk, and every time we mention this place to the locals 
they get that look, like we probably get when visitors to Sydney say they are going on a kangaroo petting 
tour to the Blue Mountains. I think we’ll check out Haight Ashbury and Russian Hill, and have lunch at 
Fisherman’s Wharf. 


malwae (2009-10-01 15:47:37) 

It’s really interesting hearing your perspective on the States - to an American ear, saying you found a place called 
Old Navy is like hearing somebody remark on having come across a restaurant called McDonalds. Old Navy is 
one of those big national chains that advertises ceaselessly to the young, fashionable, upwardly mobile, but not 
too adventurous crowds. 


carbonunit (2009-10-02 06:29:53) 

I understand, but see it from my perspective. I’ve heard of Old Navy before, I heard it was based on replicating 
the style of army surplus goods, clothes with a simple blocky style and solid construction. It was really just 
another department store, but at least I got some cheap black chinos. You just can’t find things like this in Aus. 
Pll write more about this in time. Put it this way - the US is surrounded by a one-way mirror. The rest of the 
world can see in, you can’t see out. (I don’t mean you personally, you’re far more traveleld than I am, but I mean 
Americans in general.) So the luxuries you take for granted, we read about online and then see in person only 
on these rare trips overseas. 


8.5 October 


8.5.1 Day 4 in SF (2009-10-01 23:23) 


Not going to post a big writeup today, because we didn’t do very much. We caught the street car around 
to Fisherman’s Wharf, and then the cable car up to Lombard street(the twisty bit, of course) for a few 
photos. There were crowds of other tourists there and it was totally depressing. Then we walked back 
down the hill to Fisherman Wharf for lunch, and Michelle hurt her knees and ankle on the way. I had 
some chowder for lunch, another first. It was nice, like a laksa without all the chili. Also some jambalaya, 
which is basically paella under a different name. Then we limped back to the hotel and I read for most 
of the afternoon. Finished Survivor by Chuck Palaniak, which only added to the depression. 


I’m mostly depressed that we will be leaving in a couple of days. What a lovely town, so much to 
see and not enough time. Never mind, tomorrow we plan to hunt down a few of the really important 
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landmarks, as pointed out by Richard. 
A few notes: 


- I stopped giving money to the street beggars because they demand more. This is very different to 
Aus. If you give someone a dollar in Sydney they take it, here they say "Listen, could you spare maybe 
2, maybe five dollars? Because I really need to get uptown in time to collect my security...” and so on. 


- Not that they're all bad. there was a human statue down in Fisherman’s Wharf, standing on a milk 
crate holding a cup. I tucked a couple of bucks into his fist, the hand not holding the cup, and told 
him he was really good. And he was, he didn’t move a muscle for at least 5 minutes. Then he stepped 
down to put the money away and I went over to talk to him. It turned out, he wasn’t busking at all. I 
believed him, he didn't have a sign or any gimmick, just standing on a milk crate. It emerged that he 
had schizophrenia, and he was trying to control his feeling of connection to other peoples consciousness 
by becoming an inanimate object in a public place. he was hunting for a mental state where he wouldn't 
feel the thoughts leaking out of other peoples heads. When he suggested his philosophy was similar to 
Buddhism, he got all snarky, as many schizos do when you suggest you might have a handle on how their 
mind works. 


- A life of watching American movies has made driving on the right hand side look normal to me, 
so it wasn't such a big deal. Even riding in a cab wasn’t so bad. But, when waiting to cross the road, it’s 
like a rubber band keeps pulling my head the wrong way, to the right, to check for oncoming cars from 
that direction! 


rose_gialle (2009-10-02 10:40:15) 

hopes Michelle’s knees & ankles hold out - they're my weak spots too* I’m hoping you don’t get run down by 
cars as you walk across roads looking the "wrong? way. Put Chuck aside while you're there. Why influence your 
experience with that outlook? *makes notes about beggars - Pll be in the US in another week* 


8.5.2 Day 5 in SF (2009-10-02 22:18) 


This morning we caught the California street cable car to the end of the line, and then changed to a 
MUNI electric bus and continued along in search of the former abode of the diabolical Anton LaVey, high 
priest of the Church of Satan. It appears the house has been demolished and a terribly banal double-wide 
concrete house built on the site. 


Oh well. Onwards to Haight Ashbury! It was not quite as Disneyfied as I had feared. There were 
plenty of embarrassing hippy flower child shops catering to the need for paisley headbands and organic 
juices, but the general vibe was most like King street Newtown. We found the former headquarters of the 
Process church, which is still there and being renovated, and Charlies old haunt down near Panhandle 
park. I had always thought the term ”panhandling” was based on the image of a person with his hand 
stuck out asking for change, but Panhandle Park just a couple of blocks from Haight street suggests it 
was once full of beggars back in the day. Charlies house was really nice, an old Victorian with stained 
glass windows. 


While Michelle checked out the second hand clothing stores I wandered down to Amoeba records. Incred- 
ible! It was a huge hall, the size of the Glebe record fair, but full of carefully ordered and cheap music in 


endless aisles. I was lost for an hour or so. 


We met up again for lunch, in one of those pizza-by-the-slice places, which was really good. Then 
we bussed our way back to the hotel. 
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In the arvo we walked up market to a store which caught our eye selling Halloween stuff. This is a 
big industry here, they take it very seriously. There were animatronic zombies for your front lawn, and 
animated Jasons and ghosts and tipping headstones and giant bats. 


In the diner across the street the owner told us that tomorrow the whole of Market street will be taken 
over by a parade based on the Berlin Love Parade. So, floats with techno sound systems will be driving 
past our hotel starting from 10AM, and the most of the city will be closed down. It sounds awesome. 
Tomorrow afternoon we fly out, first to Philadelphia, then to Bermuda! 


8.5.3 Day 6 in SF (2009-10-03 18:03) 


The LovEvolution parade was awesome. Millions of screaming bouncy candy ravers invaded the city and 
danced alongside the floats. I spent most of the day running up and down shooting photos and videos 
and ogling the acres of naked pale winter skin on display. Plenty of tits, and not a few cocks were out and 
proud. The air was blue with sweet herbal smoke. It was awe inspiring. The funniest thing was seeing 
the gansta homeboys pushing their way through the crowds, trying their best to keep their perpetual 
thuggish sneers while surrounded by loved up half-naked chicks in dayglo feather boas and leopard print 
panties. If I ever needed proof their attitudes were totally faked, that was it. 


We're just killing time at the hotel waiting to catch the BART to the airport. Tonight we fly across 
to Philadelphia, and tomorrow morning from there to Bermuda. 


bluedevi (2009-10-04 10:20:11) 
I’ve been loving your SF posts, but now I am especially full of envy. Enjoy the rest of your trip! 


8.5.4 Back in Aus (2009-10-11 15:31) 


It wasn't the Bermuda Triangle, we just didn’t find any internet cafes in Bermuda, and the hotel service 
cost $1 per minute, so that was out of the question. I’m uploading photos and will post some soon. 


8.5.5 Leaving SF October 3rd - Arriving Bermuda October 4th (2009-10-12 14:37) 


As the LovEvolution thing wound down, Michelle and I sheltered in the net cafe of the hotel, while 
dozens of young freaks in stripy stockings and cat ears wandered in frantically search for a ”baffroom”. 
Enterprising young rivet chicks grabbed glossy pamphlets from the rack near the lifts and headed for 
the basement car park, where they would presumably fold them into a funnel for upright pissing in the 
corners. Dozens of them charged the rope guarding the real bathrooms when we collected our bags. 
They were not allowed through. 


that reminds me, I was expecting to see a lot of net cafes in SF, since it’s the city that essen- 
tially birthed the concept. I remember reading about them in the first Wired mags back in the mid 
90s, and thought we would be able to get online anywhere we went and post updates about what we 
were doing, but no. They appear to have gone the way of the public phone box, displaced by almost 
ubiquitous free wifi, laptop ownership and smart phones. Next time we visit the US P'll carry a smart 
phone or netbook, because otherwise you’re SOL, and the internet at the hotel cost $10US/hour for a 
crappy locked-down machine with IE6 and no sound. 


Market street was still closed, but we were metres from a BART station, so I decided to give it 
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a go. We clunked our heavy rolly bags down the stairs into the mass of ravers heading home and joined 
the flow. A train arrived quickly and we were headed for the airport. Michelle chatted with a middle 
aged Mac guru covered in apple pins and other flash, who explained that we were lucky to get a train to 
LAX at that time, he surmised they were rerouting the trains because of the parade. 


Check-in at LAX was easy. At the gate we met Claudia, who works with Michelle and had won 
the Presidents Cup as well, and her friend Cathy. They looked terrible after their long flight from Aus, 
and they weren't looking forward to another 6 hour flight followed quickly by a 2 hour hop to the island. 


The showed The Brothers Bloom on the plane, which was highly entertaining. Other than that I 
spent most of the night alternately dozing and watching the lights go past beneath. It was strangely 
shocking, to me, the amount of settlement in the American midwest. Flying over Australia at night 
is like flying over the ocean, almost no lights, just the occasional island of humanity in the middle 
of nothing. But for hours we passed over an endless network of towns, all laid out in an east-west 
alignment, connected by long stretches of straight highway with orange fog lights. Each town had it’s 
sports field, a cluster of silos, a few well-lit main streets surrounded by a grid of suburban streets which 
faded out into the country but never quite stopped, so that even the spaces between towns was filled with 
scattered lights, from isolated houses or farms I’m not sure. That was the first really different concept 
I encountered in the states. San Francisco is so very much like Sydney it was a very easy introduction 
to American culture, but the idea that the ”country” is full of people everywhere, that deserts there are 
isolated dead areas surrounded by fertile land instead of the other way around, was quite sobering. 


We landed in Philadelphia early in the morning. The steelworks, the ones that remain, were 
sending up plumes of steam in the distance. The terminal was full of women with amazing hair, totally 
weird post-modern sculptures of curls and corn-rows and braids and perms and everything combined 
like cuisines in a fusion restaurant. Cathy was sure that we would need to drag our own bags and check 
them in again, because apparently they had had to do this at LAX between planes. But, after a lot of 
misdirection by bored officials, we realised that no, our luggage was being routed for us. 


Another quick 2 hour flight with my knees being ground to dust by the seat in front, and we 
were approaching Bermuda! The island appeared in the distance, looking like a crab claw, with its 
peculiar hook shaped arrangement covered in white buildings so that from miles away we could tell how 
heavily populated it was. It grew and grew as we descended, and we could clearly see the reefs that 
surround the main island and indicate how large it was during the interglacials, when the sea level was 
lower. I was worried about the landing, but found out later that they have an unusually long runway 
which is actually an emergency landing site for the shuttle if it has to abort immediately after takeoff. 


We descended from the plane to the tarmac, which reminded me of flying to Brisbane in the 70s 
when they didn’t have airbridges at the terminal, and the blast of hot moist air when we left the 
plane added to the nostalgia. We passed quickly through immigration, and joined the crowd of Fedex 
employees waiting for a van to the hotel. 


To recap, Michelle won this entire trip as a result of something Fedex calls the Presidents Chal- 
lenge, which is an incentive competition for sales personnel. Winners who increase sales by a certain 
amount in a financial year win the Presidents Club, which means a trip to an exotic destination, all 
expenses paid. We broke our trip in SF and I paid for accommodation and meals, but all that was about 
to end! Presidents Club pays for almost everything, including such almost ridiculous details as expensive 
gifts left on your pillow each evening, and envelopes of walking around money for the ”free” day. Along 
with a crowd of other Sales personnel and their spouses, partners and friends, we were picked up by a 
fleet of taxi vans and driven to the other side of the island to the Fairmont Southampton. 


Bermuda is a lovely island. The population lives in distinctive style of house, small square cot- 
tages with pastel coloured walls and dazzling stepped white roof made from limestone slates. They 
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have moulded cement gutters running diagonally across the slope of the roof, to catch the rain before it 
has run over too much surface and picked up dust and salt, and channel it into underground cisterns. 
Despite the plentiful rainful water is a constant concern on the island, and they have a very Australian 
attitude to conserving it, constantly monitoring their tanks like outback farmers, and carefully reusing 
their greywater to irrigate their gardens and flush their toilets. 


The roads are narrow and snake between dry stone walls of limestone chunks, weathered into 
rough karst by the constant rain. There wasn’t much cultivated farmland on the island, and what 
there was was dedicated to salad vegetables and greens and tomatoes. The lawns were viridian green 
and chickens and roosters pecked in the corners - the taxi driver told me they were wild, and nobody 
bothered to eat them because of parasites. We saw almost no dogs, because there are regulations keeping 
them indoors or on very short leads when outside. Apart from the distinctive "bay grape” trees with 
their large round leaves like plates, there were a lot of introduced forest trees like Norfolk Island pines 
and umbrella trees. 


The “island” of Bermuda is actually a large main island plus a string of smaller islands separated 
by narrow channels, most of which are bridged. The airport was at the east end of the group on it’s own 
island, and the hotel near the west end. It was about a 35 minute journey, at the 35Km/h speed limit. 
The Fairmont stands on a hill, looking out over it’s own golf course, the Little Sound, the Great Sound 
(which are enclosed by the hook of the crab claw) and a network of smaller islets. The hotel itself is a 
monstrosity in my opinion, big rectangular wings like a council flat complex, coloured pink with white 
arches in a vain attempt to harmonise with the local architecture. 


After debarking from the taxis we dragged our luggage into the main ballroom, where a meet’n’greet 
was in session. This was the first sign of the fact that, despite being free, we were going to “pay” for our 
holiday with a number of obligatory activities. Surrounded by sales professionals, we balanced plates of 
tasty canapes on our hands and tried not to get vivid sauces on our clothes, surrounded by frantically 
networking sales drones, mostly Americans despite ourselves and a smattering of Europeans and Asians. 
We picked up some paperwork, including vouchers and tickets for the various activities we had booked. 
There had been some cancellations so I scored us tickets to the caves on Wednesday. Outside vivid green 
anole lizards scuttled about on the veranda, attracted by the smel of food. 


When we couldn’t stand the scene any longer we slunk off to our room, which was modestly lux- 
urious, and collapsed for a brief nap. Michelle slept, I couldn’t, so I changed and went out for a walk 
before dinner. 


There were paths snaking through the hotel grounds, leading to the golf course on one side and 
the hill on the other. I headed for the hill, through stands of bay grape, passing old abandoned quarries 
and cuttings, overgrown stairs leading up to the remnants of a gun emplacement, now just a circular 
concrete pad with a wide circle of iron gear teeth that must have supported a rotating turret of some 
kind. A constant chorus of piping frogs surrounded me. I joined a road, walked almost all the way down 
to the hotels private beach, covered in banana lounges and sheltered from the opon sea by rocky stacks. 


Dinner that night was a bit of a blur. I know we ate in the main dining room with all the 
Fedex staff, and the VP made some sort of speech, but I can’t remember much other than that. When 
we returned to the room, our first gift was waiting for us - a basket containing some mini bottles of 
Goslings Black Seal rum, some cans of strong local ginger beer, and a scroll of paper explaining how to 
make a Dark’n’Stormy, the popular local cocktail which is really just a mixture of the two ingredients. 
Also a box containing a rum-cake, which is just a dry Madeira cake infused with some rum. 


The local TV was mostly imported satellite feed from the states or BBC news, but there was a 


local channel showing adverts for restaurants, and interesting clips. There was a local fisherman who 
specialised in making shark oil barometers. First he caught his sharks at the right time of the year, 
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during the hurricane season. Then, he cooked their livers to extract the clear oil. He bottled this in 
narrow tubes with a cork and mounted them on a wooden plaque. Fatty crystals would form in the oil, 
in different configurations depending on the weather. Apparently if the deposits were at the bottom it 
predicted calm weather, while a spiral of crystals up the middle meant hurricane. The side the crystals 
grew on showed the direction of the wind in the close future. We actually have a version of this in our 
kitchen, a "storm glass” or camphor barometer as mentioned in Jules Vernes’ Voyage to the Bottom 
of the Sea. The shape of the crystals in the liquid camphor are meat to represent clouds and predict 
weather conditions. It doesn’t actually work though, except as a very crude thermometer. The crystals 
form when it cools, and dissolve when the camphor warms, that is all. If they form and remain for some 
time, they get shaken by accidental vibrations from the top of the glass dome to the bottom. I guess a 
sudden drop in temperature indicates an approaching storm, while long term cold indicates ground fog. 


8.5.6 October 5th - Bermuda (2009-10-13 09:32) 


On Monday we were booked to visit the old British fort at the extreme western tip of the island. 
Actually, at the extreme tip of the hook of the chain of islands at the western end of Bermuda, so it was 
basically due north of the hotel. It has been turned into a museum after lying derelict for years. 


Breakfast at the Fairmont is a dangerous time, because there is a huge buffet and ones instinct 
is to dive into the bacon and smoked salmon and pastries and so on, which can really ruin your day, 
especially when you consider the rich food they fed us for dinner. I tried to virtuously stick to the fresh 
and canned fruit selection. I chatted with a lady with pearls who at first I thought was on the staff, 
perhaps the owner, turned out to be an Este Lauder rep. She told me she had never seen the hotel so 
packed. Apparently her yearly routine includes holidays at Bermuda, Sydney (so her husband can play 
a game of tennis with old friends) and various parts of Europe. Nice. 


I should explain that there was a range of activities we could select from and book what we 
wanted to do on the island. Things we rejected included; snorkeling the reefs, horse riding on the beach, 
guided photography tour walking the old abandoned railway track, deep sea fishing, cooking with rum, 
and sailing. So we lined up with the other geeky losers, all with our Presidents Club little backpack on 
our backs, with our little steel water bottle and selection of sunscreens inside, and headed off in some 
vans for the Maritime Museum which occupies the old British fort. 


The tour was conducted by a chipper Englishman who had lived in Bermuda for 20 years. He 
explained that the fort had been built by the British navy in the early 19th century, essentially to 
replace Boston, since American independence the UK had no resupply ports they could rely on in 
the west Atlantic. They already had some fortifications there, including some dating from the earlier 
Spanish. They built a large complex, surrounded by a thick earth-filled wall, including gunpowder 
storage facilities, dry dock, food processing and storage sheds, and the impressive Commissioners house. 
The entrance to the keep was further guarded by a moat, supplied by tunnels to the sea, and once had a 
drawbridge. There were stalactites hanging from the entrance archway. 


The gunpowder magazine was fascinating. The vaulted ceilig was made from imported bricks - 
whenever you see bricks in Bermuda they must have been imported, because they don’t have any clay. In 
fact, I should digress here and explain that Bermuda is lacking in most natural resources. The island is 
composed of limestone capping an ancient dormant volcanic peak. There are a few seams of limey sand, 
useless for glass, and that’s it. No metals, no coal, no clay, no accessible basalt or granite, just limestone. 
Which is very good for building, because it can be easily worked and then hardens on exposure to air, 
so it can be sawn and made into slates for roofing, and slaked into lime for mortar, but everything else 
has to be imported. 


Anyway, the guide pointed out how the mortar protruded from between the bricks. It was to 
prevent buildup of gunpowder dust, which might set off an explosion. For the same reason the floor was 
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thickly coated with bitumen (imported too) to prevent sparks. There were still impressions from the 
casks of powder. The vaulted ceiling and flat roof was designed not to support a large weight above the 
building, but to withstand an internal explosion. In the event the whole store of gunpowder exploded, 
the building was supposed to bulge upwards, all the bricks parting from each other momentarily, and 
then settling back into place again. This would prevent chunks of the building from flying for distances 
and killing the marines. 


On the hill overlooking the entire complex was the Commissioners house, which was made in kit 
form from cast iron and shipped from England. The foundations were made from limestone (of course) 
and the walls were around 10 feet thick, pierced by oval holes which were to allow air to flow from outside 
to the light well at the centre of the building. According to our guide this was less to air condition 
the building than to provide a good wine cellar conditions, as the first commissioner of the store, who 
controlled the design of the building, had an enormous store of wine which he brought with him to 
Bermuda! The position of the house provided a view of every part of the keep and the sound. It was 
surrounded by cannon emplacements, and was the heart of the whole operation. Really the wine would 
have been useful for entertaining the high command when they visited. 


Not long ago the commissioners house had been a shell. Even the cedar fittings had all been 
stripped - rumour had it the sailors barracked there had burnt them to cope with the dampness. It had 
all been restored very nicely - the large conference table had actually been bought from a London bank 
at auction, when they sold it because it was too small! The house had served a succession of admirals, 
including at one time the brother of Jane Austen. Austen enthusiasts even visited Bermuda just to see 
where her brother served as a regional officer. 


Our guide led us down the hill and out of the keep into the victualing yard. Here the island 
railway line, now dismantled, had ended in a grassy square between two buildings, where supplies for 
the navy were prepared and stored. Meat, some mutton and beef raised on Bermuda, but mostly whale 
or "sea beef”, was butchered and salted down in kegs, which were made in a special blacksmiths nearby, 
and stored in two large warehouses with iron frames. This, along with the cannon shot and gunpowder, 
were what powered the British navy, and they were supplied to shops by small lighters which rode out 
into the sound carrying stores to waiting vessels. Our guide explained that they supplied beer as well, 
but it was usually served diluted with 4 parts water to one of beer, the beer mainly to flavor and sterilise 
to a degree the green pond water the people drank back then. 


On that note it was time to break for lunch at the nearby Frog and Onion pub. There we shared a 
table with an older couple from New Jersey who started right away by telling us all about 911 and 
how their son had ”got mad” and gone to fight in Afghanistan. He entertains them with stories about 
the Australian troops there, who brew hooch in plastic garbage bins and play games like "Hit a Hadji”, 
where they tee off golf balls from inside their compound and the first to hit a local citizen wins a prize. 
It was fascinating talking to them and exploring their world view. They were astonished when we told 
them that turkey is not a common food in Australia, in fact it’s rarely eaten outside Christmas, and 
expensive. Apparently in America it’s so cheap that turkeys are given away with other items and it’s 
regarded as something of a poverty food. 


After lunch everyone toddled off to shop in the nearby Clock Tower mall, built in the old har- 
bour control building. It was topped by two clock towers, one which actually contained, not a clock, but 
a gauge showing the next high tide time. The clock had been called the "four faced liar” and the harbour 
staff always relied on the fastest face for quitting time. Inside, it was the usual hell of little shops selling 
twee overpriced crap, a mini-mall with cobblestone floor. I went next door and watched beefy girls blow 
glass in a small workshop. 


On the ride home the taxi driver pointed out that we were passing over the smallest drawbridge 
in the world, Somerset bridge. The central section, 18 inches wide, can be removed to allow a yachts 
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mast to pass through. Bermuda really is a cartoon kingdom. The islands look exactly like the islands 
you draw in school, little lumps poking out of a calm blue sea with houses and trees on them. The 
encircling reefs provide such good protection against the weather that buildings can be safely put right 
on the water, especially in the sounds, and the water is so very blue, for reasons nobody could tell us. 
My theory is that the limestone dissolved in the water acts as a clarifying agent. The beaches are perfect 
little crescents of light pink sand, pink from a delicate red coral like straw which gets broken up easily 
by the waves and mixed with the white shell sand. The lawns are green, the houses are house shaped, 
pastel coloured, and only their Devo-hat roofs of dazzling white limestone distinguish them from your 
regulation preschool drawing. 


After a nap we assembled in the foyer ready for dinner with our local representatives. Asia Pa- 
cific staff were going to the nearby Fourways restaurant with one Kevin OHearn the district manager. 
While waiting we chatted with Bob and Barbara from Virginia. Bob had been a train conductor for 40 
years and had recently retired. He explained that the union provided a very good pension. We talked 
about coal a lot, most of the trains he worked on carried coal. He had a lot of questions about Australia, 
such as, what oceans were adjacent to Australia, and was it true that all our beaches were nude? 


The dinner was okay, sitting with Cathy and Claudia and other friends. A couple of startlingly 
beautiful Korean girls that Michelle had met at a conference in Beijing. The only sour notes were the 
aircon, which blew directly down on our table. Kevin continuously rose and turned it down, only for the 
restaurant staff to turn it back up again. The Japanese manager at the next table got drunk and started 
making loud offensive jokes, in English, about Korean men, which the girls found a little offensive, but 
they dealt admirably. 


Todays gift: a pair of black cotton windcheaters embroidered with Fedex stuff. 


8.5.7 Bermuda Oct 6th - Nonsuch Island! (2009-10-14 15:47) 


Today, the big deal - a tour of Nonsuch Island! Most Bermudans haven't been to Nonsuch, but they all 
know about it. 


The Cahow is a petrel, now the Bermudan national bird. It doesn't look particularly fascinating. 
It has an amazing call, which apparently sounds like ”cahow” to someone. It changed the course of 
history. The Spanish discovered Bermuda first, but they never settled, because the Cahow calls made 
them think the island was infested with devils and demons. They called the island chain the Devil isles, 
put some pigs ashore so they would breed and provide food for future shipwreck survivors, and left. 


The pigs and goats were particularly unkind to Nonsuch, and almost denuded the island. It re- 
mained unused until late in the 19th century, when it was used as a quarantine station for suspected 
victims of yellow fever. 


Once the British settled Bermuda, they consumed much of the local wildlife to extinction, or 
close, including the cahow and the sea turtle. The cahow was so tame it could be beaten down out of 
the trees with a stick, so it suffered greatly. Rats killed the chicks in their burrows, and it went extinct 
about 300 years ago, or so it was thought. 


Nonsuch island was turned into a ward for wayward young men, until well into the 20th century, 
when it was essentially abandoned. Then one day a cahow was discovered on Bermuda, after a storm, 
proving that the bird had somehow survived after more than 300 years of being thought extinct. It 
hadn’t been breeding on Nonsuch, but on barren rocks further out in Castle harbour. The bird nested 
in crevices in the limestone rock, raising one chick a year. It had remained so rare during the 300 years 
that nobody had noticed them. To be fair, the cahow doesn’t actually spend much time on land. The 
species spend most of their time roaming the ocean, only coming in to nest in the dead of night. They 
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even wait for moonless nights to land and feed their chick, which can wait for several days between 
feedings, so it was not surprising that it could evade notice so well. 


One David Wingate was a young lad when they first confirmed the existence of the cahow, and 
he decided to dedicate his life to restoring the species and bringing it back from the edge. First he went 
and did a biology degree. Then he studied the nesting habits of the bird. When there was soil, it dug a 
tunnel, usually with a bend to block light from the nesting chamber, and raised one chick a year. When 
available it used crevices in the limestone rock, if they were deep enough, but it had to compete with 
the then Bermudan national bird, the long tail shearwater. On most of the rocky islets it was surviving 
on, there was no soil, so the competition was pretty fierce and threatened it’s survival. 


Wingate devised a way of building artificial concrete nesting tunnels, complete with a special 
wooden baffle that only admitted the cahow and blocked the longtail from getting in and killing the 
chicks. They built hundreds on the rocks where the cahow bred, and increased it’s numbers. 


Nonsuch island caught his eye because it was abandoned, and it had a variety of different micro 
environments on it. There was exposed rocks, cliffs, forests, beaches, and the potential to build both a 
fresh and saltwater marsh. Wingate has essentially spent the past 40 years gardening Nonsuch island 
into a restored Bermudan wilderness, similar to what the first settlers would find. 


We caught the usual taxi vans from the hotel, heading east, clutching our packed lunch boxes 
from the hotel. I noticed that the Bermudans have a custom of waving to other drivers they know in a 
very peculiar way. Imagine a large doorknob at shoulder height right in front of you. Raise your hand 
and grasp the doorknob and twist it violently for a few seconds, then freeze for a second or two, and 
then allow your hand to ever so slowly drift down like a feather to the steering wheel. Our driver did 
this to whatever relatives we passed, and since that day I noticed dozens of locals doing the same. When 
standing they do the same thing, only the imaginary doorknob is in a more natural place around waist 
level. 


We arrived at the end of a culdersac street in Wallers Bay, at the extreme eastern tip of the 
main island. There, we clambered aboard a private charter boat run by a guy who used to take mainly 
fishing trips out to sea, but told us he was trying to get more business closer to the island. I think 
he might have had a bad experience, or the insurance was killing him or something. He seemed more 
excited to see the island than we were. Most locals were very surprised when we told them about the 
trip later. 


On the way out over the peerless blue water, almost milky blue over the white sand bottom, he 
pointed out that the peninsula was dotted with large mansions owned byt the worlds richest people. 
There were holiday homes of Ros Perot, Bloomberg, Silvio Berlusconi, and others. Some where notorious 
for being shuttered for most of the year, with caretaker staff caretaking fr a family who might occupy 
the place for one week. 


Beyond the point there was a series of rocky islands covered in fortifications, which gave the har- 
bour the name Castle Harbour. They had been built by the British to defend their initial settlement on 
the island, at St George town. We passed on the northern side of the islands, so we had a good view of 
the ruined castles at their ends, and the still very intact latrine with its stepped roof, perhaps the first 
of that design on the island, hanging over the water. 


When Nonsuch was a boys reformatory a tunnel was cut in the cliffs and an old ship sunk to 
form a dock. Since then a succession of further ships were sunk, and then a proper dock constructed. 
The boat was too large to dock, so we put ashore in the dinghy, four at a time. At the dock tame parrot 
fish and sergeant majors gathered waiting to be fed, we threw them crackers from our packed lunches. 
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Our guide Lynn then led us up to the clearing at the top of the island where the old reforma- 
tory buildings were still being used. Wingate lived most of the time on the island, but he was away at 
the time we were there, so we didn't get to meet him. 


One of the first things we noticed was the large number of familiar trees, casuarina or sheoak. 
Lynn explained that the island had been denuded, and just as David was considering how to reforest, 
the Bermudan cedar was being killed by a newly introduced scale mite. David discovered that there 
were a few cedar seedlings which had resistance to the mite, and that they could be further propagated 
by tip cuttings. Because of the threat of hurricanes uprooting his seedling trees, he decided to import 
Australian casuarina trees, because they were fast growing and basically similar to the cedar. I told her 
later that I thought it was a mistake because of the fact they grow up from their own roots, and their 
needles form a dense carpet that kills other plants. If you plant sheoak in your garden they will take 
over and even after you cut them down they will send up new shoots from the roots for years to come. 
Still, they worked, and now the island has a nice forest of small cedar trees, and te casuarina will be 
chopped out when they aren't needed anymore. 


Lynn put out grapes and cheese on the veranda of one of the buildings to try and lure the na- 
tive skink. This is now rare on the main islands due to competition with the introduced anole, which 
was also present on Nonsuch. We saw a lot of anoles, and only glimpsed one shy skink as it crept 
towards the bait. Apparently another threat to the skink was our old friend ion Aus, the cane toad, 
which had actually swum out from the main islands when they smelled the fresh water marsh David had 
constructed. Not many toads can stand salt water. 


Then she lead us up towards the western end of the tiny island, basically smaller than a subur- 
ban block, where they had some of their celebrated concrete cahow tunnels. She showed us how the 
board prevented the long tails from getting in, and showed us the nest chamber. The cahows were not 
breeding, so it was empty. 


Still, we saw plenty of other wildlife. There were hurricane spiders, which I'm pretty sure we 
have here now, I remember when I first saw one about 20 years ago. They get their name from the fact 
that, when they spin their webs close to the ground, you now there is a hurricane on the way. There 
were plenty of bay grape trees, which had been thought to be introduced from other islands but recent 
results from studies of pollen preserved in peat bogs showed they had been there for at least 10000 years. 
There were palmettos, which had been widely destroyed on the mainland because the base of the young 
leaf is a vegetable. Something like our own pandanus. 


Later we saw the freshwater bog, where David had introduced wild herons which were similar to 
the extinct variety, to eat the land crabs. Didn’t see any herons either. Davids story is dominated by the 
cahow, because it was resurrected after so long, but really, his actual legacy is as a naturalist who tried 
and to a large extent succeeded in recreating an eco system from scratch. With a great deal of patience 
he did a lot of things which weren’t thought possible at the time. For instance, to defeat the cane toads 
he surrounded the bog with a black plastic fence, and by patrolling the fence every time it rains, which 
triggers the toads spawning instinct, he manually cut their numbers to almost nothing. 


Another example was down on the beach, where the salt water marsh used to be. t was washed 
away in Hurricane Fabian, the big one which all the Bermudans talk about if you give them a chance, 
but the beach was also where he was trying to reintroduce nesting sea turtles. Hundreds of eggs, close 
to hatching, had been brought in and buried, so the emerging turtles would imprint on the island and 
return when they breed. That’s the idea, but they won’t know for another 50 years or so if it works. In 
fact, because of the temperature of the sand most of the hatchlings will turn into males, but some will 
be females. Climbing back up to the top of the island Lynn showed us that the ground was carpeted 
with seedling trees. On the main islands the rats eat all the seeds that drop, but here they had been 
killed off so Nonsuch actually supplied all the nurseries on the main islands with seedling trees. 
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That was about the geekiest thing we did on the island, apart from visiting the aquarium and 
zoo a few days later. 


Back at the hotel a geeky gift was waiting - todays present was a Flip solid-state HD digital 
video recorder! Pity they didn’t provide them on the first day when we could have used them! Still, it 
was the best of the Presidents Club gifts we received. 


While it was charging and Michelle had a nap, I realised I had a window of opportunity before 
the scheduled black tie dinner that evening to visit the Gibbs Hill lighthouse we would see from our 
balcony, and hopefully shoot a panorama from the top. I set out, circling the hotel on the jogging 
paths, and then headed for the golf course. Just as I was about to cross the course I noticed a woman 
in hotel uniform watching me, and when I asked if I could walk across the course she explained, or tried 
to explain, that there was something called a "back 9” which meant I couldn't. I didn’t understand, and 
I’m firmly of the same opinion as Mark Twain that "Golf is a good walk ruined” so I didn’t care, but she 
kindly offered me a lift across in her golf buggy. I learnt later that "back 9” meant that the players were 
playing towards the tee greens, kind of playing the course in reverse, so I couldn’t assume myself safe if 
I stuck to the paths. 


On the other side it was a short walk up the hill to the lighthouse, where the keeper was just 
shutting up shop. I begged pitifully, and he agreed to let me up as long as I shut the door at the top 
for him. Inside the tower it was hot, the iron walls had been heating up all day, and the hot air had 
collected near the top of the tower, so the further I climbed the worse it got. The weirdest thing was 
to walk up the penultimate flight of stairs and discover a small server room, with a couple of racks of 
old computers and, nice familiar touch, a household fan cooling them. I think they were for navigation 
signals, controlling the light, gathering weather data and that sort of thing. 


By the time I emerged from the little door at the top onto the catwalk around the light itself I 
was shaking from the strain of the stairs. I had to be careful to keep the sweat off the camera while I 
filled the remaining space on my memory card with some great shots of the Sounds, the small islands, 
Hamilton, the horrible pink Fairmont hotel itself, and a couple of panoramas Ill stitch soon as I work 
out how to use Hugin. I got some good shots of the refractors around the mercury vapour globe of the 
light, but I couldn’t bring myself to climb up into the light dome itself, partly because it was just too 
hot, like a greenhouse. 


Back down on terra firma, and Heinz the keeper offered me a lift back to the hotel in his rusty 
old Volvo. He was very very German, but had lived in Bermuda for 10 years. To get in I had to climb 
over an aluminium pole. He explained that someone had been stealing his avocado and he was going to 
pick them all with this tool. I told him I’d done a bit of that on my mothers farm, and asked if he was 
going to sell them. ”No, I give them all away, but it’s the principle of the thing!” 


Back at the hotel, an alarming number of people wearing black tie were walking around already. 
In the original plans the function wasn’t going to start until 7.30, but when we looked at the card which 
came with the Flip camera, we noticed it said 6PM sharp. So we quickly got dressed, and successfully 
missed most of the cocktail and photo hour from 6 to 7, arriving just in time for dinner. 


It was an interesting experience. The hotel ballroom was done up, with large banners of world 
landmarks, the chairs were wrapped in bunting, fine embroidered table cloths on the tables, a whole 
chemistry set of glassware at each place etc etc. Luckily not everyone was wearing a tuxedo, so we didn’t 
feel too out of place. It was all a bit of a lark to us, but you could tell that it was the highlight of the 
whole week to most of them. I find sales people kinda tedious, and so does Michelle. She does "inside 
sales” which means, working from the office. Although there was an unusually high number of Inside 
Sales personnel this year, most of the Fedex guys were regular sales, with sales personalities. Aggressive, 
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confronting, not very friendly if you aren't a client, confident in their superiority to most humans. I 
smiled and actually kinda enjoyed boring the few who tried to talk to me, with detailed recounts of 
our days adventure on Nonsuch. Most of them had been playing golf or deep sea fishing, much more 
acceptable choices for their profession, regardless of whether they liked it or not. When you told them 
about scrambling around on a rocky island, where the star attraction was completely absent, looking at 
spiders and dead trees and concrete holes in the ground, you could totally see their shields going up, 
their eyes unfocusing and turning away, as they sought to protect their finely honed sales focus from any 
information that didn't serve their prime directive. 


Of course, this belief they had or seem to have, is a lie. Adequately demonstrated when the 
diddly-diddly-dee Irish band stopped playing and the Fedex high command took the stage, resplendent 
in tuxedos suits, but wearing Bermuda shorts made from fabric like Christmas wrapping paper! They 
gave a rousing speech, with plenty of toasts, and exhorted the crowd to enjoy their success. Good idea, 
thanks for the tip. 


malwae (2009-10-14 11:29:12) 
I feel terribly uneducated, but what's a "skink”? 


carbonunit (2009-10-14 11:32:11) 
[1]A small lizard. 


1. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Skink 


8.5.8 Relevant (2009-10-15 18:55) 
Some items I picked up in my travels which may be of interest: 


1)Alcatraz Institution Rules & Regulations, the handbook given to all prisoners at Alcatraz, essen- 
tially the DNA of the prison. 


2|Nonsuch Island Living Museum, a neat succinct booklet on the history of Nonsuch and David Wingate. 


3|Bermuda's Treasure Island, a good documentary on the island. 


4|Doing Time - Alcatraz Cellhouse Tour, the audio tour we listened to on Alcatraz, very good for 
headphone listening. 


1. http://www.scribd.com/doc/21110424/Alcatraz-Institution-Rules-Regulations 
2. http: //www.scribd.com/doc/21108590/Nonsuch- Island 
3. [http://mspong.s3.amazonaws .com/video/Bermudas_Treasure_Island.mp4?torrent 


4. https: //mspong.s3.amazonaws.com/audio/Doing/20Time/20-/20A1catraz/20Cellhouse/20Tour.zip 


8.5.9 Last post about Bermuda (2009-10-17 17:31) 
I don’t feel like exhaustively documenting my last 2 days in Bermuda, but there were a few highlights. 


On Thursday we had a scheduled expedition to St George, which is the original settlement at the 
east end of the island. There we learned that our old friends the Masons were highly instrumental in 
setting up this colony! The [ljold state house is basically a Masonic lodge, both by design (note the 
twin pillars) and in modern usage - every year they have a colourful ceremony where the Masons pay 
the town council the peppercorn rent, with an actual peppercorn in a box. This building is one of the 
oldest surviving in the new world, constructed 1620. 
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We were taken on a short tour of the old part of the town by a Mrs Outerbridge. She explained 
that her name is very common in Bermuda. It reminds me of the Christians, descendants of Fletcher 
Christian, in Pitcairn Island and later Norfolk Island. She explained in some detail the issue of water on 
the island, the need for individual catchments for every house, how people maintain their cisterns. She 
sad that, you can buy water to top off your cistern if it runs low, but Bermudans tend to be picky about 
the source, and they often give each other water if their cisterns are particularly full. It makes sense, 
since they also use cess pits for their sewage, so you wouldn’t want water from a bad cistern too near a 
cess pit. I’m sure the limestone would eventually cleanse the seepings, but still! There are catchments 
on the island "water lenses” and the sort, and she said they imported a dowser about 100 years ago to 
locate some sites for wells. I’m glad the water in the hotel was desalinated seawater, although it did 
have a weird sulfurous taste at times. 


She also showed us the [2]replica of the Patience, a ship that was actually built on Bermuda by 
the first westerners shipwrecked there. You can read more about that [3]here. In brief, a ship heading 
for Jamestown was caught in a storm, and they shipwrecked themselves deliberately on the reefs because 
ohterwise they would sink. They found plenty of pigs on the islands, most likely left there by the 
Spanish, and they were able to construct 2 new ships, one from the wreckage of their original ship, and 
one from native cedar. 


They have the usual slightly embarrassing reenactments for the tourists, in their case the ducking 
of a scold. The town crier summoned a mob of gawking lookies by ringing his bell and shouting, and 
then [4jlead out the patsy, who was really good. They had an entertaining act, and it was actually 
satisfying to [5]see her get ducked in the end. 


After lunch at the usual British style pubs (Bermuda is paradise for Poms - a tropical island 
with dozens of antique pubs around!) we set out again for the caves. We visited Crystal caves, one of 
the largest and best. Being made of limestone Bermuda has dozens of caves, and a large number of 
indigenous cave wildlife as well. All of the caves are connected to the sea, so most of them are underwater 
and even experience tides. In Crystal caves we walked on pontoon bridges which were very close to the 
roof because of the high tide. 


Our guide explained that this cave had been discovered by some boys playing cricket, whose ball 
rolled into some weeds and fell down the tiny hidden mouth of the cave. It was part of a system over a 
mile in length, which included dozens of rooms only accessible by divers. The formations were amazing, 
especially the huge stalagmite columns, over 1 million years old, and the large number of helictites, 
growing from the sides of most of the stalactites. I think this indicates the stability of Bermuda as 
an island; there were only a few fractured columns (which indicate slippage) and most of the broken 
stalactites were close to the walkway, meaning human action broke them. Also, divers had found drip 
formations in the deepest reaches of the cave systems, hundreds of feet below the surface and the current 
sea level, indicating the amazing change in sea level since that time. The guide explained that the water, 
laden with salt, preserved the formations because it couldn't readily dissolve limestone. 


Thursday night was a free night, so we had dinner at the [6] Waterlot inn, the 320 year old restaurant 
which was actually owned by the Fairmont. It was superb. We went there with Cathy and Claudia, 
also from Sydney Fedex. We had pre-dinner cocktails in the bar which was full of leather armchairs 
and firedogs and harpoons on the wall, and Cathy ordered a Jamisons and water. The waiter was a 
lugubrious old retainer straight from central casting, with an embroidered waistcoat and constipated 
shuffle. When he realised it was Cathy and not I that ordered the whiskey he remarked ”I’m surprised. 
Good, I like it!” I had Gravlax for entree, another first. The waitress was Swedish and she explained that 
the name means "grave fish” because the original gravlax was pickled by being buried in the ground. I 
told her I would henceforth think of it as zombie fish. For main course I had the stea with blue cheese 
crust, which was awe inspiring, and a glass of Madeira after, because the spirit of the place compelled 
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me to. 


On Friday we had nothing booked, so we decided to visit the aquarium and zoo, where our guide 
from Nonsuch Island worked. The exhibits were pretty good, nothing too spectacular, because of the 
size constraints. The had a good big tank with benthic fish including a shark swimming around. Lynn, 
the guide, appeared leading another group of Fedex people. They had been booked to visit Nonsuch as 
well, but the winds and rough seas prevented that so they were at the aquarium. She allowed us to join 
them and see their special charges, some animals they were rehabilitating, including a sea turtle and a 
longtail. The sea turtle had an injured shell, a large chunk had been carved off one side by a propeller, 
and t's main problem was, because the shell was lopsided, it was hanging vertically in the water. The 
buoyancy of the fat deposits on the side missing the chunk of shell was lifting that side higher in the 
water, so it was found trying to swim while hanging vertically, and going around in circles. They had 
good success with attaching a weight to even it's keel, and it was nearly ready to be released. The 
longtail shearwater had lost it's long tail feathers and most of the flight feathers on one wing. They 
were trying to keep it happy and compensate for the fact that it’s instincts at that time were to leave 
Bermuda and fly out into the open ocean. Lynn gave it a swim in the wading pool, which it seemed to 
enjoy, washing itself and throwing up a lot of water. 


Later we wandered around the rest of the zoo. There were quite a few Australasian animals, in- 
cluding a few tree kangaroos and wallabies, a long way from home. They had some awesome lion 
tamarins running free in a walk-through cage. 


In their small museum I saw the only reference to the Bermuda Triangle I ever noticed in Bermuda. It 
seems to be a verboten subject amongst the locals. I get the impression their tourism board has decided 
that it was harming their image and they should ignore it out of existence. It does seem to be working, 
not many young people nowadays have heard of the concept. Similar with Bermudas history of piracy 
they kind of wink at it with tatty souvenirs and the occasional skull and crossbones, but nowhere can 
you really see a pirates lair or reproduction pirate ship or anything. They celebrate their English origins 
while their currency is pegged to the US dollar, while conveniently forgetting the role in the Civil War, 
where they were a major port of supply to the Confederate states, and permitted a roaring trade of 
cotton for weapons and gunpowder. 


Next we caught a taxi the short distance to Hamilton, the largest city on the islands and the 
business centre. There we saw actual businessmen wearing non-ironic Bermuda shorts with their suit 
coats and collar shirts. Other than that it was a bit of a dump. Kind of like Chatswood, without the 
excitement. 


One thing I had been dreading the entire time we were there, was coming up fast - the White 
Night. We had been instructed to bring a white outfit to wear for the final night at the hotel, when 
there would be a special entertainment. I had a pair of off-white line trousers and a white cotton shirt, 
no jacket, and brown belt and shoes, so I was nervous - how many people would be wearing anything 
not white? They were sales people, they take clothes seriously. 


Luckily there was plenty of non-white costumery on display as we walked into the foyer, and a 
good thing too. As we proceeded into the main ballroom, our eyes were shriveled by the lighting, which 
was mostly UV to fluoresce off the white clothing, and there were giant bunches of glo-tube on each 
table. We immediately set to work manufacturing various headpieces and accessories from the tubes, 
which could be braided and snapped together. 


The GM came out for another rousing speech, thanking us all for keeping the company afloat 
and profitable for another year, and then he announced the musical act we had all been waiting for. 


I don’t know who the genius was who decided to hire BoyzllMen as the musical entertainment 
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for the ”white” night, but I want to shake his hand. After a heavily synthesized intro played, which 
melded 20 years of their music into a climax of musical nostalgia, there they were, bouncing out in their 
wraparound shades and dark wool suits. ”Hey, how you doin’?” one of them called to giant applause. 
"It’s so good to see you all, having a good time, and looking really white.” Nervous laughter. ”Hey, 
Fedex stock hit 1.92 this afternoon, did you know that? We do, because we own some! You have to stay 
conscious in this business.” I'm not sure what that last bit meant, but they applauded just the same. 


Then they launched into their act, which consists of singing R’n’B ballads while making highly 
stylized dance movements in step. At the rear of the stage, were the musicians were hiding, each of the 
three Boyz/Men had a small table holding a selection of drinks and a large bunch of red roses. Their 
act had an element of tag-team wrestling - each Boy/Man dropped out of the act at certain points so 
he could have a drink at his table, with his back to the audience, mop his brow, and later in the night, 
collect some more roses for handing to the star-struck women in the front row. 


It was a nightmare for me. I could barely stand it. The only thing that kept me going was the 
implied promise of the CD left in our room the night before, their latest album, where they cover 
Motown songs. I should have looked at the track list with a bit more care, though. After a few of their 
standard hits, which I remember from commercial radio in the early 90s, they announced that they were 
going to do some old favourites. Great, I thought, bring on the funk. But no! I had forgotten, there are 
Motown ballads! It was all "Life of the Party” and ”My Girl”. I couldn't help myself, I turned and ran. 
Michelle still hasn’t forgiven me for not telling her I was bailing out. I went back up to our room and 
read ”American Gods” by Neil Gaiman. 


Anyway, we survived. The next day we packed with great care, trying to estimate if the weight 
of the souvenirs would push our luggage over the limit and cost us a penalty at checkin (it did, for 
both of us). At the airport I was intending to buy a couple of litres of Black Seal, the popular rum of 
Bermuda, which isn’t even made there but has become synonymous with the island. But, I didn’t realise 
that US customs was right there at the airport, and it was no liquids on the flight. I even had to put 
my small box of Cuban cigars in my suitcase. Then all we had to do was endure 3 flights, back to back, 
over the next 26 hours to get back home. 


So that was Bermuda, and the US, two places I never thought I would have visited. I don’t 
know if we'll ever go back to Bermuda, it isn’t really our scene. For generations it’s been a high-price 
tourist destination and we just aren’t that interested if we have to pay our own way. Now San Francisco, 
that we are already planning to return to. 


1. http://www. flickr. com/photos /nattspong/4014476249/ 
2. http: //www flickr .com/photos /nattspong/4015239638/ 
3. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/History_of_Bermuda#Initial_discovery 
4. herp: / ww. Licker. con/ photos /mattepong/4014519617/ 
5. ep: aw. flickr con/ photos /nattapong/4014527609/ 
6. http://www. fairmont .con/southanpton/GuestServices/Restaurants/WaterlotInn. htm 


8.5.10 Compare and Contrast (2009-10-20 11:37) 


[1] [00012x4p] One Nation Under God by McNaughton vs. [2] [00013ayx] 
One Nation Under Cthulhu by Extemporanus. 


1. http: //www.mcnaughtonart .com/artwork/view_zoom/?artpiece_id=353 


2. http://s841.photobucket .com/albums/zz333/Extemporanus/?action=viewxcurrent=One_Nation_Under_Cthulhu. 


jpg&newest=1 
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8.5.11 Library music (2009-10-22 07:51) 


I like library music. Do you like library music? If you do, you might like some of the library music I 
bought on the weekend and have now ripped and cleaned up and uploaded for your pleasure. 


http: //mspong.s3.amazonaws.com/music/Library _Music.zip 
Most of it is the classic sounds of perky corn, full of plucked strings and tootling clarinet, even though 


I picked all the good sounding titles like ”Approaching Doom” and ”Foreboding to Climax”. Some of it 
sounds quite avante guard, which is why we like Library Music, isn’t it? 


8.6 November 


8.6.1 Fernando (2009-11-04 10:35) 


(2)2009-11-04 _1024.06 -neighbour 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong 


The house on the other corner of our triangular block has been edited 

recently. I mean, extended upwards. Had a new floor added. But my first choice of word is definitely 
edited, because the second story is made from some kind of grey fibre board which looks like freshly 
rendered polygons in Second Life. Not only that, they were so pleased with the effect they literally 
rendered, in cement, the ground floor to cover up the brick and make it flat and paint it the same colour 
as the extension. I wish it was edited, because then 

they could control-Z back to the way it was. 

Not that that was anything special. It was a typical Five Dock house, 

meaning it was a Federation era bungalow made of red brick with a tile 

roof. The previous owner was a creepy old Italian man called Fernando. The creepiest thing about him 
was, his wife never emerged from the house. Apparently she had had a mastectomy some years ago, and 
was ashamed of that and the fact she couldn’t speak English. ”Always she cry for the sponge booby” 
explained Fernando one day, when he had caught me mowing his grass verge. He invited me in for a glass 
of grappa, which he flavoured with sprigs of rue in the bottle. The rue would turn a weird grey colour, 
and the grappa acquired a disgusting flavour like a mothball cocktail. His wife shyly shuffled into the 
room, avoiding my gaze, and placed a tartan thermos and a tray of sad-looking biscuits on the table. He 
ignored her completely, and poured me out a shot of the strongest coffee, thick and black as molasses. 
She vanished so expertly I wasn’t even aware she was no longer in the room. I felt she had had a lot of 
experience at that trick. 

The grappa was his own, distilled many years ago and put aside. he used to brew red wine in stainless 
steel beer barrels, he gave me one when I showed him my fruit wine efforts. It’s still under the house, 
I can’t use it. It’s about the size of a wooden wine barrel, that is, about 10 times the size of a normal 
beer keg, and I’m not really planning on producing industrial quantities of my hooch yet. Michelle’s 
grandmother (who never liked him that much) nevertheless refused to rat him to the cops when they 
came knocking about the strange smell they had noticed, the one somewhat like an illegal still running 


785 


full blast. This was back when the laws against home distillation were being enforced. Now pretty much 
every home brew shop sells super mutated yeast, the kind whose sole rationale is to brew cheap alcohol 
from sugar water, and also sell flavourings to turn the raw ethanol into something like bourbon or Dram- 
buie or chartrues. Back then Fernando would give the wine away to his large family and gratefully mash 
up and distill the skins and stems to make his grappa, which hadn't mellowed in the bottle at all by the 
time I got to taste it. It was like printers fluid, even without the rue. 

Fernando was a melodramatically melancholy guy. "What can you do?!” he would exclaim when he had 
finished reciting his current list of ailments, including tight congested chest, some unspoken heart ail- 
ment too terrible to name, breathing difficulties which were always worsened by the weather, regardless 
of whether it was sunny or cloudy. “What can you do? Kill yourself?!” and he would draw his finger 
across his throat with a loud garroting sound, like a child would, staring at me wide eyed, demanding an 
answer. I’ve never been very good at these situations. ”Ah, no, not usually a good idea” I would tell him 
in my usual nasal geek tone. He was barrel chested and still very strong. he loved to crush my hand when 
I shook it. I learned to wince early and exclaim at the strength of his grip, so he wouldn’t actually break 
any bones. He emigrated to Australia during the building boom of the early 50s, when immigration laws 
were relaxed and large numbers of wogs were shipped out to lay bricks and hammer wood and basically 
house the baby boom. 

The other creepy thing about him was, he used to hint at being a member of some kind of fascist group 
during the war. he never actually said "I was a fascist” but he would say such provocative statements as 
"During the war... my friends and I...” and look very smug and creepy, and refuse to elaborate on the 
subject. Rumour had it he still owned a pistol from this time, nan claimed he had shown it to her once. 
He had subdivided his block to build a house for his son next door. This meant he had almost no yard. 
Almost every inch of the land had been paved. He was extremely proud of the fact that, when the council 
came to rip up the old concrete path which ran down the street by his house, he had importuned them to 
give him the chunks, and had used them in his paving. Often he would take me to the side of the house 
and point to the ground, at the irregular chunks set in a matrix of newer cement, and explain how he 
had done this. The cement was almost covered in bundles of rebar and stacks of breeze blocks anyway. 
He had the urge to conserve, to stockpile building material when it was available, because someday it 
would prove useful. 

Not that his garden was barren, he had a thriving garden growing in troughs and pots. He grew all the 
herbs he needed, including the round-leafed rue for his grappa, plus the usual Mediterranean herbs like 
rosemary, bay tree, oregano, sage, hyssop, also showy beefheart tomatoes, some elderflower bushes, and 
an unproductive avocado. 

Actually my mowing his grass verge annoyed him, and he would sometimes rush out and try and reason 
with me when he heard the engine of the mower outside. "It is the council!” he would exclaim, meaning, 
the verge belongs to the council and is therefore their responsibility to mow. Especially since they had 
been idiotic enough to rip up the perfectly good concrete path and replace it with sod. But, since the 
council tends the verges perhaps once a year, everyone mows them, or else they cultivate long rank grass 
that catches and holds blowing trash and looks terrible. That wouldn’t have bothered Fernando, but we 
couldn’t stand it. What I usually would do is mow the whole street, pushing the mower all the way up 
the hill to the corner and then back down again, and once that first strip had been shaved in the long 
grass outside his house, he couldn’t say no to me finishing the job I started. 

Then his nameless wife died, and they carried her out of the house on a stretcher. I wonder if they buried 
her with the sponge booby? Fernando was always melodramatically cursing the universe for it’s cruelty, 
but in that automatic habitual way that many people do nowadays, as though they want to conceal their 
own fortune from the luck fairy who might seek to balance the books of favour if they don’t conceal their 
happy circumstances under a camouflage net of misery. 

Fernando lived on, descending slowly into genuine sadness, for a year. He acquired a puppy, tied it on 
a long rope lead in his concrete yard. It barked, and his family didn’t like it, so he gave it away. They 
looked after him as best they could, until one of his maladies proved itself real, and did him in. His 
house sat empty for a year, with a creepy white wreath on the door, while the family presumably argued 
over it’s disposal. Obviously they didn’t reach any settlement amongst themselves, so they put it on the 
market and sold it. Now we have this bunker like a freshly extruded lego brick. I miss the old fascist. 
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1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/4072891047/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/4072891047/ 
3. i ; 


http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


richgoth (2009-11-04 00:26:20) 
great story! I wonder he was involved with the "Italian Social Republic”? they were the hardcore italian nazis 
who wanted to fight on after 1943 


carbonunit (2009-11-04 22:36:31) 

Wasn’t the whole country a Socialist Republic under Mussolini? In that case, he sure was, just like all those Nazi 
supporters in the States before WWII. I don’t think he was one who wanted to keep fighting after liberation, in 
fact I never worked out if he fought during the war at all. It was just his way of dropping references to the war 
into our stilted conversations, and then looking all smug and changing the subject. 


richgoth (2009-11-06 04:41:33) 

Not social, not a republic... http: //en-wikipedia.org/wiki/Italian -Social Republic Mussolini backtracked and 
claimed the Fascist state from 1922-1943 had been corrupted from the start by capitalism and vested interests 
(well, it had...it was a kleptocracy) and wanted a pure National Socialist Italy 


prof_null (2009-11-04 06:39:53) 
Yep, the house looks a bit bunker-ish in the photo. It seems to be the fashion in architecture now - there’s many 
like that around here. 


carbonunit (2009-11-04 22:37:26) 
If it was my house I’d make big polygonal trees out of board and install them in the front yard! 


bluedevi (2009-11-04 19:10:54) 
I really enjoyed reading this. So vivid. Also, after you mentioned your voice, I heard the rest of the post in my 
head spoken aloud, the way I imagine you sound. 


carbonunit (2009-11-04 22:41:15) 
[1]Here's a sample. I think I sound really nasal, when I hear recordings of my voice, and very nerdy. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/3891876469/ 


8.6.2 Hanging with the wrinklies (2009-11-05 09:31) 


Thinking about Fernando reminded me of the Halloween party at the Mu Mesons last Saturday. There 
were 3 over-70s there, it was a pleasure to meet some old people who still have a good time and give us 
hope for a future old age of casual sex and drug use and late night debauchery. 


It was a pretty good night regardless, most people got dressed up. Michelle went as a ghoul, I wore 
a Cthulhu mask I bought in San Fran. Big props to Miss Jane for her ”preppy zombie” outfit, and there 
was a perfect Invisible Man, some skeletons, a viking etc. 


There was a girl in an awesome Elvira costume. Not a character most people can perform, but she 
was lucky enough to have the necessary attributes. She was accompanied by a friend wearing a mask like 
an old women wearing a spooky white Venetian masque for the carnivale. Her costume was a ghostly 
floating draped shroud. In fact, she was an actual old women, introduced as Elvira’s mother. Michelle 
recognised her as a stallholder at Marrickville markets. She sells raver clothing and hand painted T-shirts. 
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”I hope you don’t mind me peering at you” she said when we were hanging out on the balcony with 
the smokers. ”I'm legally blind. I call my clothing label Wonky Wear, because I can't sew straight. It’s 
best to just admit it, then people actually like it.” She had a friend with her as well, a bit younger, not 
in costume, who looked a little nervous but was having fun nonetheless. 


We were joined by an old man who had a cane with a bone handle. He wasn’t costumed either, ex- 
cept in a black overcoat and Greek fishermans hat, so he could have claimed to be Ernest Hemingway. I 
would have added a blood-spattered head and a shotgun to complete the outfit. Miss Jane complimented 
his cane. “It’s a mutton bone” he told us. “I like the way it represents the sheep it came from.” Indeed 
it did, the flanges around the joint looked like curling rams horns. ”Of course, when I go to the Hellfire 
Club, I tell them it’s the thigh-bone of an Ethiopian boy! They like that one much better.” he deftly 
unscrewed the handle to reveal a joint, ready-rolled and stuck in a holder, which he extracted and lit, 
then kindly passed to the two older ladies. They gratefully toked it up, and passed it on to me. I’ve 
always been told to respect my elders, so of course I accepted. "It’s not great, but it’s better than the 
stuff in Amsterdam” the old man told us, and went on to explain his theory that the quality of pot in a 
country is basically inverse to how legal it is. 


Later in the night our host Miss Death explained where the man came from. He had turned up late 
for the garage sale they held a couple of weeks ago, hoping to buy some esoteric books as offered by Lee, 
who is in the process of selling of the largest library of such works in Australia. He inherited them when 
his lover died, and isn’t much interested in them, or the work involved in listing them on Ebay, so he 
sells them for pennies whenever the Mu Mesons have a sale. The old man turned up arund 6PM, well 
after the sale finished, right in the middle of Miss Deaths stitch-n-bitch. They gave him a program and 
sent him on his way, and here he was. Meanwhile Michelle was listening to the two old ladies, fresh off 
the dance floor where they had been grooving for some time, arguing about who would ”get with” the 
geezer. "I'm 89, he’s 17 years younger than me, I think you should approach him” said one, the Wonky 
Wear lady. "Never say that!” the other scolded. "Anyway, I feel a bit peaky. That pot was too strong.” 
They wandered off and found Jay Katz, who settled the peaky one down on a couch with a nice cup of 
tea. 


Meanwhile her friend wandered out to the balcony again, where the old man was still holding forth, 
now about the amount of stand-over activity in Sydney. I never thought about it, Pd always assumed 
that we were pretty clean of that kind of thing except maybe in Chinatown, where triads might shake 
down illegal sweat shops by threatening to out them to the police, but he insisted it was the reason for 
a lot of restaurants shutting down. I told him how, in Sicily, they have an organized fight-back campain 
now called Addiopizzo where they refuse to pay tithe, and actually stick a banner in the window of their 
shops to advertise this fact so the tourists can support them. He seemed amused at the concept. The 
lady was holding back, nervous as a young girl, obviously wanting to talk to him but intimidated by his 
carefully cultivated aura of evil he obviously enjoyed wearing, and scared of rejection. Of course the guy 
got bored, we were just too straight for his taste, and besides, Miss Death was playing a medly of 80s 
bands like Bronski Beat that were really annoying. Soon after the lady went inside to check on her friend 
he made his adieus and left. Better luck next time, babe! 


It gives me great hope for the future when you see older people with real lives, refusing to do what 
our culture still encourages them to, i.e. dig a hole and bury themselves. It isn’t that way all over the 
world. In Portugal Michelle saw the large clubs they have, which are usually multi level with different 
ages and music on each level. Most clubs have a room where they play ”fado” the traditional dance music. 
The whole family goes out, the wrinklies dance all night to fado and have a better time than their kids 
and grand kiddies who are acting all cool in the disco rooms. 
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prof null (2009-11-05 02:23:02) 
... «that's what is so great about the Mu Meson meetings - appreciation for all human beings. 


carbonunit (2009-11-05 13:08:57) 
yes, there is a definite appreciation for eccentricity there. 


richgoth (2009-11-06 04:33:19) 
I see our future as tied to stakes while hillsongites and talibs pile on the kindling... 


8.6.3 Driving the Hunter (2009-11-11 20:47) 
We drove up to the Hunter Valley on Sunday, with Carlos and Paula and Danny. 


Carlos is Michelles ex boyfriend. The last time we saw him before this year was back around 1998. 
He was stalking us through the streets in his Mazda RX7. I remember one day when Michelles nans dog 
was sick. We took him to the vet on Glebe Point Road. All the way there we were aware of this revving 
little white secret agent car shadowing us. At the vet, as I was trying to carry the dog inside, he parked 
across the road, got out and stormed towards us. I was wondering whether he would be bastard enough 
to start a fight while I was holding a sick dog, but all he did was hand Michelle a bundle of completed 
animation cels with a dramatic flourish. (They used to work together in an animation company, until 
long after their relationship broke down, which caused me a lot of confusion when I was chasing Michelle, 
I didn’t know if they were still an item or not.) 


Michelle met him again last year at her solicitor. He’s married to Paula now and their son Danny is 
two. Michelle gets along very well with Paula, who is from the same village in Portugal that Carlos hails 
from. Their son Danny is very cute, but a terror. 


Our main mission was to find the location of a wedding they are going to in a few weeks time. They 
never leave Sydney so they are very nervous about driving long distances in the country. Paula is almost 
pathalogically scared of snakes. We stopped at a rest area in the freezing rain, she wouldn’t allow Danny 
to chase the greedy brush turkeys which came begging for food, because she was scared he would run 
into the bush and get bitten by a snake. Michelle explained that they don’t like cold weather but Paula 
was still worried. I hope she doesn’t realise that they have a lot of snakes in the vinyards. They eat small 
birds. 


There was a car at the rest area with a dog trailer, the sort that looks like a regular caravan but 
which has been squashed flat. I assumed it was a punter going to or from the Maitland dogs with his 
greyhounds. It turned out to be greyhounds, but he was actually selling them. At least, someone drove 
up in another car, and the guy with the trailer sold him a dog. It looked a bit dodgy, and there didn’t 
seem to be any papers changing hands. 


We ate nothing but animal products all day. For lunch we had meat pies, actually lamb with mint 
pies, in Kurri Kurri. Paulas first pie: she pronounced it good. Then, once we had found the winery 
where the wedding was being held, we stopped at another nearby winery with a cheese shop for coffee 
and cheese, very good cheese too. Finally, on the way home through Cessnock, we spotted an Oak milk 
bar. I was excited, especially since the Oak bar at Hexham seems to have been absorbed by a Hungry 
Jacks. That is, there is a Hungry Jacks there which has Oak signage on it, but it looks pasted on and 
we didn’t bother stopping. In my youth stopping at the Oak milk bar was part of the ritual of driving 
north, to Port Macquarie or Brisbane or Coffs Harbour. You had to have a milkshake, with extra malt. 
The lady who made our milkshakes explained that Oak the company is no more. The shop retains the 
signs and even the uniforms, but it’s privately owned, by someone who “owns half of Cessnock” as well. 
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The milkshakes were awesome, thick and cold, perfectly made. The only missing thing was the clot 
of undissolved malt clinging to the side for you to pic at with your straw, but that was because she mixed 
them for enough time. The last milkshake I had was at the [1]Olympia milk bar, mixed by Dr Death. It 
wasn’t as good, basically because he doesn’t use malt. 


1. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Stanmore, New_South_Wales#0lympia_Milk_Bar 


8.7 December 


8.7.1 2009-12-04_2236.16_Portuguese_bingo (2009-12-05 11:05) 


[1]2009-12-04 _2236.16 _Portuguese _bingo.mp4 
Originally uploaded by [2]mattspong 


The dabbers were flying last night at the Portuguese club. Carlos and Paula showed us a good time as 
we learnt the Portuguese numerals the exciting way! 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/4158996204/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


8.7.2 Mission to Melbourne - Sunday Dec 13 (2009-12-16 11:30) 


I had an idea, to surprise a friend. My friend Mal moved to Melbourne a couple of years ago, to take 
advantage of a job. Mal used to attend the Mu Meson movies when he lived in Sydney with his girlfriend 
Cam, and we got to know each other well. They lived above a shop on Parramatta road, and had a deep 
and abiding interest in the mix of documentaries and unloved trash movies which the Mesons put out. I 
have a photo of Mal from before we talked, when he came to one of the Sound of Seduction NYE shows. 
He is sitting in the corner smiling like someones special brother who had been allowed up late for the 
special occasion. I know he won’t mind my saying that. 


[1] Since moving to Melbourne we haven’t seen much of each other. Mal works 
hard, building servers for special applications, for managing vehicle fleets or mining equipment, and 
he doesn’t get much time off. Recently he joined a band called the Arvonauts, and he announced on 
Facebook that they had a gig on Sunday in a pub in a northern suburb of Melbourne. I had watched a 
couple of videos on their [2]Myspace page, and they looked really good, so I had an idea to fly down and 
walk into the gig really casual and surprise him. 


Mal likes Rickenbacker guitars, and has a collection usually between 10 and 20 different exam- 
ples. Some are antique, some he builds himself from parts bought on Ebay from Japan, and he also owns 
enough basses and studio gear to start several bands on his own, although drums might be a problem, 
unless he goes all Sisters of Mercy and hires Doctor Avalanche. 


Flew down on Sunday morning via Jetstar. On the plane, Greg Fleet walked up the aisle, look- 
ing every bit as pale, haggard and junk-sick as he does on stage. I used to live in the warehouse 
that loomed over the Harold Park hotel, before it got demolished, and I caught his shows there often. 
Disappointing, he sat several rows behind me, so I didn’t get the opportunity to gush fan juice all over 
him. 
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Then, in Melbourne airport, I walked right past John Safran. I thought, what is this, some kind 
of funny business? In person Safran looks like someone you would love to punch in the face really hard. 
He was chewing mechanically with his mouth wide open, a very strange behavior in a smart individual, 
but then it occurred to me, perhaps he was doing it on purpose to ward off fans? Because it was highly 
repellent, like he might bite a chunk right off you if you interrupted him. 


I caught the bus into town, alighting right on Swanston street just up the road from my hotel, 
the Pensione, where I had a very satisfactory broom closet full of hunchback cockroaches and other 
small-hotel-room cliches. 


The Arvonauts weren’t due to start until 4, I had a few hours to kill, so I walked around town 
for awhile. Down near the metal box thingy across from Flinders Street station they were holding one 
of those multi-cultural fests with lots of Nepalese curries and fair-trade coffee. The rice paper rolls I got 
for lunch were really badly rolled, they ended up as a kind of gado gado salad in a box with rice paper 
and prawns mixed in. Not too easy to eat with ones fingers. 


Some Laotian women were demonstrating their mastery of silk. First, their children were reeling 
the silk strands off a pot of boiling cocoons. The threads from a dozen cocoons were passing through a 
tiny ceramic ring, where they were unified into a single strand by the stickiness. The resulting thread 
was still so thin as to be almost invisible, making the reels it passed through appear to be revolving in 
the breeze. Finally, after drying from its passage through the wooden drums, it was wound onto a glossy 
yellow bobbin of silk. A crowd watched entranced. Some emo types asked pointed questions about the 
fate of the chrysalis, and I was pleased when the guy running the show told them in no uncertain terms 
that it was “boiled to death” and followed that up by explaining that the chrysalis was "food” so it was 
okay. 


Behind them an old woman rested from weaving on a loom. She offered me a libation from a 
bottle of yellow silk juice from the last batch of coccons, and showed me how to smear it on my face and 
hands. She explained that it had ”protein” and I had to agree that it did. Normally I don’t use cosmetics 
so I can’t compare it to anything, but I would have to say it was more of a "face firming mask”, or is 
that "masque”, than a moisturiser. It had no smell, and since it was a natural waste product of the silk 
process I think it should be more widely known. 


The lady then resumed her labours at the loom. She used a polished board to seperate the weft, 
and passed the bobbin through. Then she grabbed a stick which was hanging from threads below the 
weft, and moved it backwards and forwards to separate the threads it was hanging from into front and 
back rows. Next, she moved the stick to the upper side of the weft, inserting it into the gap she had 
made, and, by pulling it towards her, raised a certain number of weft threads higher than the others. 
The polished board went between these and the rest of the threads, and at that point I realised that the 
pattern of her weaving was actually encoded into the sticks! As she used each stick to decide which weft 
threads went over and which under the next pass of the warp thread, it was passed to a similar bundle 
of sticks hanging in a screen above the loom, and presumably, when she repeats the pattern she will 
start moving them back down to below the loom. 


[3] 
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The same group of people had one of the produce tents, and had some 
amazing fabric on display. One intricate example they told me was an 120 stick pattern, and was meant 
to represent dragons. I spotted a kind of Transformer face in the middle of the pattern, but no dragons. 


It was getting close to show time, so I caught a taxi over to Ascot Vale and the Union Hotel. 
The taxi driver did that stupid thing I hate where they ask "Which way would you like to go?” They’ve 
all got satellite navigation now, so there’s no reason to ask, other than if you want to check if your 
passenger is a tourist and doesn’t know his way around and is therefore a safe bet to rip off by taking 
the scenic route and putting a few extra miles on the clock. I always insist they use their mapping unit. 


At the pub I got a big kick out of Malcolms reaction. I bought a beer and stood in the crowd 
waiting for him to notice, he did a quick double take and realised who it was. He was pretty pleased, 
in a subdued and manly way. He introduced me to his brother Jake, who had also just arrived from 
Sydney, although he drove down in a marathon journey beginning that morning around 3AM. 


Jake was an executive manager in the company Mal now works for. His house was totally de- 
stroyed in the bad bushfires in 2007, and he had moved his family to Sydney, leaving his son with Mal 
and Cam. He seemed like a decent bloke, even while constantly joking about Mals sexuality, in the time 
honoured Aussie way. At least Mal takes it well (or at least so they tell me...) 


[4] The Arvonauts are a very decent band. They played 
for over 3 hours, 3 separate sets. Their songs remind me of Swirl and Smudge and other poignant 
melodic rock bands of the early 90s, with a definite Irish sound mixed in. One thing I wasn’t ready for 
was Mal pogoing while playing bass. I never really saw that in him, I expected him to graze the carpet 
or something. It was the first time I saw him perform. They were tight and expert and ready for the 
big time in my opinion. I liked their darker songs the best, and apparently they have a legendary one 
called ”Fall” which they didn’t do that day, but it’s said to be a classic wrist-slitter. Everyone who knew 
agreed it was their best show so far. 


After the show we schlepped Mals gear back to his house, where they showed me Jakes incredi- 
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ble Christmas present for Mal - a ready-built 1/13 scale model of a Bugatti, with working steering, 
doors, removable tyres, and even a mini tool kit. They both have a long standing interest in models, 
and they used to build them in public at a table in the Eastwood arcade when they were younger. P'm 
not all that interested in them myself, but that Bigatti was magnificent. 


Then off to his favourite Mexican place for a meal. Jake ordered a chilli beer, which came with 
a chilli in the bottle. It was far too strong, to his disappointment. It looked to me like maybe it had 
been in storage for too long, getting stronger than it should have been. He admitted later to eating chilli 
sauce sandwiches, but it was still to strong. 


Mal reminisced about old times, when he had run away from home and lived for a whole day on 
Rottnest island off Perth, starving amongst the dunes and trying to sleep while quockas nibbled his hair. 
Jake remembered the different bands they had formed, when they turned his bedroom into their studio 
and he had to sleep on a mattress in the back of his Sandman van, in the great rock tradition. 


They gave me a lift back to the hotel, which was very welcome. Along the way we passed a guy 
standing in the middle of the tram way pissing in the wind, a practice which I’ve noticed is very rare in 
Sydney but, every time I visit another city, I see it again and again. Why? Are we just too uptight in 
Sydney to haul it out and let go when need arises? Are we more scared of the consequences if caught? 
Are the consequences worse in Sydney? I wouldn't be surprised. Property seems to be more sacred 
there, which might explain the vastly better graffiti seen in Melbourne. Perhaps people drink more in 
Melbourne, and drink more away from their homes, perhaps because of the trams which mean they 
don't need to stay sober enough to drive. 


That night I discovered that it was possible to sleep in a broom closet even when ones feet stick 
out more than a foot past the end of the bed. 


http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/357257697/ 


1. : 
2. http://www.myspace .com/sundayarvonauts 
3. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/4189031218/ 
4. ; j 


http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/4188378699/ 
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8.7.3 Mission to Melbourne - Monday Dec 14 (2009-12-16 11:52) 


I love Melbourne for several things. Attractive girls walking everywhere in groovy clothes and good 
stompy boots. The huge tram network which gets you from one end of town to another cheaply and 
quickly, even if it stops you from making a right-hand turn on Swanston street. Plenty of Art Deco 
architecture still standing. Cooler weather than Sydney, especially lower humidity and a cool breeze off 
the bay even on sunny days. The maze of twisty laneways connecting the streets, full of eclectic shops 
and cafes. And, especially, the graffiti. Sorry, "street art”. I have a cool book about Australian graffiti 
called Uncommissioned Art, and I think that title sums it up for me. Good graf is a purer expression of 
art than you find anywhere else. It’s still constrained by the materials and the medium available, but it 
is available to everyone, and constantly exposed to the highest form of criticism possible: being painted 
over. I feel you can trust the motivation behind it more than you can trust gallery art. 
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So I set out on a zigzag route through the city, shooting the 
good pieces as I found them. There were a few really good new laneways around Franklin street, on the 
north side of the big rectangle of the CBD, near the Victoria markets. I worked my way East, checking 
out each laneway as I went, filling up my camera. The weather was perfect, sunny with a cool breeze. 


[2] At one point I turned a corner and stumbled upon the 
best shop in the world - the Wunderkammer shop! Filled to the brim with brass clockwork orerries, 
taxidermied white lionesses, bizarre echinoderm shells, human remains, antique medical equipment of 
various levels of barbarity, curious toys like model Sterling heat engines and radiometers and drinky 
birds, meteorites, coprolites, and a host of other stuff. The old man behind the counter was as skeletal 
as some of his stock, and allowed me to take some photos. I couldn’t spend much time there for fear of 
buying something. Luckily I’d traveled extremely light and didn't have any bags to take stuff home in. 


After a early lunch of pho I headed towards a weird non-linear building with a kind of cubist 
painting on the outside, to discover the Museum. So I went in for a couple of hours. Nice dinosaur 
display, including complete brontosaurus skeleton, pterosaurs in flight, and an excellent deep-sea display. 
I had no idea that the ”bone-eating snot flower” worm which consumes fallen whales, actually grows 
branching roots into the bones! I can’t think of anything similar in the animal kingdom, except for those 
barnacles which live on live whales. One of the best displays was a giant screen in an oval frame like 
something out of Stargate, displaying a loop of video of deep sea jellies and monster fish, while ambient 
music played. 


Back outside I followed the graffiti down towards Flinders street station, where I ate some chips 
from a stall called Lord Of the Fries. A perfect example of the business dictum, Do One Thing and Do 
It Well. They were excellent. I want to try their poutine but it isn’t really suitable for eating in summer. 


One lane particularly famous for graffiti is Hosier lane, which runs up behind the Forum, the 
amazing ridiculous rock venu which is studded all over with gargoyles and arabic screenwork like a 
satanic cathedral. It’s always featured in TV ads for cars which are meant to be bought by edgy 
inner-city youth who care more about iPod docks than reliability. Needless to say, it wasn’t as good 
as the examples I shot earlier in the day. Also there were several shouty street deros hanging around 
accosting all the Japanese couples who had to shoot photos of each other standing right in front of the 
artworks. Why? The Japanese, not the deros. For all I know they might have been trying to tell them 
they were pelicans for having to be in every shot like that. 
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Instead I wandered across the river and down to the Art Gallery of Victoria to see what was on. 
The secret of art galleries is to listen to music. I had my battered old iPod with me, and I thoroughly 
enjoyed wandering around their 19th century collection listening to Sol Invictus. No Gods goes very well 
with religious themes, and Driftwood Thrones is a wonderful song while looking at Constable seascapes. 
The other secret to art galleries is to stare into the paintings until they seem to surround you, and 
having the headphones on helps keep the other patrons away. 


It was getting late, the gallery was closing, so I called Mal, who had been having a lovely day 
hanging out with his brother. They had been to JB Hifi, the addictive media store which has basically 
blown every other retailer of CDs and DVDs out of the water in Australia, by the simple expedient 
of having everything you could wish for in their stock. They had also visited a couple of the serious 
model supply shops in town, what for I don’t know, Malcolm still has dozens of unfinished kits sitting 
on shelves in his flat. 


Malcolm suggested we have dinner in Prahran, a nice if decidedly gay suburb where he and Cam 
used to live. I caught the tram over and cruised the boulevard a bit. The infamous Chapel Street Bazaar 
was closed, thank ghod. The Bazaar is basically what you would get if you distilled the best out of every 
flea market in the land, all at top prices of course, but there’s always something there which is like a 
small treasured piece of your childhood which some bastard stole and you forgot until they turned up 
again offering it for sale back to you at outrageous prices. 


Mal, Jake and Jack rocked up. Jack was a round-faced lad of 16, with a filmy pair of unfortu- 
nate mutton chop whisker attempts on his jaws. Mutton chops are very hard, and 16 is far too young 
for anyone to try and grow them. 


[3] Mal took us to Tusk, a restaurant probably named for 
the Fleetwood Mac album rather than elephant teeth. There we sat outside, surrounded by basking gays, 
and ate gay food. Mal especially, who decided that since Cam was away (who loves cheese) he would 
have the fondue. I think if he ordered it while she was present she would eat half off his fork before it 
got to his mouth. I had a gay beer (Beez Neez, a honey wheat beer, very sweet) and a seafood paella 
which was, somehow, gay. Even Jack, who usually lives off a very masculine diet of pure McDonalds, 
had some salad. 


We had a jolly time while Jake told me about when his house burnt down. The fires killed 
dozens of people and burnt out entire small towns, so they were lucky in a way, but they lost everything. 
He said he actually has a warped and twisted cymbal which he wants to use in some music for it’s 
symbolic resonance.Also a slab of melted aluminium which used to be the rims of his Mercedes. He 
reminisced about when they returned to the house after the fires, when the sky was still red. Police 
stopped them from driving in, so they doubled back for miles and tried a different route. This time they 
were stopped several hundred metres away by a fallen power pole, and had to borrow a chain saw from 
their neighbor to cut it up. Closer to the house fallen trees stopped them again and they had to continue 
on foot. The trees were still smouldering, and the radiant heat from the ground was enough to melt their 
shoes. The house was a burnt out shell. Weird shit everywhere. His garage toolbox had corkscrewed 
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somehow, he had to use a crowbar to get the surviving tools out. Remaining bricks crumbled in their 
hand when they tried to lift them. their water tanks were filled with boiling hot water, still warm enough 
for a hot shower two days later. 


2 
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[4] E ` LA Both Jake and Jack are into WOW. Jake told us how 
he used to play Doom with Jack on his knee hitting the powerup buttons for him so he could concentrate 
on killing demons. Then we got bogged down in a geek out, talking about our earliest computers, the 
C64s and BBCs we grew up on. Jake remembered riding the volume control while loading a program 
from cassette tape, so it would be recognized by the computer, and double-teaming with friends at 
school to type in program listings from magazines. 


They needed to return to the flat to finish packing, and I heard Mal say something about Jack 
vacuuming the place, which really needed to be done, so we said our goodbyes and I caught the tram 
back to the city. As I’m standing at the tram stop on High street, waiting, a schizo lady starts talking 
at me, and before I know it she excuses herself and starts pissing on the footpath. Honestly, what is it? 
I mean, it’s not like people don’t piss in the street in Sydney, so see the evidence sometimes and I’ve 
been known to add my contribution to the soil nitrates on occasion, but never right out in public! 

L 
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http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/4189689832/ 
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richgoth (2009-12-16 10:48:53) 

Attractive girls walking everywhere in groovy clothes and good stompy boots. hahaah I love reading about your 
adventures on LJ... you are Thoreau while I am merely Pepys (actually I have been inspired to learn recorder 
from reading Pepys) 


carbonunit (2009-12-16 11:42:25) 

Thank you! The women in Melbourne are prettier, I think, because they walk a lot more and have better posture 
and are fitter, and because of the friendlier climate they have better options for costume. They dress more in the 
European mode, which I prefer. 


8.7.4 Mission to Melbourne - Tuesday Dec 15 (2009-12-16 17:29) 


For years now I’ve been curious about the rail service across Australia. I rely on public transport, and I 
love it. The amount of money I’ve saved in my life by not owning and paying for a car, far outweighs the 
convenience of being able to travel directly between any two points at will. Even including taxi fares, 
it’s still a huge saving, when you consider third party, petrol, service, and the initial cost. I’ve also saved 
a great deal of carbon pollution as well. 


So whenever I travel between states it’s always by plane. There's a good reason for this mostly - 
Australia is huge, and flying to Perth or Darwin is a 5 hour journey at least, across 3 time zones. But 
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what about Melbourne? It's only a 1.5 hour flight away, so what is the rail option like? 


Another thing - leg room. I can take being crushed into a plane seat for an hour or so, it’s no 
worse than my morning bus to work sometimes, but enough is enough. Another thing - I love the 
landscape. Michelle and 1 have done several drives into inland NSW (sometimes with me at the wheel 
on my L plates) and even though the landscape is incredibly flat and same same, I love to watch the dry 
grass and shaggy bent trees and eroded tors go past. 


So I booked a train ticket on the XPT back to Sydney. To start with, it wasn’t much cheaper. 
Jet Star flight with carry-on luggage was $150, the XPT was $110. The journey was advertised as taking 
nearly 11 hours, from 8:30AM to 7:30PM or so. The station was just up Swanston street from my hotel, 
so I was able to stroll leisurely up the road, have a coffee, buy some magazines, and discover that the 
train was an hour late so we were going to arrive an hour late. Oh well, there goes seeing Sons of Steel 
at the Annandale with Jeff Duff in the audience... 


The crowd on the platform was a bit concerning. I was hoping that most of them were traveling 
to intermediate towns and so the train would empty out and then fill up again as we got closer to 
Sydney, giving me more room to move around, but from overheard conversations I discovered that most 
of them were going all the way. In fact a fair number were heading on to Newcastle or even Brisbane via 
train for some reason. 


There were some really seedy looking old coves wandering up and down, smelling richly of port. 
A hairy and tubby trainspotter type in a camouflage anorak was clutching a large box wrapped in 
garbage bags, which had just the right heft and rattle to be a kit or toy of some kind, perhaps a highly 
collectible model of the Millennium Falcon he didn’t trust in the post. Most of the passengers looked 
pretty normal, dressed down Aussies, no businessmen of course, but families, some kids. I found this 
curious. I know my reasons for taking the train, but they didn’t look like the sort with too much 
curiosity or an interest in the Australian landscape. I guess they either just wanted to save the $50 on 
their tickets, or they were scared of flying and had a day to spare. There were more old people than on 
the plane flying down. 


Once the train finally pulled in, the old familiar pointy nose XPT with a diesel engine at each 
end, and the staff had turned all the seats around, we were let on board. A nice wizened old lady sat 
next to me, her grandsons across the aisle. They were heading for Sydney, she asked me how to get 
from Central to Pyrmont and then, when they returned, to the airport as they were flying home. The 
kids spoke up in tired singsong voices and answered her, but she ignored them. I told her the boys were 
correct, catch the light rail to Pyrmont and there’s a train to the airport now. Then she fired off a rapid 
series of probing questions at me about my life and circumstances, and then must have decided I posed 
no threat, and ignored me. 


The ride started nice and smooth, cruising through the dockland suburbs of Melbourne, past the 


big new Costco, out through the teeming developments of cookie box houses, out to the dry and dusty 
plains. Once the houses had thinned out and the fields were merging, our speed increased. 
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[1] Everything out there is dry and brown, in an unbro- 
ken continuum from Melbourne to Sydney. Basket yellow grass, khaki trees. Big bunches of native 
mistletoe hanging darker green from the branches of the river gums. Fields dotted with cylinders, which 
are rolled bales of hay. Always the yellow cylinders of hay, though, never the green cylinders of silage 
wrapped in plastic, because of the drought. The engines hummed with a soothing low drone, dragging 
us across a landscape so flat it had completely forgotten there were ever such things as mountains. I 
know the rail route was chosen for it’s flatness, but the fact we didn’t even see cuttings until we were 
in NSW is pretty extraordinary in my book. The lovely old farmhouses stood proudly on their hills, 
surrounded by tiny patches of green garden nourished by borewater or carefully saved rainwater from 
dams. The engineer hooted carefully before every crossing. Large stacks of old wooden ties passed, 
replaced with the modern concrete ones which don’t get eaten up by termites. Every tiny town had it’s 
pub, some carefully saved old drovers pubs with balconies and scroll-work, some nasty orange brick jobs 
built in the 60s or later to replace the original which had either burnt in a fire or been replaced in a fit 
of misplaced modernity by bored townsfolk. 


About an hour out the voice on the intercom announced we could order a Devonshire tea. My 
neighbor the granny perked up at the thought and soon had her milky tea and ”scone” which to my eye 
looked suspiciously like a fruit muffin in a plastic bag. Oh well, at least the cream was real, in a little 
plastic tub. 


[2] About three hours in, and the aircon in our carriage 
broke down. The attendant walked back and forwards a couple of times, pushing buttons in the vestibule 
trying to restart it, and then announced that we could move up to the forward cars if we wanted to. 
He advised that we pass through the almost empty car directly before ours, because the lone passenger 
there had ”very poor personal hygiene”. It was the old wino I saw on the platform, who had successfully 
acquired his own private carriage by being too smelly for anyone else to tolerate! 


Granny and kids raced off, but I decided to remain. The temperature rose, but not that high, 
and the extra room was much more welcome. 
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[3] Onwards, through the great nothing landscape. Most 
of the remaining passengers dozed in the warmth, which never reached the temperature it must have 
been outside, I think because of aircon leaking in from the other carriages. I bought a ham sandwich 
from the buffet car, and a nasty black coffee. The sun passed from one side of the carriage to the other. 
Occasional herds of black angus cattle and sheep went past. The only sign of native fauna was the 
mummified remains of kangaroo lying beside the track, struck by the night train. We passed only one 
other train, another XPT, and passed through most of the tiny country stations, most of which are 
boarded up with weeds growing on the platform. The few stops we made, the engineer announced which 
cars would be lined up at the platform, which was much shorter than our 8 car train. Each town had 
it’s giant silo looming over the station, a reminder of the time when this was the breadsbasket of the 
rapidly expanding colony. Some had small stockyards, but the silos were the focus of the town. Now 
they were mostly abandoned, scrawled with sub-literate graffiti full of incoherent anger. These towns are 
bad places now, the kids who find themselves growing up there either scheme and execute their escape 
to the city as soon as they can, or if they like it and stay it’s because they don’t give a fuck. I’m not 
denying that the odd soul might stay out of hope of better times or dreams of succeeding where their 
parents failed, but there isn’t much hope out there. 


The first signs of green country didn’t appear until about 6PM, well past Goulburn, around Ex- 
eter. We had already passed the giant stands of power windmills near Crookwell, my own choice for a 
country town I would like to move to. It was a nice place last time we drove through. 


I was expecting the train to go through Lithgow, climb through the Blue Mountains and go 
through Katoomba and down the other side, but that didn’t happen. Around about 7PM, the conductor 
announced that we were approaching Campbelltown! What happened to the mountains? There appears 
to be a very gentle and subtle route through the Blue Mountains that doesn’t involve any climbing or 
descending at all. 


So all in all I would highly recommend the train, if you have the time to spare. It gives you 
time to think, and being in a secure environment going from one place to another, in touch with the 
ground, with time to think about your actions once you arrive, is very civilized. I fully intend to catch 
more trains in the future, perhaps try and manage some grand your of the country using trains from one 
small country town to another. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/4189727080/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/4188969343/ 
3. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/4189731140/ 


bluedevi (2009-12-16 07:35:05) 

This is fascinating to read (especially along with your video). Thank you. I love long-distance trains. Lots of 
things seem familiar - like the odd mix of people you meet (I’m trying to give up short-haul flying for environmental 
reasons and also because I have a geekish love for train travel, but I get the feeling that most people doing the 
overland trip to Ireland, well, don’t share my reasons). And the tiny towns where the young people are leaving - 
there was a lot of that on the Trans-Siberian. 


carbonunit (2009-12-16 09:54:28) 
Thanks. I embedded the video now. This was basically my first long-distance train ride but I really do like it, 
there will be more. If I can afford it I might tackle the [1]Indian Pacific! 
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1. 
richgoth (2009-12-16 10:42:13) 
train food is utterly disgusting in australia. I seem to remember the food in canada being the best and that in 
england being the most expensive. next time I tackle th sydney-melb I will pack a hamper and thermos 


carbonunit (2009-12-16 11:35:44) 
They used the ticket system to sell hot lunches and dinner as well. The choice was pretty limited: fish and chips, 
lasagna, vegetarian pasta etc. Almost nobody bought them. I wish I had thought to pack a hamper. 


prof-null (2009-12-17 00:20:05) 

When I lived in Grafton I took XPT’s quite often. I think they are great - I always found it interesting checking 
out the passengers too, after about an hour you could see how much patience some people don’t have! - but one 
of the great things about the train is that you can get up and walk around in them. Oh- and the Blue mtns are 
north of Sydney, so you won’t go via them. I liked the video too. 


8.7.5 Christmas 2009 (2009-12-29 08:04) 


Q: So how was your Christmas? 
A: We had lunch at Petersham RSL. 


Q: How did that work out? 

A: We sat at a table in a large room with black walls, decorated with a pattern that looked like the wifi 
symbol, made of copper. A demented troubadour with a wig like Prince Valiant played lite Elvis classics 
on an acoustic guitar while we ate luke-warm turkey slices with transparent gravy. Old men wept bitterly 
into their hands. The conversation limped like a soldier with a bullet in his leg. The smell of regret mixed 
with the faint odor of colostomy bags and beer. Everything was in short supply: there were bread plates 
but no bread. 


Q: Sounds grim. Why the big change from last year? 
A: Michelle’s mother Pam didn’t want the responsibility of cooking Christmas lunch again. 


: Why does she have this responsibility usually? 
: Because she won't let anyone else do it. 


> O 


: How many people usually come for Christmas dinner? 
: Two, apart from ourselves. That is, Pam's stepfather Ken and his friend Bill. I can't invite anyone 
because Ken objects. 


> O 


Q: Why is it such a big chore to cook for 6 people? 
A: She has to cook baked ham, chicken wings, barbecued sausages, steak, chops, rissoles, roast pork, 
turkey, boiled eggs, salad, 3 kinds of dip... 


Q: All that food for only 6 people, why? 
A: Because Pam wants to absolutely ensure that nobody can say "What, no chicken?” or "Why didn’t 
you cook the rissoles like last year.” By “anyone” I mean Ken. 


Q: Are you angry about another Christmas spoilt by these people? 

A: What do you mean, ”spoilt”? [ve always been fascinated by the "other world” as represented by 
movies like Eraserhead and books like Velvet Glove Cast in Iron, TV shows like Jam, etc. Having the 
opportunity to visit this place is always welcome. I grew up there, suspended in slow time like poisoned 
amber, uncomfortable off-kilter social situations are easy for me! It was kinda nostalgic, in a way. 
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Q: What about next year? 
A: Despite the nostalgia, Michelle and I agree we will be in another city. Perhaps another country. 
Hopefully one that doesn't celebrate Christmas. 


malwae (2009-12-29 11:24:07) 
You got me at the Prince Valiant bewigged troubadour... omg I wish I could have seen that. 
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Chapter 9 


2010 


9.1 January 


9.1.1 (2010-01-07 09:22) 


For some time now I’ve had this book ([1]The Permaculture Book of Ferment and Human Nutrition) on 
my [2]Amazon wish list. It’s out of print, and the price usually fluctuates between about $700 and $1500 
US - it's rather low at $550 right now, but give it time. This is ridiculous, but fascinating. The way the 
price fluctuates makes me think it must be controlled by a script, some bit of software that takes care of 
pricing stock based on how many other second hand book vendors carry the same title, and what their 
prices are. Perhaps you get a feedback loop, and each shop in turn jacks up the price when their robot 
discovers one of the other shops with the same title has jacked up their price. Then one of the scripts 
does a price correction based on trying to shift old stock or a stocktake special or something and the 
price comes down again. Or maybe it's a money laundering scam? 


Anyway, yesterday I looked it up and found the book at the Customs House branch of Sydney Li- 
brary. I caught the bus into town, joined for $15 and checked it out! What a beautiful library, too. They 
have the city council developer model there, in the foyer, under a glass floor so you can walk around over 
the top of a miniature Sydney. 


It's a fascinating book, but actually getting hold of it and reading it is a bit disappointing. Basically you 
soon detect a pattern - get some food, bury it in a hole in the ground, wait for it to go off, then dig it 
up and eat it. There are hundreds of entries where you can make an Eskimo delicacy by catching some 
auks, wrapping them in a seal skin, burying them in a hole in the ground, and then digging them and 
eating them. Or, an African practice of mixing up some millet with honey and milk, burying it in a hole 
in the ground, then digging it up and eating it. Mollisons thesis is that fermenting food is as radical and 
important a development in human evolution as cooking with fire, but because it's a slower and more 
finicky process, and because of our Western dislike for decay and germs and smells and yuck, we have 
grown blind to it's importance. So he has collected as many records as he could about the techniques 
and practices in this volume. 


1. http: //www.amazon.com/Permaculture-Book-Ferment-Human-Nutrition/dp/0908228066/ref=w1_it_dp_o?ie=UTF8 


2. [http://www.amazon.com/gp/registry/wishlist/28DK33AEL036K 


prof_null (2010-01-07 00:23:43) 
That pricing thing sounds a lot like what was going on in the stockmarkets just before the recent crash: values 
stated have little relation to the actual value of the item... 
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carbonunit (2010-01-07 10:40:13) 
Yep, and likely for the same reason. 


richgoth (2010-01-07 00:42:07) 
sounds like my problem with buying "Wolf Hunting in 18th Century France” 


carbonunit (2010-01-07 10:46:24) 
Is [1]this the book you're after? I see what you mean, currently $150 used. 


1. http: //www.amazon.com/Wolf-Hunting-France-Reign-Louis-XV/dp/0889467463/ref=sr_1_2?ie=UTF8%s=bo0ks 


richgoth (2010-01-07 11:15:23) 
its $200 new! $150 is the cheapest I’ve seen so far 


richgoth (2010-01-07 11:39:12) 
correction $119 new! http: //www.mellenpress.com /mellenpress.cfm?bookid=3285 &pc=9 I guess I can afford 
that now I earbn enough to pay back HECS 


9.1.2 (2010-01-07 09:34) 


Happy High Herbs in Newtown is selling cut sections of [1]San Pedro cactus, for those interested in 
cultivating this attractive ornamental species. $50 for foot-long sections. The cut end is nicely skinned 
over, which means it can easily be planted in soil without rotting. 


1. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Echinopsis_pachanoi 


richgoth (2010-01-07 00:28:31) 
having witness the deluvial vomiting associated with consumption of san pedro cactus, non merci! 


carbonunit (2010-01-07 10:38:10) 


But after the purging, you get to see god! 


9.1.3 The consolation of cats (2010-01-08 13:08) 


9.1.4 2010-01-09 1528.58_Tomato_press (2010-01-10 08:19) 


[1] 
[2]2010-01-09 1528.58 -Tomato _press 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong 
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I finally got tired of pushing tomato pulp through a seive with a ladle, and bought a tomato press. It 
was on a kitchenware stall at Lidcome markets for $60. It might be plastic, but it's made in Italy where 
they care about tomatoes, and solid as. 1 put 4 boxes of tomatoes through it in about 6 hours, would 
have been 2 boxes the old way. 

x 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/4260566424/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/4260566424/ 
3. [http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


9.1.5 Chucky (2010-01-12 11:55) 


[2]Photo 53 
Originally uploaded by [3]mattspong 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/4266993719/ 
2. [http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/4266993719/ 
3. [http://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


9.1.6 (2010-01-14 12:11) 


Ferment and Human Nutrition is better than I could have hoped. It isn’t really about ferment or human 
nutrition per se, the real unifying theme of the book is preserving food. There are details for foods which 
are preserved but not in the least fermented or perhaps nutritious, like duck confit and marmalade. It’s 
densely written with no padding whatsoever. Have a look at this entry under Soy Bean Products: 


Hibiscus as Tempeh Starter (page 78): 

Aubert(1983) records that Dutch prisoners-of-war extracted the molds for tempeh from the withered 
petals of hibiscus flowers, and so made a nutritious food from soybeans. Flower yeasts and moulds are 
often mentioned in the "secret recipes” of traditional peoples. Tempeh provides 60mg of niacin per 100gm, 
a vitamin lacking in polished rice. Soy ferments contain 10mg thiamine per 100gm, riboflavin. Tempeh 
contains vitamin B12, probably from Bacillus subtilis or other bacterial sources. 


Now that is useful info, especially if you ever find yourself a prisoner of war with access to soybeans 
and no other source of protein. Honestly though, if you were interested in trying to capture and cultivate 
an alternative fermentation agent to the usual miso cultures, you’ve just been handed a huge clue. The 
book just goes on and on like that, exhaustively listing every recorded method of preserving and some- 
times capturing and cultivating food. There is a fascinating entry for catching the allates (flying form) of 
termites, by putting basket over the exit from the termite mound when they are flying away, and putting 
a light source at the right location to attract the insects, so they crawl across the basket, shedding their 
wings as they go, and then drop neatly into a well placed jar. 


I’ve long been interested in low-tech methods of preserving food, possibly because many of the foods 
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I like have been processed in some way which was originally developed to preserve them. Pickled olives, 
salted fish, dried sausage, fermented beer, smoked meat, Worcester sauce, cheese etc. 


As Mollison constantly details, the process of preserving the food often adds to its nutritional bene- 
fit, especially with fermentation. The bacteria and yeasts create vitamins and modify proteins and turn 
sometimes quite worthless foods into super foods. Of course, the reverse is sometimes true - unless you’re 
a hard-working farm hand, eating duck confit can hardly be called healthy. But if you are, it’s just the 
heavy burst of calories in the form of animal fat and protein you need! 


I bottled a couple of dozen bottles of tomato pulp last week, thanks to my new tomato press. The 
ironic thing about preserving food like fruit and veges is the time they ripen is the last time you want to 
spend a whole day in a steamy kitchen. I’ve still got a box of mangoes I was gonna bottle, but I can’t 
face the thought of getting sticky juice all over my hands and seating down my glasses while slinging 
boiling hot bottles around. 


If you have an interest in this book, drop me a line, I might be able to help you out... 


9.1.7 2010-01-15_1040.08_Acid_mow (2010-01-15 12:01) 


[1]2010-01-15 _1040.08 _Acid _mow 
Originally uploaded by [2]mattspong 


I didn’t expect the waviness! I think it’s because the camera scans its CCD line by line, and as the 
camera moves a bit during each scan the image is warped. It’s a cool effect. 


1. http://www.flickr.com/photos/mattspong/4274814093/ 
2. |nttp://www.flickr.com/people/mattspong/ 


prof_null (2010-01-15 05:25:57) 
Wow, trippy ! :) 


9.1.8 Permaculture Book of Ferment and Human Nutrition (2010-01-20 16:43) 


Click here to download a copy of the [1]Permaculture Book of Ferment and Human Nutrition. 


(Would have been ready sooner but I forgot to file off the serial numbers...) 


1. http: //mspong.s3.amazonaws .com/docs/Ferment_and_Human_Nutrition. pdf 


rose_gialle (2010-01-20 09:57:01) 
curiosity wins* Thank you. 


carbonunit (2010-01-20 11:05:26) 
[1]This and [2]this might clear this up. 


1. http://carbonunit.livejournal.com/180615.html 
2. [http://carbonunit.livejournal.com/181851.html 


9.1.9 (2010-01-27 08:09) 


The high heat and humidity have given me a rash. Dishydrotic eczema up my arms and on my feet. Its 
an old familiar malady I usually get in Bali or other tropical climes. Even Michelle has a touch of it 
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inside her elbow. 


We spent most of Australia day sheltering in the darkened house, although we went down to a park 
in Canada bay in the afternoon to catch the late breeze. Most of the parks around our side of Five Dock 
were full of bogan picnics. 


The house across the road from us has new tenants. That was where Rod and Dot lived, before their 
ugly murder/suicide last year. Now their son has rented the place to some disgusting characters. One 
is a thirty-ish woman, wears white clothes all the time, deep fake orange tan, drives a white hatchback, 
bleached hair. She's not so bad, but she seems to be having a relationship with a prize bogan. Bullet head 
with close cropped hair. Usually wears Jackie Howe and shorts. Drives a black 4-seater ute with highly 
polished roll bars. We can't be sure of their relationship because they fight all the time. It usually begins 
with the loud arrival of the ute, screeching to a halt across the driveway. He jumps out, tries the gate, 
which is usually locked, then immediately scales the wall and marches up to the back door and starts 
knocking loudly and shouting. He’ll then start wandering around the outside of the house, shaking the 
windows and threatening to bust in, until she opens the door. He then barges inside, usually emerging 
several minutes later, storming down to his ute and taking off again, only to return a few minutes later 
to repeat the performance. This goes on for hours. Sometimes they carry their pushing and shoving 
arguments right out into the street. He loves to do that threatening maneuver where he suddenly jerks 
his head forward as though about to give a Glasgow Kiss, making her cringe. He’s obviously an expert 
at humiliating women. He also loves to grab her wrist and jerk her a bit, but obviously not enough to 
leave a mark or invite an assault charge or anything. 


I remember when the abuses in Abhu Graib were revealed, and people were saying that the expert 
torture techniques in use were evidence it was ordered from the top. Otherwise they wouldn’t know how 
to break their prisoners spirits so efficiently. That may be true, but some people, like our new neighbour, 
have it instinctive. Like the technique of leaving, driving away with a loud screech of tires, only to circle 
the block and come back again immediately, to resume the argument, whetever it’s about. Standard 
interrogation tactics - let your victim think it’s over, they relax, their defenses go down, and then when 
you resume they are weakened and don’t want to resist any more. 


Anyway, they and their friends were in the park across the road yesterday, burning meat and drink- 
ing and playing cricket, right next to the toilet block. Apparently they engaged in a mass punchup as 
the afternoon wore on. It’s good to know the old ways are being observed. 


prof_null (2010-01-27 22:16:54) 
Wow. All we get is the noise of the house next door getting demolished, nothing like that! Can’t wait for the next 
episode now, it’s like a TV soap/crime drama. What will happen next? Stay tuned !! 
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gads 


Gad's LJBook v0.5, 
TEX 2: & GNU/Linux. 


http://www.1jbook.com 


Edited: February 15, 2010 


